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A    DIARY. 

Stockholm,  1  st  November,  18 — . 

I>^  THE  MOENING  HOUR. 

"  Another  day,  another  revolution  of  light  and  shade. 
Enjoy  thy  existence,  sayest  thou,  holy  dawn  of  morning,  ani- 

mating glance  of  love,  beam  of  God !  Thou  wakest  me  once 
more  from  my  darkness,  givest  me  a  day,  a  new  existence,  a 
little  life.  Thou  lookest  upon  me  in  this  light  and  sayest, 
follow  the  moments  !  They  scatter  in  their  flight,  light  and 
flowers  ;  they  conceal  themselves  in  clouds,  but  only  to  shine 
forth  again  all  the  lovelier  ;  follow  them,  and  let  not  the 

shade  find  thee  before  thou  hast  begun  to  live  !" 
Thus  tliought  I  with  a  great,  home-departed  spirit,  as  in 

the  da-wn  of  morning  I  awoke  and  savr  the  beam  of  daylight 
penetrating  into  my  chamber,  and  involuntarily  stretched 
forth  my  arms  to  meet  it.  It  was  neither  bright  nor  cheerful ; 
it  was  the  misty  beam  of  a  November  day,  but  still  light 

from  the  light  which  brightened  my  life's-day,  and  I  greeted it  with  love. 

May  the  light  of  my  life's-day,  like  that  of  the  morning, 
be — an  ascending  one !  whether  its  beam  shine  through  mist 
sr  through  clear  air  is  all  one !  if  the  day  only  increases,  if 
only  life  become  more  bright. 

After  an  absence  of  ten  years  I  visit  anew  the  home  of  my 
childhood ;  whether  for  a  longer  or  a  shorter  time  circum- 

stances will  determine.  Independent  in  fortune  and  posi- 
tion in  life,  I  can  now,  after  a  captivity  of  many  years, 

enjoy  freedom,  and  at  thirty  years  of  age  follow  merely  my 
own  will. 

I  arrived  here  last  evening,  a  few  days  earlier  than  I  waa 
expected,  and  thus  conld  not  by  any  possibility  flatter  myself 
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that  on  my  accoimt  the  house  of  my  stepmother  was  ;<i 
splendidLy  lighted  up  as  1  found  it  on  stopping  before  it. 
Ah,  no !  On  the  contrary,  it  was  terribly  difficult  to  find 
anybody  who  would  trouble  themselves  in  the  least  about  me 
and  my  affairs. 

At  length  I  stumbled  upon  a  maid-servant,  whose  kind 
countenance  and  manner  immediately  pleased  me,  and  who, 
as  soon  as  she  perceived  who  I  was,  busied  herself  actively 

about  me  and  mine.  "  Ah !"  exclaimed  she,  as  she  con- 
ducted me  up  a  winding  staircase  covered  with  carpeting 

which  led  to  my  room,  ''  how  vexatious  it  is !  Her  Grace 
gives  to-day  a  little  ball  to  celebrate  Miss  Selma's  birthday, 
and  now  they  have  taken  off  their  cloaks  in  your  room,  Miss  ; 
how  untidy  it  looks ! — But  see !  they  did  not  expect  you 
earlier  than  next  week,  and  therefore  nothing  is  in  order." 

"  It  does  not  signify !"  said  I,  as  with  some  consternation 
I  looked  round  the  room  which  my  stepmother  in  her  letter 

had  praised  as  an  "  excellent  chamber,"  and  which  was  now 
fiUed  with  gentlemen's  and  ladies'  cloaks,  A\ith  fur  boots 
and  over-shoes.  The  music  of  one  of  Strauss's  intoxicating 
waltzes  came  from  below,  producing  an  effect  half-animating, 
half-depressing  ;  and  I  thought,  if  I  sit  myself  down  quietly 
among  these  empty  human  habiliments  and  listen  to  this 

music,  and  think,  "  Here  sit  I,  a  forlorn  stranger  in  the 
country,  whilst  they  below  are  making  merry  with  dancing, 
then— I  shall  become  melancholy,  and  shall  begin  to  write  an 

appendix  to  Solomon's  sermon,  '  All  is  vanity  !'  But  if  I  too 
go  down  among  those  joyful  people,  and  entertain  myself 
with  looking  at  them,  and  whilst  they  whirl  about  in  the 

gallopade  and  the  waltz,  make  my   " 
A  dim  idea  unfolded  itself  suddenly  in  my  head,  like  the 

butterfly  from  the  chrysalis.  I  turned  round  to  Karin — such 
was  the  name  of  my  obliging  maiden — and  prayed  her  to 
inform  nobody  in  the  house  of  my  arrival,  but  on  the  con- 

trary, to  assist  me  in  putting  on  my  black  silk  dress  and  other 
things,  necessary  for  a  hasty  toilet.  I  wished  to  steal  into 
the  company  unannounced  and  unknown.  Karin  understood 
my  idea,  thought  it  merry,  and  helped  me  quickly  and  effi- 

ciently ;  so  that  in  half  an  hour  I  could  show  myself  with 
honour  in  the  saloon,  and  hoped  to  remain  unobserved,  a 
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part  of  the  "  fouW  which,  as  I  kuew  of  old,  was  very  con- 
siderable in  the  soirees  of  my  stepmother.  And  to  tell  the 

truth,  I  was  not  altogether  dissatisfied  to  be  able  to  look 
about  me  a  little,  and,  as  it  were,  to  prepare  myself  for 
acquaintance  with  relatives  whom  I  had  now  not  seen  for  so 
many  years. 

As  I  entered  the  dancing-room  a  gallopade  was  being 
danced.  I  stole  along  by  the  wall,  and  soon  fortunately 
found  a  place  in  a  corner.  The  music,  the  noise,  and  the 

stl'ong  blaze  of  light,  almost  bewildered  my  brain.  When  I 
had  a  little  recovered  my  senses,  I  looked  about  curiously 
for  the  countenances  of  my  connexions ;  above  all,  my 
oye  sought  for  my  young  sister  Selma,  although  almost 
\^ithout  hope  of  recognising  in  the  young  girl  of  twenty, 
the  tender,  delicate  child  which  I  had  not  seen  for  ten 
Tears. 

"  But  the  sole  daughter  of  the  house,"  thought  I,  "  the 
heroine  of  the  day,  must  still  be  easy  to  discover  among  the 
others  :  she  must  certainly  precede  every  one  in  the  dance, 

and  must  be  put  forward  and  honoured  before  all  others  !" 
and  I  sought  inquiringly  among  the  couples  who  were  float- 

ing round  in  the  gallopade.  The  dance  seemed  to  me  en- 
chanting. 

"  Ah,  les  rvines  du  bal  /"  said  now  an  elderly  gentleman  of 
complacent  but  somewhat  decrepid  exterior  and  relaxed 
features,  who  stood  near  me  ;  and  I  saw  a  young  officer 
of  dragoons  dancing  onward  with  two  young  ladies  who 
riveted  my  whole  attention,  so  beautiful  and  brilliant  were 
they.  I  took  it  for  granted  that  one  of  these  must  be 
my  sister  Selraa ;  but  which  of  them  ?  They  had  a  re- 

markably great  sisterly  resemblance,  and  yet  on  close  ob- 
servation there  was  a  peculiar  manner  which  made  them  un- 

like. The  lively,  refined,  captivating  grace  which  distin- 
guished the  one  who  was  dressed  in  white  gauze  and  blond, 

was  wanting  in  the  other,  who  wore  bright  rose-coloured  crape, 
and  whose  figure  was  somewhat  larger,  yet  who  meantime 
was  unquestionably  the  handsomer.  Her  dancing  was 
characterised  by  that  joyously-bounding  life,  which  is  said 

to  constitute  the  spirit  of  Fanny  Elsler's  dancing,  whilst 
that  of  the  other — the  white  one — had  more  of  the  noble, 
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pure  grace  '.\liicli  I  myself  have  admired  in  Maria  Taglioni. 
Either  might  be  Selma.  The  more  I  regarded  the  white  one, 
the  more  I  wished  that  she  might  be  my  sister. 

But  is  it,  indeed,  possible,  that  the  somewhat  self-willed 
doll,  "  little  me,"  as  Selma  called  herself  in  her  childish  years, 
should  have  changed  into  this  sylph-like  being,  whose  coun- 

tenance beamed  with  soul  and  innocent  joy  ? 
The  other  had  more  of  the  proud  self,  wliich  looked  forth 

in  the  child  Selma ;  perhaps  she  might  be  my  sister  Selma? 
Shoidd  I  be  able  to  love  her  much  ? 

Whilst  this  contest  between  the  red  and  white  rose  went 

on  in  my  mind,  and  I  purposely  asked  no  explanation  from 
my  neighbour,  willing  to  await  the  answer  from  chance,  I 

heard  the  gentleman  who  had  exclaimed  "  les  reines  du  hal,'^ 
congratulated  by  another  upon  being  "  a  rich  old  bachelor." 

"  The  life  of  a  rich  old  bachelor,"  said  he  with  a  sigh, 
which  awakened  in  me  the  thought  that  he  found  himself 
burdened  with  as  many  wives  and  children  as  Eochus  Pum- 

pernickel— "  the  life  of  a  rich  old  bachelor  is  indeed  a 

continual   " 
'■  The  life  of  a  rich  old  bachelor,"  said  the  first  speaker 

also  with  a  sigh,  "  is  a  splendid  breakfast,  a  tolerably  flat 
dinner,  and  a  most  miserable  supper !" 

Whilst  I  listened  to  the  communication  of  the  two  gen- 
tlemen, and  observed  "  les  reines  du  bal,"  I  remarked  that  a 

man  between  thirty  and  forty,  in  naval  uniform,  of  a  frank 
and  strong  exterior,  with  a  pair  of  serious,  houest  eyes — was 
noticing  me.  This  gave  me  pleasure — I  do  not  know  why. 
I  also  remarked  that  the  son  of  Xeptune  steered  ever  nearer 
and  nearer  to  me,  and — unexpectedly  seated  himself  by  my 
side.  I  cannot  at  this  moment  rightly  comprehend  how  we 
fell  into  discourse,  and  still  less  how  I  came  to  confide  to 
him  my  observations  on  the  two  stars  of  the  ball,  and  least  of 
all,  how  I  could  feel  so  communicative  and  well  acquainted 
with  a  person  entirely  strange  to  me.  The  person  smiled  at 
my  confidential  communications,  and  inquired  if  I  w  ished  for 
any  explanations  from  him  ?  I  replied  that  this  evening  I 
liad  set  out  on  a  voyage  of  discovery,  and  had  taken  Chance 
for  my  helmsman,  and  would  let  him  direct  my  course. 
My  new  acquaintance  warned  me  of  thi  danger  of  giving 
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myself  up  to  such  a  helmsTnan,  and  souglit  -with  delicacy  to 
dive  into  the  intention  of  my  undertaking.  I  answered 
evasively ;  the  conversation  was  jesting,  and  it  seemed 
to  me  as  if  a  great  ship  of  war  was  amusing  itself  by 
chasing  a  little  brig,  which  nevertheless  succeeded,  by 
rapidly  tacking  about,  perpetually  to  escape  it.  In  the 
mean  time  we  came,  quite  unexpectedly,  into  very  deep 
water,  namely,  into  the  innermost  of  the  soul  and  of  life, 
and  we  soon  were  contending  about  that  which  consti- 

tutes the  highest  weal  or  woe  of  human  life.  We  had  in 
this  subject  entirely  difterent  views,  because,  whilst  I,  in 
the  calmness  of  temper  and  clearness  of  thought,  sought  for 

the  haven  of  felicity,  the  son  of  IS'eptune  found  it  merely  in the  life  and  strength  of  feeling.  I  asserted  that  in  this  way 
he  never  would  come  into  the  haven,  but  would  always  find 
himself  on  the  outside  of  it,  in  the  open  stormy  sea.  He  had 
nothing  to  say  against  this.  It  was  exactly  upon  the  open 
stormy  sea  that  he  had  found  happiness.  I  declared  myself 
opposed  to  the  disquiet  of  a  Viking  life  ;  he  against  a  life  of 
quiet  and  ease,  I  spoke  of  the  dangers  of  shipwrecks  under 

the  guidance  of  the  feelings,  and  remembered  Odin's  words 
in  Havamal,  "  Insecure  is  that  which  one  possesses  in  the 
breast  of  another."  The  seaman  betook  himself  to  Chris- 

tianity, and  thought  with  the  Apostle,  that  without  love  all 
things  in  the  world  were  sounding  brass  and  a  tinkling  cymbal. 
I  bowed  myself  before  human  love  :  this  was  precisely  my 
proposition.  But  in  regard  to  private  relationships,  I  found 
it  to  be  in  the  highest  degree  necessary  to  be  able  to  sing  at 
all  times, 

I  care  for  nobody,  nobodv, 
Aiid  nobody  cares  for  me ! 

The  seaman  laughed,  but  shook  his  head,  and  said,  "  Tou 
would  not  be  able  to  sing  so,  and  could  not  sing  so,  if  you  had 

had  the  happiness — to  have  children." 
"  Perhaps  not,"  repUed  I,  in  an  indifferent  tone  ;  pleased 

in  myself  to  find  that  my  new  acquaintance  was,  as  I  had 
already  suspected,  a  married  man,  and  the  father  of  a  family. 
We  were  here  interrupted  by  the  ending  of  the  gallopade 

and  the  dancing  ladies  seeking  for  resting-places,  on  which 
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my  neighbour  stood  up.  The  view  through  the  dancing-room 
was  now  freer,  and  permitted  one  through  tlie  open  doors  to 

look  into  the  saloon,  where  turbaned  "  gracious  ladies"  occu- 
pied the  divans,  and  several  gentlemen  with  stars  and  ribbons 

moved  about  them. 

"  Ah,  there  she  is  !"  thought  I,  with  sudden  emotion,  as  a 
lady  ot  noble  figure  and  noble  bearing  came  in  sight,  wliilst 
in  conversation  with  an  elderly  gentleman,  she  slowly  ap- 

proached the  dancing-room. 
Tes,  that  was  she ;  still  the  same  as  ever  in  appearance, 

grave,  beautiful,  and  tasteful  in  dress.  I  recognised  the 
strings  of  real  pearls,  with  jewelled  clasps,  Avhich  surrounded 
her  neck  and  her  lovely  arms,  which  I  would  so  willingly 
have  kissed  in  my  childliood ;  I  recognised  the  beautiful 
countenance,  and  the  carriage,  so  imposing,  and  yet  so  full 
of  grace.  She  was  still  the  same  as,  twenty  years  ago,  she 
had  stood  a  half-divinity  before  my  eyes  in  the  magnificent 
saloons  of  the  capital ;  when  she,  as  wife  of  "  the  District 
Governor,"  did  the  honours,  with  the  looks  of  a  queen  ;  yes, 
she  was  still  the  same  as  I  then  had  seen  her,  and  nothing 
more  distinguished  have  I  seen  since  then — although  I  have 
looked  well  about  me  in  the  world — and  probably  never  shall 
and  yet  ....  It  was  my  stepmother  !  My  heart  beat  any- 

thing but  lightly,  as  I  saw  her  slowly  approach  the  side  of 
the  room  Avhere  I  sate,  and  anticipated  the  moment  of, 
recognitio7i ;  it  came.  1 

The  glance  of  my  stepmother  fell  on  me ;  she  started,  and  \ 
looked  again  observantly  ;  I  stood  up  ;  she  hastened  towards 
nie,  and  we  soon  embraced  each  other ;  not  without  mutual 

embarrassment,  wliich  the  surprise,  and  mutual  excuses — 
from  me,  on  account  of  my  arrival ;  from  her,  on  the  condi- 

tion of  my  chamber — helped  to  conceal.  My  stepmother 
now  called  "  Selma !  Selma !"  and  the  white  sylph  floated 
towards  us,  and  I  clasped  my  young  sister  in  my  arms,  glad 

that  she  was  "  the  white  rose,"  and  delighted  to  see  such  a 
kindly  joy  beam  from  her  dear  blue  eyes,  as  blushing,  she 
heartily  bade  me  welcome. 

At  this  moment  my  glance  involuntarily  met  that  of  my 
former  neighbour,  who  from  some  little  distance  observed  us, 

with  a  gentle,  half-melancholy  smile.     After  this,  my  step- 
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mother  called  "  Flora !"  and  beckoned  ;  but  Flora,  occupied 
in  lively  discourse  with  some  gentlemen,  did  not  immediately 
hear.  Selma  hastened  to  her,  took  her  by  the  arm,  and  re- 

turned with  her  to  me.  I  saw  "the  red  rose,"  the  other 
queen  of  the  ball,  before  me.  Selma  whispered,  "Sophia! 
thy  and  my  cousin,  Flora  !" 

My  cousin  Flora  Delphin,  whom  I  now  saw  for  the  first 
time,  greeted  me  courteously ;  and  after  a  short  and  in- 

different conversation,  she  turned  again  to  her  gentlemen. 

"  For  this  evening  no  more  acquaintance,  my  sweet  Selma," 
I  now  besought.  "  I  know  that  I  here  must  have  several,  to 
me,  yet  unknown  relations ;  but  I  would  rather  defer  making 

their  acquaintance  till  another  time." 
"  All  the  better !"  answered  she  ;  "  then  I  can  yet  a  while 

alone  belong  to  you.  I  shall  not  dance  this  dance — I  must 

chat  with  you."  And  now,  as  a  quadrille  was  played,  Selma's 
partner  approached ;  she  excused  herself  to  him,  and  intro- 

duced him  to  a  young  lady  who  was  sitting,  and  whom  he  led 
to  the  dance.  On  this,  she  seated  herself  near  me,  asked 
with  warm  interest  after  things  which  concerned  me,  and  re- 

minded me,  with  a  voice  full  of  tender  emotion,  how  I  had 
been  so  good  to  her  in  her  childhood,  told  her  tales,  had 
brought  about  pastimes,  and  little  merry-makings  and  such 
like,  in  order  to  please  her. 

"This  time,  Selma,"  interrupted  I,  "you  must  tell  me 
tales ;  but,  of  course,  only  true  ones  ;  because  I  am  totally 
unacquainted  with  the  world  which  surrounds  me  here,  and 
would  willingly  be  conducted  into  it ;  or  much  rather,  without 

any  trouble  on  my  part,  have  it  brought  to  me." 
"  Ah !  you  have  addressed  yourself  exactly  to  the  right 

person,"  said  Selma,  with  comic  dignity ;  "  and  in  order  to 
begin  now  my  office  of  chief  mistress  of  the  ceremonies, 
thus — who  shall  I,  in  the  first  place,  have  the  honour  of 
introducing  to  you  in  this  company  ?" 

"  Oh !  the  stately  lady  there,  with  the  bird-of-paradise 
waving  in  the  turban  of  silver  gauze,  and  in  a  dress  of  black 
velv^et — she,  who  now  talks  with  your  mamma  and  laughs — 

a  fine  woman;  she  might  represent  the  queen  of  night." 
"  So  she  is,"  answered  Selma,  laughing.  "  Signora  Luna, 

as  we  sometimes  call  her,  or, '  our  lady  with  the  bright  eyea ;' 
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she  is  lady  of  honour  to  her  majesty  the  queen,  where,  as  one 
knows,  night  is  turned  into  day ;  she  will  please  you ;  she 
belongs  to  our  very  best  acquaintance,  and  this  evening,  over 
and  above,  Signora  Luna  is  at  the  full;  shall  I  not  im- 

mediately intro   " 
"  No  !  no  !  not  this  evening ;  Signora  Luna  is,  at  this  mo- 

ment, too  splendid  for  me.  Who  is  the  tall  gentleman  who 
now  talks  with  her  ?  a  stately  figvire  also,  but  somewhat 
ostentatious." 

"  Eespect !  I  pray  for — Alexander  the  Great,  or  the  Great 
Alexander  —  he  has  translated  the  logic  and  rhetoric  of 
Aristotle ;  a  most  learned  man,  and  the  proper  husband  for 
the  handsome  Mrs.  Luna." 

"  Humble  servant !  But  my  best  one,  here  is  the  strangest 
company  in  the  world — truly  not  of  this  world.  Signora 
Luna  and  Alexander  the  Great !  I  wonder  what  celestial 

dignitary  will  next  have  the  honour — that  otBcer,  for  example, 
I  would  gladly  know  his  name  ;  he  talks  now  with  a  gentle- 

man who  wears  an  order ;  an  honest  countenance ;  but  he 

seems  to  me  to  belong  a  little  to  the  earth." 
"  Not  so  entirely,  for  he  belongs  more  to  the  sea.  We 

call  him  '  the  Viking' — for  the  rest  he  is  called  Commodore 
Captain  Brenner,  a  very  brave  and  distinguished  man.  Do 

you  know  with  whom  he  speaks  ?" 
"  No,  but  I  would  willingly  learn.  Of  a  certainty  he  is 

called  Aristides,  or — Axel  Oxenstjema.  I  think  I  have 
seen  him  before." 

"  That  is  Baron  Thorsten  Lennartson :  you  will  see  him 
here ;  he  was  I'elix  Delphin's  guardian,  and  is  now  Flora's 

guardian," "  He  is  the  same  whom  I  fancied  I  knew  again.  You 
have  given  him  no  character-name,  Selma ;  but  I  should  like 

to  give  him  one!" 
"  And  what  ?" 

"  I  would  call  him  '  My  Lord,'  to  distinguish  him  from 
many  other  barons,  because  he  seems  as  if  he  could  be  lord 

over  himself;  what  say  you?" 
"  You  have  said  it  excellently.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  yo\i 

had  known  him  long." 
"  I  have  seen  him  years  ago,  and   but  there  stands  a 
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person  beside  Plora,  whom,  I  think,  I  have  seen  also  for- 
merly ;  a  regular,  but  marble-cold  countenance  ;  rather 

sallow,  Yoltaire-like  features !" 
*'  One  of  your  relatives  too !  My  and  your  brother-in- 

law,  the  Envoye  St.  Orme  ;  who  only  a  few  months  ago  came 
here  from  Paris." 

"  Virginia's  husband !  Ah,  I  ought  to  have  recognised 
him :  but  it  is  above  ten  years  since  I  saw  him,  at  Virginia's 
marriage.  How  beautiful  she  was  !  That  she  must  so  soon 

leave  the  earth !     One  year  after  her  marriage  !" 
"  Tes,  on  the  anniversary  of  her  wedding,"  said  ISelma, 

with  a  voice  that  showed  a  painfid  remembrance.  For  this 
reason  I  continued  my  inquiries. 

"  And  that  young  officer  with  whom  you  were  dancing ;  a 
distinguished,  handsome  young  man  ?" 

"  Another  relation,  Felix  Delphin,  Flora's  brother.  Is 
not  Flora  gloriously  beautiful?" 

"  Very  beautiful !" 
"  And  how  witty !  how  richly  gifted  !  She  has  at  least  a 

dozen  talents." 

"  That  were  almost  too  much !"  said  I,  laughing  ;  "  and 
now,  thanks,  my  sweet  Selma,  that  you  have  so  richly  enter- 

tained me.  I  now  see  a  gentleman  approaching  you  with 
dancing  intentions,  and  you  shall  not  any  longer  drive  your 
partners  to  desperation  on  my  account.  Be  easy  about  me  ; 
I  amuse  myself  excellently  with  looking  on  the  dance,  and  on 
the  new,  interesting  acquaintance  that  I  have  made,  Signora 

Luna,  Alexander  the  Great,  mj  Lord   ." 
''  Bestow  a  glance  on  the  philosopher,"  said  Selma,  archly, 

and  pointed  to  a  servant  in  the  livery  of  the  family  wlio  ap- 
proached with  a  tray  of  ices,  and  had  a  very  grave  counte- 

nance, with  the  features  of  a  parrot. 

"  Take  care,  Jacob,"  continued  she,  merrily  addressing 
him,  "and  look  before  you,  that  we  do  not  waltz  over 

you." 
"  Oh  heaven  defend  me,  Miss  !"  replied  the  philosopher, 

with  a  rough  voice,  whilst  a  sudden  illumination  passed  over 
his  countenance,  but  which  speedily  resumed  its  dark  expres- 

sion, as  he  remained  standing  before  me  with  his  tray. 

•'  Miss  "  floated  away  in  the  waltz,  light  as  a  breath. 
Immediately  after  this  my  stepmother  came  up  to  me,  with 
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"the  rich  old  bachelor,"  wearing  the  French  order,  and  in« 
troduced  "  Your  uncle,  Chamberlain  X." 

My  uncle  seated  liitnself  near  me,  and  began  the  conversa- 
tion with  much  politeness,  which  advanced  from  some  com- 

pliments on  myself,  to  a  tolerably  witty  criticism  of  others, 
but  which  had  a  less  digestible  relish  in  a  spiritual  sense. 

AVhether  it  were  that  I  was  wearied  by  the  journey,  or  by 
the  noise  of  the  ball,  or  was  spoiled  by  the  conversation  which 
I  had  already  enjoyed,  certain  it  is  that  this  did  not  please 

me,  and  a  sort  ot'  twilight  mist  spread  itself  before  my  eyea 
over  that  animated  life  which  had  just  before  been  so  brilliant. 
At  the  same  time  I  listened  with  pleasure  to  the  praises  of 

my  stepmother.  "A  most  excellent  person,"  said  my  uncle. 
"  I  know  no  one  in  whom  I  have  so  great  a  confidence,  no 
one  on  whom  one  can  so  much  depend.  When  I  would  do 
a  little  good  in  secret,  and  would  not  wish  it  to  be  known,  I 

always  betake  myself  to  her." 
The  Viking  had  left  the  company,  after  having  at  going 

out  cast  towards  me  a  parting  glance,  which  lived  in  my 

■nemembranee  like  a  little  point  of  light.  Signora  Luna's 
brilliant  appearance  vanished  from  our  horizon,  in  order  to 
ascend  into  the  horizon  of  the  Court,  where  she  was  at  this 
moment  in  attendance.  I  only  saw  Selma  when  between  the 
dances  she  came  with  a  friendly  word  or  a  question  bounding 
towards  me :  thus  I  saw  her  also  now  by  the  side  of  her 
mother,  now  by  an  elderly  lady  in  the  company,  as  if  she 
would  make  all  happy. 

After  supper,  somewhat  occurred  the  impression  of  which 
I  shall  long  retain.  There  arose  a  lively  movement  in  the 
saloon,  and  I  saw  how  my  young  sister  was  borne  in  an 
arm-chair  under  the  chandelier,  whose  light  beamed  around 
her,  and  the  most  animated  vivat-cry  resoiinded  from  the  en- 

circling gentlemen. 

"  My  lord  "  was  among  those  who  thus  exalted  the  young 
heroine  of  the  festival,  and  right  beautiful  and  princess-like 
sate  she  there,  in  the  strong  blaze  of  light,  herself  beaming 
with  the  charm  of  youth  and  becoming  joy.  An  exclamation 
of  admiration  and  homage  went  through  the  whole  assembly. 
As  my  eyes  sunk  from  the  almost  dazzling  view,  they  were 
arrested  by  a  countenance  whose  expression  gave,  as  it  were, 

a  stab   to   m^    heart.      It  was   the  countenance  of  I'lora. 
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Vexation,  envy,  anger,  lay  in  the  almost  spasmodic  movr, 
ments  which  thrilled  through  and  disfigured  the  beautif"^ 
features, — but  only  for  a  moment.  As  her  eyes  encountere: 
mine,  that  expression  changed  itself  again ;  and  soon  afte/ 
wards  she  laughed  and  joked  with  the  Envoye  St.  Orme 
who  was  seldom  from  her  side,  and  whose  observant  and  coLjl 
glance  had  for  me  something  repulsive. 

As  I  now  wished  to  steal  away  from  the  company,  my 
stepmother  showed  a  determined  resolution  of  accompanying 
me  to  my  chamber ;  but,  on  my  warm  opposition,  allowed 
herself  to  be  persuaded  to  remain  quietly,  and  not  to  let 
Selma — who  was  again  engaged  for  a  dance,  observe  anything. 
When  I  returned  to  my  cliamber,  I  found  it  changed. 

The  disorderly  articles  of  dress  which  were  scattered  about 
had  vanished,  and  order,  taste,  and  kind  attention  had  set  its 
stamp  upon  everything  in  this  large  and  handsome  room. 

"  The  young  lady  herself  has  been  up  here,  and  has  looked 
after  everything,"  said  Karin,  again  replenishing  the  fire, which  had  burned  low. 

"  Thanks,  my  young  sister,"  said  I  in  my  heart. 
I  was  fatigued,  and  soon  slept,  but  had  disturbed  dreams. 

All  the  people  upon  whom,  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  my 
attention  had  been  directed,  I  thought  I  saw  arrange  them- 

selves in  a  quadrille  with  threatening  gestures,  and  ready  to 
pounce  on  one  another.  I  found  myself  among  them,  and 
just  on  the  point  of — skirmishing  with  my  stepmother.  At 
one  time  floated  past  a  sylph-like  being,  with  glimmering 
wings,  smiling  lips,  and  enchanting  zephyr-like  movements, 
and  danced  between  us,  and  wove  us  together  with  invisible 
but  soft  ribbons,  and  this  sylph,  this  other  Taglioni,  was — 
Selma ! 

During  this  apparition,  the  tension  of  mind  relaxed  ; 
the  bitterness  ceased,  the  enemies  made  chaine,  and  I  sank 
into  a  refreshing,  sweet  sleep,  which  let  me  forget  the  whole 
world,  till  the  new  morning  awoke  me. 

And  now,  whilst  all  is  quiet  in  the  house,  and  seems  to 
repose  from  the  dance,  I  will  take  a  somewhat  nearer  view 
of  my  past  and  present  circumstances. 

I  have  passed  through  with  my  stepmother  two  entirely 
different  periods.     The  first  I  will  call 
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•■  THE    PERIOD    OF    MY   IDOLATKY, 

'  At  the  age  of  eleven  I  saw  my  stepmother  for  the  first 
time,  and  was  so  captivated  that  I  adored  her.  This  coii- 
t^inued  till  my  fifteenth  year,  when  I  was  separated  from  her. 
But  bitter  were  my  days  in  this  time  of  my  idolatry,  because 
never  could  a  golden  idol  have  been  more  deaf  and  silent  to 
the  prayers  of  its  worshipper  than  was  my  stepmother  to 
my  love.  Besides  this,  I  was  a  violent  child,  and  in  my 
whole  being  the  opposite  of  the  lovely  and  the  agreeable, 
which  my  stepmother  so  highly  valued,  and  of  whicli  she  un- 

ceasingly spoke  in  quotations  from  the  romances  of  Madame 
de  Geulis.  I  was  compared  with  the  enchantres.ses  in  these 
romances,  and  reprobated  in  proportion.  In  one  word,  my 
stepmother  could  not  endure  me,  and  I  could  not  endure 
— Madame  de  Genlis  and  her  graces,  who  occasioned  me 
80  much  torment.  Ah  !  the  sunburnt,  wild  girl,  grown  up 

on  the  '•'  moors"  of  Finland,  whose  life  had  passed  in  woods 
and  on  heaths,  among  rocks  and  streams,  and  amid  dreams  as 
wild  and  wonderful  as  the  natural  scenery  amongst  which 
she  grew ;  this  girl  was  in  truth  no  being  for  the  saloon,  for 
a  French  Grace.  Transplanted  from  the  fresh  wilderness  of 
her  childhood  into  the  magnificent  capital,  where  huge 
mirrors  on  every  side  reflected  every  movement,  and  seemed 
scornfully  to  mimic  every  free  outbreak  which  was  not 
stamped  by  grace — she  was  afraid,  afraid  of  herself,  afraid  of 
everybody,  and  especially  of  the  goddess  of  the  palace.  The 

governess  and  the  servants  called  me  "  the  Tartar-girl," 
"  the  young  Tartar."  My  stepmother  was  never  severe  to- 

wards me  in  her  behaviour,  but  crushed  me  by  her  depre- 
ciatory compassion,  by  her  cold  repulsion  ;  and  I  soon  could 

not  approach  her  without  burning  cheeks,  and  a  heart  so 
full,  so  swollen — if  I  may  say  so — with  anxious  sighs,  that 
the  tongue  in  vain  sought  for  a  word.  To  find  any  fault  in 
my  stepmother  was  what  I  never  thought  of.  Every,  every 
fault  lay  certainly  in  me  ;  but  ah  !  I  knew  not  how  I  should 
behave  in  order  to  become  difierent,  in  order  to  become 
agreeable  to  her.  I  know  that  at  this  time  more  than  once 
I  besought  Heaven  on  my  knees  never  to  give  me  a  lover,  if 
it,  on  the  contrary,  would  only  give  me  the  love  of  my 
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mother.  But  Heaven,  deaf  to  mj  prayer,  gave  me  a  lover, 
but — not  the  love  of  my  mother;  and  I  must  learn  to  do 
without  it ;  which  was  made  easier  to  me  by  my  being  re- 

moved from  her,  and  transplanted  into  another  sphere  of 
life,  and — where  also  I  suffered,  but  in  another  way. 

Five  years  afterwards  1  came  again  into  my  father's  house, 
and  passed  some  time  there.  This  epoch  in  relation  to  my 
former  idol  may  be  called 

THE    EPOCH    OP    OPPOSITION  ; 

for  it  was  in  many  things  opposed  to  the  former.  I  had, 
after  severe  combat  with  life,  and  with  myself,  moulded  my- 

self to  a  stern  and  truth-loving  being,  who  would  see  reality 
in  everything,  and  who  despised  all  that  appeared  to  be 
gilded  in  life  as  miserable  froth.  French  worldly  morality, 
accomplishment,  and  grace,  were  an  abomination  to  me,  to- 

wards which  I  now  assumed  as  perfectly  a  well-bred  demea- 
nour as  my  stepmother  had  formerly  assumed  towards  my 

world  of  nature.  The  shining  veil  through  which  I  had 
regarded  her  had  now  fallen  off.  I  now  saw  faults  in  her, 
and  saw  them  tlirougli  a  magnifying-glass.  She  pleased  me 
still,  but  I  loved  her  no  longer, 

I  had  fallen  in  love  with  the  spirit  of  Thorild,  had  imbibed 
his  love  of  truth  and  integrity,  but  at  the  same  time  some- 

what also  of  his  less  pleasant  way  of  uttering  them.  And 
now  clashed  together  Madame  de  Grenlis  and  Thorild,  in  the 
least  pleasant  manner,  through  my  stepmother  and  me.  For 
every  quotation  from  Madame  de  Geulis  I  had,  always  in 
warlike  opposition,  a  quotation  ready  from  Thorild,  and  my 
stepmother  answered  in  the  same  spirit.  Nevertheless,  by 
degrees,  the  French  marquese  yielded  to  the  Swedish  philo- 

sopher ;  that  is  to  say,  she  relinquished  the  field  because 
such  a  rude  fellow  struck  about  him.  It  is  to  me  a  strange, 
half-melancholy  remembrance,  that  my  stepmother  at  this 
time  was  really  afraid  of  me,  and  avoided  me,  evidently 
grieved  by  my  unsparing  earnestness.  Several  times  also 
she  endeavoured  to  govern  and  to  overawe  me ;  she  would 
at  times  resume  the  sceptre,  but  in  vain ;  it  was  broken  in 
her  hand :  she  saw  this,  and  yielded  silently  and  somewhat 
dispirited. 
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At  tlie  recollection  of  the  harsh  feeling  I  had  at  limes, 
when  I  remarked  this  reaction  in  the  relationship  between 
us,  1  cannot  help  a  secret  shudder  ;  and  would  exclaim 
warningly  to  all  over-severe  parents,  the  counsel  of  the 

Apostle — "  Parents,  provoke  not  your  children  to  anger  !" 
The  fault  was  this  time,  for  the  most  part,  on  my  side. 

But  I  was  embittered  by  the  remembrance  of  that  which  I 
had  suffered  ;  and  besides  this,  to  say  nothing  of  Thorild,  was 
unclear  in  my  views  of  life,  and  unhappy  in  my  soul ;  and  this 
must  be  some  apology^  for  me.  My  stepmother,  a  joyous, 
and  pleasant,  and  much  esteemed  lady  of  the  world,  was  en- 

tirely accustomed  to  the  sunny  side  of  life,  and  wished  only  to 
see  this.  I  was  more  accustomed  to  the  dark  side,  and  thus 

•we  separated  more  and  more. 
One  bond  of  union  existed  at  this  time  between  us  ;  the 

little  Selma,  a  delicate,  but  interesting  child.  She  seemed,  by 
I  know  not  what  incomprehensible  sympathy,  attracted  to 
me;  which  yet,  according  to  my  Thorildish  love  of  justice, 
did  not  at  all  accord  with  the  reverence  which  was  shown  to 

her  at  home.  But  I  could  not  help  feeling  myself  drawn  to 

her.  She  was  her  father's  darling,  and  his  chiefest  occupa- 
tion. He  was  a  friend  and  pupil  of  tlie  great  Ehrensvard,  of 

the  man  with  the  severe  and  pure  sense  of  beauty,  and  he 
wished  to  form  out  of  his  daughter  a  being  as  liarmonious  and 
lovely  as  the  ideal  which  he  bore  in  himself:  and  not  the 
eleven  thousand  heroines  of  modern  scenes  and  novels,  but  the 
antique  Antigone,  so  beautiful  as  woman,  whilst  she  was  so 
masculinely  noble,  was  the  prototype  upon  which  he  early  di- 

rected the  eye  and  heart  of  his  daughter.  Thus  created  he  in 
her  a  new  Antigone,  and  enjoyed  through  her  a  life  which 
very  weak  health  had  rendered  somewhat  joyless.  My  step- 

mother was  about  this  time  very  much  occupied  by  her 
daughter  Virginia,  who  by  her  beauty  and  her  character 
might  well  flatter  the  pride  of  a  mother.  Admiration  of  her, 
and  tenderness  towards  Selma,  led  us  sometimes  to  an  ac- 

cordance of  feeling. 
AVe  were  again  separated  ;  and  now  that  after  ten  years 

we  are  again  come  into  contact,  I  am  not  without  some  un- 
easiness on  account  of  our  living  together.  Will  it  bring  about 

a  union,  or — a  deeper  separation  ?     One  of  the  two,  that  ia 
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quite  certain  ;  because  my  stepmother,  j  ust  as  little  as  myself, 
Has  stood  still  during  her  decennium.  We  both  have  lived  to 
see  sorrow.     My  stepmother  has  lost  her  husband  and  her 
beloved  eldest  daughter,  and  I,  I  have   yet,  nevertheless, 
that  is  now  over,  and  I   am  free. 

That  I  am  now  better  than  when  we  last  met,  I  will  ven- 
ture to  hope.  The  philosophy  which  then  made  me  so  proud 

and  so  disputatious,  has  since  then  made  me  peaceable ; 
THOUGHT  has  laid  its  quiet  and  regulating  hand  upon  my 
brow  ;  and  life  has  cleared  itself  up,  and  the  heart  has  calmed 
itself  Books  have  become  my  dearest  companions  ;  and  ob- 

servation, a  friend  which  has  accompanied  me  through  life, 
and  has  led  me  to  extract  honey  from  all  plants  of  life,  even 
the  bitter  ones  also.  Thorild  is  still  for  me,  as  ever,  a  star  of 
t;he  first  magnitude ;  but  I  no  longer  follow  him  blindly,  and 
I  have  also  become  possessed  of  eyes  for  the  constellation  of 
Madame  de  Genlis.  In  one  thing  will  I  always  truly  follow 
him — namely,  in  his  doctrine,  unceasingly  to  study  and  in- 

quire after  the  good  in  all  things. 
On.  the  shore  where  I  was  bom,  on  the  alder-fringed 

streams  of  Kautua,  I  often  went,  as  a  child,  pearl-fishing, 
when  the  heat  of  the  sun  had  abated  the  rigour  of  the  water. 
I  fancy  still  that  the  clear,  cool  waves  wash  my  feet ;  I  fancy 
still  that  I  see  the  pearl  muscles  which  the  waterfall  had 
thrown  together  in  heaps  in  the  sand  of  the  little  green 
islands.     Whole  heaps  of  these  muscles  I  collected  together 
on  the  shore,  and  if  I  found  one  pearl  among  them   what 
joy !  Often  they  were  imperfect,  half- formed,  or  injured ; 
stiU  sometimes  I  found  right  beautiful  ones  among  them. 
Now  will  I  again  go  out  to  fish  for  pearls,  but  in   the 
stream  of  life. 

The  2nd  of  November. 

I  was  yesterday  morning  interrupted  by  the  messenger 
who  called  me  to  breakfast,  and  the  messenger  was  my  young 

sister,  whose  silvery  clear  voice  asked  at  my  door,  "  May  I 
come  in  ?"  Tes,  to  be  sure  you  may  !  besides,  sylphs  are  not 
easily  bolted  out,  and  one  opens  willingly  the  door  and  heart 
when  a  being  like  Selma  desires  to  enter,  and  Avith  a  benevo- 

lence and  joy  beaming  from  the  diamond-bright  eyes  benda 
before  us,  and  shows   us  tokens  of  friendslip  and  kindly 
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inclination.  She  was  so  cliarining,  my  young  sister,  in  the 
flower  of  youth  and  life ;  in  her  simple,  well-chosen,  tasteful 
dress ;  and,  above  all,  in  her  captivating  manner,  that  I 
seemed  to  see  in  her  the  personification  of  the  muse  of 
Franzen,  whose  name  she  bears. 

"  God  guard  thee,  thou  lovely  being  !"  thought  I,  silently, 
as  I  observed  her ;  and  something  like  a  painful  foreboding 
brought  tears  into  my  eyes. 

Not  without  a  beating  of  the  heart  did  I  follow  her  down 
stairs,  ana  prepare  myself  to  see  ray  stepmother  and  my 
home  by  daylight. 

But  my  feeling  of  anxiety  vanished  as  I  entered  the  inner 
drawing-room,  and  my  stepmother  met  me  with  looks  and 
words  which  seemed  the  expression  of  cordial  good-will. 
Bevond  this,  everything  in  the  room  was  comfortable — atmo- 

sphere, furniture,  to  the  inviting  cofiee  service  glittering  with 
cilver  and  fine  china. 

"  This  is  good  indeed  !"  thought  I. 
Nothing  here  gave  me  greater  pleasure  than  the  sight  of 

the  collection  of  good  oil-paintings  which  decorated  the  walls 
of  the  two  drawing-rooms.  At  the  very  moment  when  I  was 
about  to  express  my  feelings  on  this  subject.  Flora  entered. 

I  scarcely  recognised  again  the  queen  of  the  last  night's  ball. 
The  delicate  complexion  appeared  coarse  by  dayliglit ;  the  eye 
was  dim  ;  the  dress  negligent ;  and  the  beautiful  countenance 
disfigured  by  an  evident  expression  of  ill  temper.  Selma, 
however,  gains  by  being  seen  in  daylight ;  her  complexion  is 
delicate  and  fair ;  and  her  eyes  have  the  most  beautiful  light, 
and  the  clearest  glance,  that  I  have  ever  seen  in  a  human  eye. 

AVe  seated  ourselves  to  breakfast.  We  spoke  of  last 

evening's  ball.  My  stepmother  made  on  the  occasion  a  little 
speech  from  tlie  throne,  which  I  had  heard  already  in  former 
times,  but  which  had  always  somewhat  embarrassed  me.  I 
was  silent  tlie  wliile  ;  but  it  excited  in  me  a  secret  opposi- 

tion, which  I  fancy  my  stepmother  suspected ;  I  know  not 
otlierwise  why  her  glances  were  so  often  inquiringly  directed 

towards  me.  Selma's  merry  remarks  interrupted  the  speech, 
and  made  us  all  laugh.  Flora  became  again  animated,  and 
was  witty  and  satirical.  I  put  in  my  word  also,  and  our 
gracious  lady-mother  appeared  highly  delighted.  We  brought 

into  review  various  good  ac(juaintance  in  last  evening's  ball ; 
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various  toilets  were  criticised.  In  the  mean  time,  Selma 
gazed  roguishly  at  my  collar,  and  pronounced  it  somewhat 

"  rococo."  My  stepmother  looked  at  my  dress,  and  pro- 
nounced this  also  somewhat  "  rococo."  With  that  I  started 

tlie  idea,  that  my  person  itself  might  be  somewhat  "rococo," 
which  was  negatived  with  the  greatest  and  the  most  courteous 
zeal. 

My  stepmother  said  I  was  exactly  at  the  handsome, 

"modem  age,"  for  a  charming  woman;  in  one  word,  "/a 
femme  la  trente  ans,  lafetnme  de  Balzac  ;'"  and  added  various things  half  unexpressed,  but  yet  perfectly  intelligible  ;  as  that 
I  had  grown  handsomer,  in  my  complexion,  in  my  eyes,  in  my 
hands  ;  and  all  this,  to  me,  poor  daughter  of  Eve,  was  a  great 
happiness  to  hear. 

Selma  was  resolute  about  taking  my  toilet  in  hand  herself, 

in  order  to  make  "  this  also"  modern!  I  promised  to  submit 
myself  to  her  tyranny. 

After  breakfast,  my  stepmother  and  I  continued  the  con- 
versation tete-a-tete;  and  I  remarked  during  this  that  her 

countenance  had  considerably  altered,  and  I  saw  a  something 
uneasy  and  excited  in  her  looks,  which  I  had  not  observed 
before.  Yet  her  features  had  not  lost  their  noble  beauty. 
.Whilst  we  talked,  Selma  watered  her  flowers,  and  sang  the 
while  charmingly.  The  eyes  of  my  stepmother  turned  often 
towards  her,  as  if  towards  their  light. 

Moraw^as  in  a  changeful  humour.  Now  she  opened  a  book, 
and  now  threw  it  from  her ;  now  she  seated  herself  at  the 
piano,  and  played  something  with  great  skill,  but  left  off  in 
the  middle  of  the  piece  ;  now  arranged  her  curls,  and  looked 
at  herself  in  the  mirror ;  at  length  she  seated  herself  at  the 
window ;  and  made  observations  on  the  passers  by.  I  called 

her  secretly  "Miss  Caprice." 
Thus  stood  affairs  in  our  drawing-room,  when,  in  a  pause 

of  the  conversation,  we  heard  a  faint  hissing  whistling,  and 
slow  steps  approaching  the  room  where  we  sate. 
My  stepmother  cast  an  uneasy  glance  towards  the  door. 

Selma's  song  ceased.  Flora  looked  quietly  from  the  window, 
and  upon — St.  Orme,  who  entered  the  room.  He  and  I 
were  now  formally  introduced  to  each  other.  The  repulsive 
impression  which  he  had  made  xipon  me  was  not  diminished 
by  the  shake  of  his  hand.     I  receive  an  especial  impressioa 

0 
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of"  a  person  ty  the  manner  of  taking  the  hand,  and  cannot 
avoid  drawing  deductions  therefrom — more,  however,  by 
instinct  than  by  reason,  since  my  reason  refuses  to  be  led 

by  outward  impressions,  ■which  may  be  merely  accidental ; but  I  cannot  alter  it :  a  cordial  warm  shake  of  the  hand  takes 

— my  heart;  a  feeble  or  imperfect,  or  cold,  one  repels  it. 
There  are  people  who  press  the  hand  so  that  it  is  painful 
for  a  good  while  afterwards ;  there  are  also  those  who  come 
with  two  fingers  ;  from  these  defend  us  !  .  .  . 

But  again  to  the  Envoye  whose  hand-shake,  weak  and  sharp, 
although  the  hand  was  soft,  did  not  please  me.  He  went  from 
me  to  Flora,  whose  hand  he  kissed  ;  he  wished  then  to  put 

his  arm  confidentially  round  Selma's  waist,  but  she  escaped 
from  him,  and  called  to  me  to  come  and  make  acquaintance 
V  ith  her  flower-bulbs,  which  she  merrily  introduced  to  me 

under  the  names  of  "King  Hiskia,"  "  Lord  Wellington," 
"  Grrand  Yainqueur,"  "I'Ami  du  Coeur,"  "Diana,"  "Galatsea," 
and  so  on : — flower-genii  hidden  in  the  bulbs,  which  we  re- 

joiced to  see  unfolding  in  the  winter  sun. 

We  were  here  interrupted  by  Flora's  brother,  Felix 
Delphin,  who  gave  to  Selma  a  half-blown  monthly  rose.  Sh* 
took  it  blushing.  Aha,  my  young  sister!  But  I  know  not 
whether  I  shall  bestow  thee  on  the  young  Delphin.  His  re- 
mai'kably  handsome  and  good  face  has  a  certain  unpleasant 
expression  which  tells  of  an  irregular  life. 

The  Envoye  said  something  in  a  low  voice  softly  to  my 
stepmother  wliich  made  her  change  colour,  and  with  an  un- 

easy look,  rise  up  and  go  with  him  into  her  room. 

I  left  the  young  merr}'-  trio  employed  in  propositions  and 
schemes  for  the  pleasiu-es  of  the  day  and  of  the  week,  and 
went  up  into  my  own  room.  It  had  a  glorious  prospect — my 

room,  and  aff"orded  me  an  opportunity  of  observing,  in  a  free 
and  extended  heaven,  the  play  of  light  and  shadow  of  clouds, 
and  of  azure  blue,  which  gives  so  much  life  and  animation  tc 
the  firmament  above  our  heads. 

We  live  upon  Blasieholm,  exactly  upon  the  limits  of 

the  fields  planted  with  trees,  where  "the  Delagarde  Palace, with  its  towers,  stood  aloft  for  centuries,  and  was  bumt^ 
down  in  one  night.  I  look  out  from  my  window,  and 
see  and  hear  the  roaring  of  the  broad  stream  which  sepa-j 
rates  the  city  from  Norrmalm,  and  on  whose  shores  havel 
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been  fought  so  many  bloody  battles  ;  on  the  haven,  the  bridge 
of  boats,  the  royal  castle,  with  the  Lion  Hill;  the  river 
promenade,  further  on,  beneath  the  north-bridge ;  and  on 
the  other  side  of  the  island  of  the  Holy  Grhost,  the  blue  water 
of  the  Malar,  and  the  southern  mountains.  Trom  among 
tlie  masses  of  houses  upon  the  different  islands,  raise  tliem- 
selves  the  bold  spires  of  the  church-towers.  To  the  left  I 
have  that  of  St.  Catharine ;  to  the  right,  that  of  St.  James  ; 
and  further  off,  the  royal  gardens,  with  their  rich  alleys, 
and   1  should  never  come  to  an  end,  were  I  to  name 
all  that  I  have  and  govern — from  my  window.  And  in  my 
chamber,  1  have  my  pencils,  my  books,  and   myself. 

The  5th. 

I  have  looked  about  me  in  the  family,  at  least  as  far  as 
regards  the  outside  of  people.  Because  rightly  to  decide  be- 

tween minds,  and  to  pass  through  the  outward  into  the  actual 
being,  requires  more  time.  My  silent  question  addressed  to 

every  one  for  this  purpose  is,  "  What  wilt  thou,  what  seekest 
thou  in  life  ?"  According  to  this  rule,  I  botanise  among 
human  souls,  and  classify  them. 

"  You  must  see  Mora's  paintings !  Ton  must  hear  Flora 
sing !  Tou  must  see  and  hear  Flora  play  in  comedy  !  Flora 
must  show  you  her  poetical  and  prose  descriptions  and 

portraits!  they  are  so  witty,  so  droll!"  Thus  I  have  often 
heard  Selma  say  for  some  days  ;  and  she  did  not  rest  till  1  had 
Been  and  admired  all — and  I  have  admired  them  with  great 

pleasure,  for  Flora's  turn  for  the  arts  is  in  many  ways  dis- 
tinguished. But  greater  still,  I  fear,  is  her  self-love,  or  what 

do  expressions  like  the  following  denote  : 

"  I  am  not  like  common  people ;  if  I  were  like  others,  so 
and  so,  but  I  am  really  quite  peculiar  and  remarkable,  I  can- 

not lower  myself  to  the  point  of  sight  of  these  every-day 
figures,"  and  more  of  the  kind. 

So  seems  with  Flora  the  chief  person  to  be  an  I,  with 
Selma  a  thou.     Yet  I  will  not  too  hastily  judge  Flora. 

Selma  furnished  me  with  a  most  agreeable  morning  yes- 
terday, by  allowing  me  to  make  acquaintance  with  several 

masterpieces  in  her  beautiful  collection  of  pictures.  They 
were  presents  to  her  from  her  father,  who  collected  them 
himself  during  his   residence   in   Italy.     By  the  accurate 

c2 



20  A  DI4.RT. 

knowledge  of  the  spirit  of  tlie  various  colouring,  by  the  pure 
aud  severe  sense  of  beauty,  one  recognised  the  scholar  of 
Ehrensvard.  In  the  mean  time,  the  conversation  turned  ou 

iSelraa's  ow-n  residence  in  Rome.  After  Virginia's  death  she 
acconipanied  her  parents  thither,  who  in  this  journey  sought 
for  the  dissipation  of  their  sorrow  and  an  occasion  of  more 
highly  accomplishing  their  beloved  daughter.  Here  had 
Selma  awoke  to  a  consciousness  of  the  beaiity  of  life,  and 
also  to  that  of  its  pain,  for  here  she  had  lost  her  adored 
father.  Lennartson  was  then  in  Eome,  had  partaken  with 
her  happier  days,  and  became  in  grief  her  support  and  con- 

solation. With  filial  and  brotherly  tenderness  he  attached 
^limself  to  the  two  mourning  ladies,  and  conducted  them, 
iinder  his  own  faithful  care,  back  to  their  native  la7id. 
Selma  spoke  with  deep  emotion  of  all  that  which  he  had  been 
to  them. 

Towards  evening  came  St.  Orme  and  the  young  Delphin. 
St.  Orme  made  Flora  a  present  of  a  beautiful  bracelet,  over 
which  she  exhibited  great  delight,  and  allowed  St.  Orme 
liiinself  to  clasp  it  on  her  arm.  After  this,  he  held  it  forth 
and  kissed  it,  and  Flora — permitted  it.  Selma  saw  this  with 
a  disturbed  look,  and  blushed. 

AYe  divided  ourselves  this  evening  into  three  parties. 
Felix  and  Selma  threw  the  feather-ball,  and  acted  a  comedy 
in  the  farthest  drawing-room,  and  tlierr  jokes  and  her  silver- 
ringing  laughter  came  thence  to  us  ;  Flora  allowed  the 
firework  of  her  wit  to  blaze  before  the  Envoye,  who  animated 
it  by  his  satire,  whilst  he  evidently  ruled  her  and  guided  the 
conversation,  which  amused  me,  although  I  did  not  under- 

stand the  frequent  secret  hints  in  it,  and  the  vexation  which 
these  seemed  sometimes  to  excite  in  Flora. 

My  stepmother  permitted  her  lights  to  shine  before  me, 
and  instructed  me  on  the  positions  of  the  relationship  in  the 
state.  I  allowed  myself  to  be  edified,  lent  my  two  ears  to- 

wards three  sides,  and  made  now  and  then  one  and  another 

wise  remark  on  my  stepmotlier's  views,  as  I  witli  Sibylline 
solemnity  laid  my  cards  in  order  to  read  the  book  of  fate. 
For  I  should  be  no  worthy  daughter  of  the  home  of  the 
magic  arts,  Finland,  if  I  had  not  been  somewhat  skilled  in 
the  prophetic  lore  of  coffee  and  cards.  True  it  is  that  I 
never  was  an  altogether  worthy  scholar  of  the  celebrated 
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sootVisayeress,  Liberia,  who  had  taught  me  her  art ;  and  I 
have  never  yet  laid  the  cards  with  her  devotion  and  her 
spirit,  but — —short  and  good,  it  amused  me  to  see  the  pLiy 
of  fate  in  the  cards,  and  I  have  often  amused  myself  and 
others  by  it,  and  I  did  so  also  at  this  time. 
When  the  evening  was  ended,  the  company  separated, 

and  Flora  and  I  went  through  the  little  corridor  towards  our 
sleeping-rooms,  which  were  separated  by  it ;  Flora  remained 
standing,  and  said,  as  she  suddenly  turned  herself  towards 
me  : 

"  Tou  think  certainly  that  I  am  in  love  with  St.  Orine." 
"  Hm  !"  answered  I,  "  I  think  it  looks  rather  like  it." 
(For  Flora  this  evening  had  really  coquetted  with  St. 

Orme.) 

"  And  know  you  not,  wise  Sibyl,  that  appearance  often 
deceives  ?  And  so  it  does  now.  One  must  often  appear  that 
which  one  is  not,  to  obtain  that  which  one  wishes.  Craft 
and  cunning  were  given  to  woman,  to  govern  those  who 

would  rule  her.     They  are  her  rightful  weapons." 
"  So  people  often  say,"  I  replied,  "but  I  have  not  found 

it  so.  I  have  found  the  force  of  truth  and  of  earnestness — 

if  they  be  used  with  prudence  and  love — alone  right  power- 
ful, and  that  in  men  as  in  women." 

"  Truth  and  earnestness  !"  said  Flora,  scornfully,  "  show 

me  where  they  can  he  found.  "VVe  altogether  cheat  one  an- other every  day  through  life,  however  sanctified  our  conduct 
may  be.  How,  for  example,  is  it  with  us  two  ?  Have  we 
not  for  several  days  played  off  the  most  courteous  cousins  to 
each  other,  and  yet  I  believe  that  at  the  bottom  we  think 

very  little  of  one  another.     A¥hat  is  your  opinion  ?" 
"  I  think  with  you,"  said  I,  animated  by  this  candour. 
"  Well,  then,"  continued  Flora,  "  were  it  not  quite  as 

well  that  we  openly  assumed  our  position  of  hating  one  an- 

other?" 
"  WTiy  not?"  said  I,  as  before;  "that  would  be  perhaps 

an  entirely  new  way  to  love." 
"  Novelty  pleases  me,"  said  Flora,  laughing'  too  ;  "  thu^ 

then,  from  this  day  we  are  open  enemies,  and  mutually 

cherish  a  little  hatred.     Is  it  not  so.  Miss  Philosophia  ?" 
"  Agreed,  Miss  Caprice  !" 
We  shook  each  other's  hand  laughing,  and  parted  better friends  than  we  bad  been  before. 
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Xotwithstanding  Flora's  words,  I  made  up  this  evening, 
according  to  my  unlooked-for  conjectures,  two  matches,  and 
united  Flora  and  St.  Orme,  Selma  and  Felix.  There  was 
yet  my  stepmother  and  myself  to  provide  for.  Good,  now  ! 

AVe  will  become  the  comfort  of  each  other's  age,  and  \\ill 
govern  the  state  together.  Thorild  and  Madame  de  Genlis 
can  help  us. 

The  6th. 

My  unlooked-for  conjectures  are  rendered  vain ;  and  by 
whom  ?     By  the  Baron. 

At  breakfiist.  Flora  and  I  declared  in  a  lively  way  our 
agreement  of  the  foregoing  evening.  My  stepmother  took 
ihe  affair  jestingly,  as  it  appeared,  and  laughed  at  our 

"  hatred-contract."  Selma  looked  on  the  affair,  not  as  a 
merry  one,  but  regarded  us  with  grave  and  almost  sorrowful 
eyes.  I  endeavoured  to  satisfy  her  by  representing  that  I 
would  prove  our  hatred  to  be  a  new  way  to  friendship.  She 
became  again  gay,  and  singing 

A  little  strift  and  brawl 
Injures  not  at  all, 

left  us,  in  order  to  look  after  domestic  concerns.    Soon  after 
this  came  Baron  Lennartson. 

After  some  time  of  general  conversation,  he  led  Flora 
aside,  and  talked  for  a  long  time  to  her  in  a  low  voice.  He 
seemed  to  beseech  from  her  something  earnestly,  and  during 
this  seized,  more  than  once,  her  hand.  And  Flora  appeared 
not  at  all  to  oppose.  I  looked  at  my  stepmother,  and  my 
stepmother  looked  at  me. 

"  There  seems  to  be  quite  a  friendly  understanding  be-  f 

tween  guardian  and  ward,"  said  I.  j 
"  Yes,"    replied   my   stepmother,    "  they   are   something  j 

more  to  each  other  than  that."  j 

"  How  !  are  they  betrothed  ?"  < 
"  Yes  !  but  it  is  not  declared,  and  it  will  not  yet  be  gene- 

rally spoken  of." 
"  Flora,"  continued  I,  "  will  next  spring  be  of  age,  and 

will  then  have  control  over  a  considerable  property." 
"Merely  over  the  income  of  it,"  said  my  stepmotlier ; 

"over  tlie  cnpital,  her  future  husband  alone  will  have  control, 
according  to  tlie  will  of  tlie  uncle  whom  Flora  and  her  brother 
have  to  thank  for  tlieir  property.    He  was  a  crabbed  old  man, 

J 
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and  Lad  no  confidence  in  ladies'  management  of  business. 
He  ordered  also  that  Flora  should  not  marry  before  her  five- 
and-twentieth  year — which  she  completes  in  the  spring — 
under  the  disadvantage  of  losing  a  considerable  part  of  her 

property." Selma  entered.  Lennartson  ended  his  discourse  "with 
Flora,  and  left,  after  he  had  kissed  her  hand,  and  had  said 
slowly  and  emphatically, 

"  Remember !" 

"  That  was  indeed  a  very  warm  conversation,"  said  my 
stepmother  somewhat  inquiringly  to  Flora,  as  she,  after  a 
glance  at  the  mirror,  approached  us  with  beaming  eyes. 

"  Yes,"  said  Flora,  "he  is  as  kind  as  he  is  excellent;  one 
must  do  everything  that  he  wills." 

I  sighed  aloud. 

"  Now,  why  does  Sophia  sigh  so  ?"  inquired  Flora. 
"  Because  I  conjecture  that  you  will  be  right  happy  soon 

with  Lennartson,  and  receive  his  hand.  I  must  indeed 

nourish  my  hatred." 
"  Oh  !"  said  Flora,  laughing,  "  do  not  mourn  yet.  It  will 

not  be  so  well  wath  me,"  added  she,  half  melancholy.  "  The 
talk  is  now  less  about  me  than  about  Felix.  My  guardian 
wishes  that  I  should  be  for  him  a  prototype,  and  an  example, 
and  a  guide — but  my  influence  upon  my  dear  brother  is  not 
much  to  be  boasted  of;  and  I  well  know  wl^  better  than  I, 
could  work  upon  him,  and  could  cliange  my  dear  Felix  into 

a  true  bird,  '  a  phoenix,'  if  she  would. — What  do  vou  think, 
Selma  V" 

Selma  turned  away,  and  said,  half  to  herself — "  Do  not  let 
us  talk  of  it." 

"  Well,  then,  let  us  talk  of  my  masquerade  costume," 
replied  Flora  with  liveliness ;  "  come  and  help  me  to  choose 
the  colours  ;  you  have  such  good  taste."  She  took  Selina  by 
the  arm,  and  the  two  yoimg  cousins  chasseed,  singing,  out  of 
the  room. 

Somewhat  later,  when  I  went  into  Flora's  room  with  a 
message  to  Selma,  I  found  them  in  eager  discourse,  amid 
gold  and  silver  gauze. 

"  But,  Flora,  that  is  too  dear!"  said  Selma. 
"  But  it  is  so  divinely  beautiful !"  said  Flora. 
**  Yes,  it  iv.ay  be  beautiful — but  the  difference  in  the  cos. 
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is  80  coTisiderable !  Tou  have  indeed  promised  Leunartson 

himself  to  be  an  example  to  Felix." 
"  Tes,  yes,  in  general,  but  not  in  all  trifles.  In  them  I 

■will  follow  my  own  head.  So  look,  Selina,  dear,  and  do  not 
assume  airs  of  wisdom  ;  they  do  not  become  you — be  a  little 
livelier.  Let  us  come  to  my  turban. — Ah,  aunt!  That 

was  divine  !  Mj  aunt  shall  say   "  and  Flora  turned  her- 
self warmly  to  my  stepmother,  who  just  then  came  in,  and 

now  without  hesitation  entered  into  Flora's  plans  respect- 
ing the  expensive  costume  which  should  change  her  into  a 

Circassian. 

After  this  she  said  to  me,  whilst  she  embraced  Selma, 

"  AVhat  think  you  of  this  child  here,  Sophia,  who  will  sit  at 
home  by  her  old  mother,  instead  of  going  to  the  masquerade 

at  W.'s?" 
"  I  love  her  on  that  account,"  said  I. 
"  How  should  Miss  Philosophia  do  otherwise,  under  such 

philosophical  circumstances  ?"  said  Flora,  somewhat  piqued. 
"  But  if  I,"  continued  my  stepmother,  her  eyes  sparkling 

with  delight,  "  take  upon  myself  all  cost  of  the  dress, 
and   " 

"  That  mamma  must  not  do,  if  mamma  loves  me,"  ex- 
claimed Selma.  "  It  is  really  true,  that  I  have  no  desire  for 

this  ball,  and  still  less  to  ruin  myself  for  it.     My  mother, 
beside,  would  merely  go  there  on  my  account,  and   one 
thing  with  another,  I  am  convinced  that  I  shall  be  far  more 

pleased  if  I  remain  at  home  this  evening." 
"  Now,  you  wish  to  win  Lennartson's  heart,"  said  Flora, 

bitterly, 

"  Flora !"  cried  Sebna,  with  a  look  of  astonishment  and 
wounded  innocence.     Her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"  Pardon!"  besought  Flora,  and  kissed  her  burning  cheek. 
"  I  did  not  mean  what  I  said.  That  which  I  really  mean  is, 
you  deserve  him  far  more  than  I  do." 

We  now,  every  one  of  us,  got  very  deep  into  dresses  and 
costumes. 

The  9th. 

Selma  has  altered  my  wardrobe,  and  has  tyrannised  me  to 
become  modern.     And  I  have  let  myself  be  tyrannised  over, 
because  I  see  that  it  gives  her  and  my  atepraother  so  much 
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pleasure.  And  my  stepmother!  she  has  embarrassed  me 
with  her  beautiful  presents.  But  she  had  such  evident 
pleasure  in  giving,  that  I  could  not  do  otherwise  than  receive 
with  gratitude. 

To-day,  in  childish  pleasure  over  my  mid-day  toilet,  Selma 
exclaimed, 

"  Ah  !  I  would  that  Balzac  saw  you.  He  would  directly 
put  you  in  a  novel,  and  let  you  awaken  at  least  three  deadly 

passions." 
"  That  may  be,"  said  I,  "  a  strong  proof  of  the  power  of 

poetical  fancy,  since,  in  reality,  I  should  not  indeed  awaken 

one  passion." 
"  Um,  um,  um !"  said  my  stepmother,  with  a  courteously- 

designed  diplomatic  mien. 

"  Neither  do  I  wish  it  any  more,"  continued  I. 
"The  times  of  folly  are  gone  for  ever. 
The  days  of  wisdom  are  at  hand." 

"  A  wisdom,"  said  Flora,  "  which,  perhaps,  smacks  a  little 
of  the  wisdom  of  the  fox  under  the  grapes.  I,  for  my  part, 
never  believe  that  a  lady  does  not  wish  to  please  and  to  win 
hearts,  and  incense  and  sacrifice,  be  she  called  Cleopatra,  or 

Ninon,  or  St.  Philosophia." 
"  St.  Philosophia  may  sometimes  teach  you  otherwise," 

answered  I,  seriously ;  and  my  stepmother,  who  at  times 
seems  somewliat  afraid  that  the  hatred  between  Flora  and 

me  may  become  earnest,  hastened  to  turn  the  conversation 
by  dinner,  during  which  the  merry  jokes  of  Selma  put  all  in 
good  humour.  Flora  and  1  said  many  amusing  things  about 

our  "  hatred-contract,"  and  added  many  clauses  and  para- 
graphs. My  stepmother  scattered  over  them  laughter  and 

joke.  From  what  I  see,  I  suspect  that  we  are  a  set  of  clever 

people  here  together,  and  can  make  merr}''  with  one  another. 
The  12th. 

Our  every-day  life  begins  to  assume  more  and  more  shape 
before  my  eyes.  A  deal  of  dissipation  reigns  here,  and  I  am 
glad  that  I  am  withdrawn  from  it  to  my  own  solitary 
chamber.  The  two  yoimg  girls  sport  away  their  lives,  but 
with  very  dissimilar  grace. 

Flora  is  perpetually  changing,  and  is  for  the  most  part 
bad  tempered.      The  least   adverse  occurrence  brings   on 
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a  storm.  Selma,  on  the  contrary,  has  a  golden  temper  ;  her 

■whole  being  is  harmony,  and  one  sees  this  in  her  light  grace- 
ful gait ;  one  hears  it  lu  the  joyous  song  which  announces 

her  approach  or  her  presence,  here  and  there  in  the  house ; 
whilst  she  now  occupies  herself  in  the  domestic  concerns,  now 
keeps  a  sort  of  dancing  attendance  on  her  mother,  now  takes 

part  in  all  Flora's  revolutions,  or  now  cares  for  the  strangers 
who  daily  visit  the  house.  The  domestics  obey  her  with  joy, 
because  she  always  speaks  kindly  to  them,  and  her  arrange- 

ments evince  a  good  and  wise  understanding.  The  Phi- 
losopher himself  glows  at  the  sight  of  her.  In  one  word,  she 

is  the  life  and  sunshine  of  the  house.  The  only  thing  that 
disturbs  me  in  her  is  an  often-recurring  satirical  humour, 
which  at  times — shall  I  say  it — degenerates  into  malice  r  The 
word  is  severe,  but  I  think  that  it  is  true.  But  with  such 
gay  animal  spirits  as  Selma  and  Flora  have  for  their  daily 
companions,  it  is  not  easy  to  maintain  here  also  the  right  tact 
and  the  right  harmony.  And  then  the  pleasure  which  my  step- 

mother has  in  everything  that  awakens  life  and  spices  it,  and 
her  affection  for  the  young  girls,  makes  her  often  not  observe 
that  they  scatter  about  cayenne  pepper  instead  of  harmless  salt. 

Between  me  and  my  stepmother  much  politeness  prevails, 
although  no  confidence.  I  fancy  that  we  are  rather  afraid  of 
each  other.  AVe  have  commonlv  an  hour's  tete-a-tete  each 
day,  in  which  we  together  care  for  the  afiairs  of  the  state, 

and  make  our  "  reflexions  chretiennes  et  morales,''  on  the  course 
of  time  and  things.  In  these,  and  in  all  our  politenesses,  ] 
remark  that  we  secretly  strive  to  enlighten  and  to  convert 
one  another,  and  also  to  startle  one  another  with  our  pro- 

found remarks  and  views.  Thus  it  happens,  that  while  we 
are  trying  to  set  together  the  state-machine,  it  sometimes, 
between  us  two,  is  near  going  to  pieces.  For,  although 
we  both  of  us  maintain  that  we  stand  in  the  most  exact 

^'  juste  milieu"  of  heavenly  right,  stiU  my  stepmother  leans 
considerably  to  the  aristocratic  side  of  the  state,  just  as  I 
towards  the  democratic.  My  stepmother,  who  in  her  former 
importance  as  wife  of  the  District  Governor  exercised  no 
inconsiderable  influence  upon  the  afiairs  of  tlie  goverimient, 
conceives  herself  to  have  not  only  all  the  knowledge  of  expe- 

rience, but  also  the  skill  of  a  ruler.  I,  on  the  contrary,  con- 
ceive that  from  my  philosophical  point  of  vision,  see  every- 
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tiling,  and  understand  rather  better ;  and  all  this  occasions  at 
times  a  little  strife  between  us,  which,  however,  never  becomes 
violent.  Because  when  my  stepmother  raises  her  voice  with 

a  "  Believe  me,  my  friend," — 1  am  silent,  and  amuse  myself  by 
assuming  a  disbelieving  air ;  and  although  1  also  put  myself 
in  opposition,  I  still  let  my  stepmother  always  have  the  last 

word  or  tone,  namely,  the  diplomatic,  "  Um,  um,  um !" 
In  the  evening  the  family,  however,  is  mostly  at  home  (they 

say  that  in  tlie  New-Tear  this  will  be  different)  ;  and  Pelix 
Delphin,  St.  Orme,  and  Lennartson,  often  join  it.  I  see 
plainly  that  the  Baron  has  directed  an  inquiring  glance  upon 
Flora  and  St.  Orme.  It  seems  to  me  often  that  his  eyes  turn 
from  the  brilliant  effect-seeking  Flora  to  Selma,  and  rest 
upon  her  with  a  certain  tender  observation  ;  and  she — why  are 
her  eyes  in  his  presence  so  continually  shaded  by  the  long  dark 
eyelashes  ?  Why  hears  one  nothing  of  those  gay  sallies,  of 
those  sagacious  and  fine  observations,  which  otherwise  are  pe- 

culiar to  her  ?  Yet  Flora  would  of  a  truth  not  endure  it.  I 

have  seen  this  in  one  and  another  pointed  jealous  glance  which 
has  flashed  from  her  eyes.  But  I  also  have  received  mv  share 
in  this  glance  when  Lennartson  has  given  me  any  considerable 
portion  of  his  attention,  which,  I  say  it  with  pleasure,  not 
seldom  happens. 

The  Baron — no !  No  description  of  him.  Bulwer,  who 
has  thrown  so  many  deep  glances  into  the  nobler  class  of  the 
female  mind,  observes  with  justice,  how  indifferent  to  them  is 
the  beauty  or  plainness  of  a  man.  It  is  the  impression  of  the 
character  in  demeanour,  gestures,  and  words,  which  fetter  or 

repel.  Thus,  not  a  word  about  the  Baron's  height,  size,  hair, 
teeth,  and  so  on.  Neither  should  I  have  much  to  say  on  the 
subject ;  but  I  know  this,  that  the  impression  of  his  personal 
appearance  is  such  that  one  does  not  forget  it,  and  never  can. 
One  feels,  as  it  were,  exalted  by  it,  and  his  glance — yes,  of  that 
I  must  say  one  word. 

There  are  eyes,  in  which  one  looks  as  it  were  into  a 
brightened  world — so  must  the  eyes  of  Schelling  be,  and 
therefore  I  wish,  for  once,  to  be  able  to  look  into  them  ; — 
there  is  also  a  glance  which  I  call  especially  the  glance  of  the 

statesmen.  Some  one  has  said,  "  Philosophers  see  more 
light  than  shapes ;"  and  I  say,  "  Most  others  see  more 
shapes  than  light ;"  but  the  true  statesman  sees  at  the  same 
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time  the  shapes  of  life,  aud  sees  thein  in  tlie  true  light  ol 
life.  His  glance  is  at  the  same  time  bright  aud  distinct. 

Such  is  Lenuartsou's  glance,  aud  one  soon  sees  that  sim  and 
lightning  can  speak  from  it. 

I  am  glad  to  have  seen  aud  known  this  man. 
St.  Orme  presents  beside  him  a  decided  contrast,  although 

he  also  has  a  distinguished  exterior,  and  is  rich  in  know- 
ledge, wit,  and  experience  of  life.  But  he  wants  a  some- 

thing iu  his  being,  a  something  which  ennobles  the  whole. 
He  iuspires  no  confidence,  no  esteem.  Besides  this,  he  has 
a  certain  uneasy  activity  in  his  arms  and  fingers,  which  re- 

minds one  of  a  spindle,  and  makes  him,  at  least  to  me,  dis- 
agreeable. 

How  may  I  understand  the  way  in  which  Flora  acts  to- 
wards these  two  men  ?  It  seems  to  me  certain  that  she 

loves  the  Baron ;  but  why  then  coquet  mth  St.  Orme  ? 

"Why  accept  presents  from  him  ? A  guest,  who  also  begins  to  present  himself  here  more 

frequently,  is  "  the  rich  old  bachelor,"  my  uncle.  He  is 
tolerably  agreeable  and  entertaining ;  and  if  I  might  not 
fear  being  proud,  I  might  believe  that  his  visits  had  refer- 

ence to — me. 

He  sees  in  me  perhaps  a  "passable  soupery  !My  step- 
mother begins  to  give  me  one  and  another  well-meant  little 

hint  on  the  subject ;  I  pretend  that  I  understand  nothing 
about  it. 

Among  the  frequent  guests  here  are  the  two  sisters  Yon 
P.,  Mrs.  and  Miss,  commonly  called  here  the  Lady  Council- 

lors of  Commerce,  who  drive  an  important  trade  in  the  city 

with  the  phrases  "  they  say,"  "  they  think,"  "  they  know."  To 
us  this  is  somewhat  ridiculous  ;  but  yet  we  are  no  despisers 
of  the  commerce  which  we  laugh  at,  for  both  sisters  know  a 
vast  many  people,  and  tlie  unmarried  lady  is  a  wide-awake  per- 

son, whose  great,  peering  eyes  see  very  sharply  and  correctly, 
and  whose  tongue  is  more  amusing  than  keen.  She  has 
above  ninety  cousins,  all  on  the  side  of  the  ladies,  as  she  told 
us  the  other  day. 

The  14th. 

Yesterday    evening   I   made   the   acquaintance   of  "  our 
nearest,"  as  Selraa  calls  the  cirde  of  the  most  intimate  friends 
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of  the  house,  in  contradistinction  to  "  our  remotest."  "When 
I,  as  usual,  towards  half-past  seven,  came  down  into  the 
room  of  my  stepmother,  I  saw  Siguora  Luna  sitting  in  one 
corner  of  the  sofa,  but  evidently  in  the  wane,  as  Selma  also 
whispered  when  she  introduced  me  to  her.  The  beautiful 
Countess  saluted  me  somewhat  coolly,  yet  I  was  pleased 

with  the  pressure  of  her  Avarm,  silky-soft  hand. 
The  rest  of  the  company  consisted  of  Baron  Alexander  Gr., 

a  young  lieutenant,  Ake  Sparrskold ;  a  sister  of  Flora's,  a 
widow,  and  ten  years  older  than  herself;  the  Baroness 

Bella  P.,  whom  we  call  "the  Beauty,"  and  whose  features 
are  of  the  first  class,  but  in  expression  only  of  the  second  ; 
of  the  handsome  old  lady  Mrs.  Eittersvard,  and  her  daughter 
Hellfrid  ;  and  of  St.  Orme  and  Lennartson. 

They  spoke  of  a  now  greatly-admired  French  romance 
which  St.  Orme  had  lent  to  Flora.  St.  Orme  extolled  the 

strength  of  the  characters,  and  the  boldness  and  pomp  of  its 
colouring.  The  young  Sparrskold  considered  the  last  to  be 
false,  and  in  the  first  he  found  an  exaggeration  which  robbed 
them  of  all  strength.  Every  human  eifort  immediately 

mounted  up  to  insanity,  and  lost  as  well  proportion  as  de- 
sign ;  even  virtue  could  not  appear  sublime,  without  being 

placed  on  stilts  and  becoming  unnatural.  And  the  object 
of  the  actions  !  Always  merely  private,  contracted  motives, 
always  self,  selfish,  isolated  happiness  ;  never  an  endeavour, 

an  interest,  which  embraced  the  gi'eat  interests  of  humanity. 
And  these  faults  he  believed  were  to  be  found  in  the  whole 
of  the  new  French  literature. 

Lennartson  agreed  warmly  in  this  ;  "  And  the  aim  of  this 
literatiire,"  said  he,  "  is  not  merely  false  in  itself.  It  is 
untrue  as  a  chronometer,  and  libels  the  nobler  and,  one  may 

say,  the  univeesal  spieit  of  the  times — the  spirit  which 

places  individual  efi'orts  and  individual  well-being  in  the 
most  complete  connexion  with  the  univei'sal  good.  In  re- 

gard to  this  feeling  towards  the  univehsae,  towards  the 
WHOLE,  the  present  young  France  might  go  to  the  school  of 
the  old  Eousseau.  With  all  their  faults,  still  his  romances 

are,  to  a  great  degree,  models  for  pictures  of  this  kind 
of  citizen  social  life.  See  how  here  the  individuals  re- 

present the  chief  varieties  of  mankind ;  and  how,  when  thej 
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embrace  one  another  in  love,  this  love  stiffens  not  into 
egotism,  but  expands  itself,  to  embrace  the  most  sacred 
institutions  of  the  citizen  social  life,  the  life  of  humanity 
and  of  nature  in  its  divine  existence,  and  domestic  lite 
steps  forth,  as  it  must  do,  as  the  point  from  which  the  great 
life  of  the  world  will  be  sanctified  and  blessed." 

St.  Orme  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  Poor  Rousseau ! 
"With  all  his  ideal  romances  he  was  merely — a  fanatic !"  said 
he,  and  went  to  join  Baron  Alexander  in  the  great  drawing- 
room. 

"  I  feel  that  you  have  right  on  your  side,"  said  I  to  Len- 
nartson,  "  but — still  I  would  so  willingly  see  an  actual  ad- 

vance, a  step  forward  on  the  path  of  development — and  it 
cannot  be  denied  that  this  French  literature  presents  cha- 

racters and  situations  of  a  variety  and  depth  such  as  the 
world  has  never  before  seen ;  it  presses  into  every  corner  of 
social  existence — its  every  moment  of  suffering,  darkness, 
and  dissonance :  this  is  probably  only  a  descent  into  hell, 
but — must  not  an  ascent  into  heaven  be  near  ?  a  change  in 

•which  life's  deepest  night  shall  be  illumined  by  its  most 
beautiful  morning  ?  Is  it  indeed  possible  that  tlie  highest 
point  of  this  literature  shall  be  only — a  return  to  Rous- 

seau ?" 
"  Yes,"  replied  Lennartson,  smiling  at  my  zeal,  "  but  as  1 

just  observed,  merely  as  concerns  the  looking  to,  the  feeling 
FOR  THE  WHOLE,  the  Universal.  I  see,  like  you,  in  this  litera- 

ture, a  decidedly  new  development,  and  it  is  not  the  first  time 
that  the  people  who  exhibited  this  have  broken  up  new  patlis 
for  the  world.  But  it  is  yet  merely  fragmentary  ;  it  contains 
studies  for  a  great  composition.  And  some  day  cerfainly 
will  the  master  step  forward  who  will  aiTange  these  chaotic 
creations  into  a  harmonious  world.  Tet — perhaps,  the  model 

for  this  must  first  present  itself  in  actual  life." 
"  How  do  you  mean  ?"  asked  I,  excited. 
'•'Permit  me,"  continued  Lennartson,  "to  direct  yout 

attention  to  the  principal  feature  in  the  better,  beautiful 
literature  of  our  time — namely,  to  its  tendency — that  of 
presenting  woman  as  the  point  in  life  from  which  animating, 
renovating  strength  proceeds.  And  I  confess  that  I  agree  with 

it.  I  expect  at  this  period  of  the  world  much — from  woman." 
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That  the  female  auditorium,  before  whom  the  Baron  spoke 
these  words,  looked  up  to  him  with  pleasure  and  acknowledg- 

ment, was  merely  natural.  A  modest  joy  glowed  in  Selma's 
beautiful  eyes,  whilst  from  the  flashing  eyes  of  Flora  broke 
forth  something  which  I  might  call — great. 
My  stepmother  now  made  the  move  that  we  should  go 

into  the  saloon  and  hear  some  music.     We  followed  her. 

Flora  called  Lennartson  to  the  piano,  and  sung  and  played 
bewitchingly  for  him  ;  at  intervals  they  talked  in  a  low  voice. 

I  attached  myself  to  Hellfrid  Eittersvard  and  Lieutenant 
Sparrskold,  who,  with  his  honest  countenance  and  his  frank 

way  of  acting  and  speaking,  pleased  me  particularly.  "  The 
Beauty"  joined  herself  to  us,  and  seemed  to  wish  to  make  a 
deathless  impression  upon  Ake  Sparrskold,  but  he  seemed  for 
the  present,  like  myselt!,  to  be  more  taken  with  Miss  E,itters- 
vard. 

When  I  see  a  young  lady  who  is  as  ugly  as  Miss  Hellfrid 
Hittersvard,  and  at  the  same  time  has  so  tranquil  a  manner, 
and  so  pleasing  and  happy  a  way  of  acting  and  speaking, 
I  form  a  very  high  opinion  of  her.  I  feel  that  some  way  a 
high  consciousness  exalts  her  above  all  the  petty  miseries  of 
weakness  ;  she  has  a  full  confidence  in  the  nobility  within  her- 

self and  in  lier  fellow-beings,  and  calls  forth  thereby  their 
esteem  and  every  sound  feeling,  which  easily  vanquishes  all 

outward  troubles.  I  found  Hellfrid's  conversation  piquant 
and  animating,  and  I  fancy  that  Sparrskold  found  it  so 

too,  although  "the  Beauty"  exercised  upon  him  her  power of  attraction. 

My  stepmother  played  piquet  with  her  good  friend 
Mrs.  Eittersvard.  This  amiable  old  lady  suffers  from  a 
nervous  affection  of  the  head,  and  is  come  to  Stockholm  to 
consult  the  physicians  there  on  the  subject.  Her  daughter 
obtains  the  means  needful  for  this  by  her  translations  of 
foreign  works,  and  also  assists  thereby  in  providing  for  two 
younger  brothers.  Well  deserves  she  the  name  in  earnest  of 

"Miss  Estimable,"  which  Flora  gives  to  her  half  in  jest. 
Selma  was  here  and  there  in  the  company,  and  took  a 

friendly  part  in  everything  that  went  forward. 
St.  Orme  played  cards  with  Baron  Alexander  and  Felix 

Delphin,  but  he  often  from  his  cards  threw  sharp  glances 
upon  Flora  and  Lennartson,  who,  at  the  piano,   had  for- 
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gotten  the  music  for  a  low  but  earnest  conversation.  This 
Tvas  suddenly  interrupted  by  St.  Orme,  who  exclaimed : 

"  Flora  !  my  best  Flora !  bestow  upon  me  one  quarter  of 
a  thought.  1  am  to-night  an  unlucky  player ;  come  to  my 
help  with  a  piece  of  good  advice.  Tell  me  in  which  colour 

shall  I  play.  ...  In  black  or  red  ?" 
"  Black,"  answered  Flora. 
"Black!"  repeated  St.  Orme,  "why  do  you  not  rather 

red  ?  Ecd  is  your  favourite  colour — crimson  red — is  it  not  ? 

or  does  my  memory  deceive  me  ?" 
"I  do  not  remember!"  said  Flora,  with  apparent  indiffer- 

ence, as  she  rose,  and  a  deep  crimson  glowed  upon  her  cheek. 
"But  I  remember  it,  I!"  returned  St.  Orme.  "  Crimson 

is  your  colour,  and  therefore — gentlemen !  Six  in  hearts. 
Tins  game  I  hope  to  win,"  continued  he,  nodding  to  Flora, 
who  suddenly  went  out.  She  soon  returned  ;  but  her  joyous 
mood  was  gone,  and  lier  cheerfulness  for  the  remainder  of  the 
evening  was  constrained. 

As  St.  Orme  went  away,  I  heard  him  say  to  Flora,  half 

insultingly,  "  Thanks  for  your  council,  dear  cousin !  I  won 
my  game !  and  with  your  colour  upon  my  heart,  I  hope  to 
win  it  also  in  the  future." 

"  Don't  be  too  certain  of  that !"  said  Flora,  out  of  humour. 
"Defy  me  not!"  said  St.  Orme,  slowly,  half  in  jest,  half 

in  warning  earnestness;  and  he  seized  her  resisting  hand, 
kissed  it,  and  bowed  smiling  to  her, 

What  may  that  portend  ? 

The  16th. 

I  went  out  to-day  far  and  alone,  and  enjoyed  myself  Avith 
my  own  thoughts.  Eeturned  home,  I  found  visitors,  and 
among  them  the  Chamberlain.  I  saw  certain  strange  tele- 

graphic signs  between  my  stepmother  and  him. 
Flora  lives  only  in  her  costume,  and  in  her  thoughts  of  the 

ball  at  Minister   's.     AVhat  weariness  for — an  evening  ! 
Many  projects  for  balls  and  other  pleasures.  I,  for  my 

part,  say  "  jN'o  1"  to  all  of  them.  I  say  that  I  am  too  old  to dance. 

"  Um,  urn,  um  !"  says  my  stepmother,  politely  dis- 
senting. 

I  think,  however,  of  being  present   at  the  New- Year's 
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assembly,  because  I  tliere  shall  see  the  royal  family  more 
nearly. 

The  17th. 

Noble  flowers  have  nectaries,  honey-containers,  in  which 
■the  noblest  juices  of  the  plant  are  preserved.  But  to 
come  at  these,  one  must  sometimes — if  one  lias  not  the 
genius  of  a  bee,  or  of  Hummel,  but  has  merely  unskilful 
human  fingers — one  must  sometimes  wound  the  flower.  The 
human  soul  has  also  its  nectaries,  which  we  must  often  handle 
as  we  do  the  flowers. 

The  occasion  for  these  reflections  is  the  following : — I 
found  Selma  and  Plora,  as  well  as  my  stepmother,  occupied 
by  reviewing  the  acquaintance  and  friends  of  the  house. 
They  were  severe,  and  most  of  them  were  treated  without 
mer^y  or  forbearance. 
ij^{l;pra  was  the  most  bitter,  but  Selma  soon  followed  her  ex- 

a/"ggfe.  My  stepmother  laughed  a  deal  at  their  mimicry  and 
then'  caricatures.  I  also  began  to  laugh,  for  the  satire  was 
strikingly  witty ;  but  when  a  couple  of  good,  estimable 
people,  and  whom  the  young  girls  loved  with  their  whole 
hearts,  were  handled  without  remorse,  I  felt  myself  wounded, 
and  was  troubled  at  all  the  poison  which  these  young  human 
flowers,  as  it  were,  breathed  forth. 

I  availed  myself  of  a  moment,  when  my  stepmother  was  out 
of  the  room,  to  teU  them,  affectionately,  how  deeply  I  felt  this. 

Both  blushed ;  and  Mora  said,  "  I  could  vei\v  well  see  by 
your  silence  that  you  were  thinking  about  reading  us  this 
lecture.  But,  my  best  Philosophia,  if  you  will  preach,  do  it  in 
a  Finland  church,  but  not  in  the  saloons  of  Stockholm, 
where  you  will  convert  nobody.  It  is  here  as  everywhere  in 

the  great  world,  '  tons  les  genres  sont  hons,  hors  le  genre 

ennuyeux.''  Besides  this,  when  people  are  young  they  must amuse  themselves  and  laugh.  It  is  time  enough  to  be  grave 
and  silent  when  years  of  wisdom  come.  And  when  we  shall 
be  old  maids,  then  we  shall  be  perhaps  as  moral  and  virtuous 

as  you." I  was  silent ;  for  what  was  the  use  of  replying  to  words 
like  these  ?  and  when  my  stepmother  returned  I  went  out 
softly,  and  to  my  Gwn  room.  I  was  inwardly  uneasy.  Selma 
is  not  that  which  I  fancied,  thought  I,  and  looked  up  to  the 

D 
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beaming  stara,  which  in  the  evening  twilight  began  to  peep 
forth  from  the  deep  blue,  and  thought  of  the  stars  which 
I  had  seen  beaming  in  her  eyes,  and  mourned  sincerely  over 
their  becoming  dimmed. 

But  I  had  not  been  long  alone,  when  I  heard  light  foot- 
steps springing  up-stairs.     My  door  opened,  and   Selma 

threw  herself  into  my  arms,  and  said, 

"  Are  you  very  angry  with  me  ?" 
"  No,  not  now,  my  sweet  Selma!"  said  I,  affected  by  her heartfelt  manner. 

"  But  you  have  been  angry,  you  have  been  dissatisfied  with 
me,  and  that  certainly  more  than  once.     Is  it  not  so  ?" 

I  assented.  I  told  her  how  I  feared  that  Flora  might 
mislead  her  to  an  unworthy  passion  for  censure  and  severity, 
and  how  it  grieved  me  to  see  dark  specks  in  her  soul.  I 

spoke  earnestly  of  that  blameable  sharp-sigh tedness  to  ̂'♦■tle 
things,  which  blinded  the  mind  to  what  was  great  anc  the 
ciliatory ;  of  the  disposition  of  mind  which  led  us  to  d  i- 
ciate  others  in  order  to  exalt  ourselves.  I  became  severer 

than  I  had  wished  to  be,  and  pronounced  this  judgment  to 
be  self-righteousness  and  phariseeism.  Selma  listened  to  me 
in  silence,  and  became  more  and  more  grave  and  pale. 

"  You  are  right!"  at  length  she  said;  "you  are  certainly 
quite  right.  Ah !  I  have  reflected  so  little  upon  myself; 
tdl  now  I  have  given  so  little  heed  to  myself. — Everybody 
has  been  so  kind  to  me,  has  in  fact  spoiled  me.  But  do 
you  tell  me  of  my  faults,  Sophia !  I  will  alter,  I  will  im- 

prove myself!" 
"  But  you  must  not  weep,  Selma." 
"  And  what  matters  it  if  I  weep  ?  Tears  truly  must  wash 

away  the  hateful  spots  from  my  soul.  Be  not  afraid  for  me, 
and  spare  me  not,  Sophia.  Tell  me  always  the  truth,  as  long 

as  you  consider  me  worthy  of  hearing  it." 
I  embraced  the  affectionate  girl  warmly,  and  told  her  how 

happy  she  made  me. 
We  talked  now  calmly  of  the  difficulties  of  a  true  middle- 

path  along  the  field  of  social  criticism.  I  admitted  tho 
difficulty  of  finding  it ;  and  that  although  I  watched  over 
myself,  I  had  often  to  reproach  myself  with  sins  of  tho 
tongue.  An  affectionate  tone  of  mind,  which  regarded  more 
the  intrinsic  than  the  accidental  in  man,  would  be  the  safest 
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guide  to  this.  And  for  tbe  rest,  the  more  experienced,  and 
the  more  prudent  we  were,  should  we,  all  the  more,  find 
better  subjects  for  our  sharp-sightedness  than  the  short- 

comings of  our  neighbours. 

"  Tou  speak  of  something,"  said  Selma,  "  which  I  for 
some  time  have  dimly  felt.  Since  the  death  of  my  father  and 
teacher,  I  am,  I  fear,  slid  backwards  in  many  things.  I  know 
not  how  it  is  now  ; — but  my  days  are  trifled  away  in  nothing  ! 
— I  often  feel  an  emptiness — I  fear  that  I  am  deteriorated. 
— Ah  !  thank  you,  Sophia,  that  you  have  awoke  me  to  it.  But 
help  me  now  again  into  the  right  way.  Help  me  to  occupy 
myself  with  that  which  makes  wiser  and  better.  Tou  are 

indeed  my  elder  sister !     Be  now  also  my  friend  !" 
How  willingly  will  I  be  so.  A¥e  now  projected  together 

a  new  arrangement  of  life ;  we  laid  our  plans  for  the  future, 
and  continued  our  conversation  long ;  and  thus  I  was  per- 

mitted to  see  a  soul  which  is  capable  of  the  noblest  per- 
fection. 

That  which  had  begun  so  gravely,  ended,  however,  jocosely  ; 

I  promised,  as  an  equivalent  for  Selma's  instruction  in  singing 
and  Italian,  to  teach  her  Finnish  ;  she  promised  in  return  to 
exercise  my  patience  severely,  because  she  never  would  under- 

stand Finnish, 

"When  Selma  had  left  me  at  the  call  of  her  mother,  I  felt 
that  I  loved  her,  and  that  truly  for  the  whole  of  my  life. 
Never,  never  shall  I  forget  how  she  stood  before  me,  and  said : 

"  What  matters  it  if  I  weep  ?  Tell  me  always  the  truth  ; 
I  will  correct,  IwUl  improve  myself."  And  the  quiet  tears  in 
the  noble,  soiil-beaming  countenance — I  wish  that  Lennart- 
son  had  seen  and  heard  her.  Oh,  there  are  still  beautiful 
things  on  earth ! The  19th. 

Selma  was  right  in  her  prophesy.  The  masquerade  evening 
was  to  us  home-tarriers  a  far  pleasanter  evening  than  if  we 
had  figured  in  the  most  magnificent  parts. 

Whilst  Selma  gave  the  finishing  touches  to  Flora's  toilet,  I 
went  down  to  my  stepmother,  and  found  Felix,  the  Viking, 
and  the  Baron  with  her. 

The  latter  was  not  very  talkative,  and  often  turned  hia  eyee 
towards  the  door. 

When  Flora,  attended  by  Selma,  entered  in  her  magnificeai 
1)2 
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costume,  he  seemed  struck  by  her  beauty,  I  was  struck  to 
tliat  degree,  that  I  could  not  withhold  an  exclamation  of  sur- 

prise and  rapture.  We  were  all  delighted  ;  and  Selma's  beam- 
ing eyes  wandered  beseechingly  around  to  solicit  honour  and 

incense  for  the  beautiful  Circassian,  who  stood  there  in  proud 
consciousness  of  her  youth,  her  beauty,  and  her  splendour. 

Lennartson's  admiration,  however,  quickly  cooled  ;  his  glanco 
became  serious  ;  and  when  St.  Orme  entered  in  an  orna- 

mental Turkish  dress — he  and  Flora  were  to  dance  together 
in  a  quadrille — he  suddenly  vanished,  without  taking  leave  of 
any  one. 

Flora's  countenance  plainly  showed  an  expression  of  dis- 
quiet ;  but  it  soon  vanished,  and  she  smiled  with  pleasure  as 

tlie  Envoye,  with  well-selected  Oriental  compliments,  con- 
ducted her  to  the  carriage,  where  her  sister  awaited  her, 

to  drive  to  the  ball.  The  Tiking  remained  with  us,  and 
so  did  Felix,  although  he  was  to  have  been  at  the  mas- 
querade. 
We  spoke  of  Baron  Lennartson  ;  and  I  expressed  my  de- 

liglit  in  the  strong  feeling  for  the  worth  of  woman  and  for  her 
usefulness,  whicli  he  had  acknowledged  a  few  evenings  before. 

The  Viking  said  :  "  There  is  no  one  who  thinks  more  highly  of 
woman ;  and  no  one  also  who  is  severer  in  his  requirings 
fiom  her  than  he.  The  admiration  and  love  which  his 

mother  inspired  him  with,  seem  to  have  laid  the  foundation 

of  this." 
My  questions  drew  forth  many  relations  of  the  childhood 

and  youth  of  the  Baron,  which  I  have  assembled  in  the  fol- 
lowing picture. 

Lennartson's  father,  General  Lennartson,  was  a  man  of 
i^iolent  temper  and  dissolute  life.  All  care  for  the  children 
and  their  education  devolved  upon  the  mother ;  a  noble, 
highly  accomplished  lady,  but  of  feeble  health. 

The  eldest  son,  our  Lennartson,  was  in  his  youth  of  a  de- 
licate constitution  and  irritable  temperament.  The  mother 

dedicated  to  him  the  greatest  attention  ;  not  an  effeminating, 
but  a  tenderly  cherishing  care,  which  makes  strong  in  love. 
By  the  bed  of  the  boy  the  quiet  mother  often  sate,  and  re- 

lated or  read  aloud  to  him  histories  of  men  who  surmounted 

the  infirmities  of  the  body  by  the  strength  of  the  soul  and  the 

will,  and  who  became  the  glory'  and  the  benefactors  of  their 
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nation.  She  especially  dwelt  upon  the  great  men  of  hia 
fatherland;  those  strong-minded  and  pious  men,  who,  by  the 
union  of  these  qualities,  laid  the  foundation  of  the  character 
of  the  Swedish  people  when  this  is  true  to  itself. 

The  boy  listened  attentively ;  his  breast  expanded  to 
great  thoughts  ;  and  the  soul,  nourished  by  the  marrow  of 
heroism,  soon  raised  up  the  weaker  body,  which  also  was 
strengthened  by  useful  exercises.  At  the  age  of  fifteen, 
Lennartson  excelled  most  of  his  companions  in  agility  and 
strength  of  body.  The  mother  soon  saw  the  affectionate 
spirit  of  her  son  break  forth  in  its  whole  strength,  but 
with  dangerous  propensities  likewise.  The  young  Lennart- 

son had.  like  his  father,  a  violent  and  inflexible  temper. 

His  father's  severity  towards  his  mother  excited  him  in 
the  highest  degree ;  and  this  gave  occasion  to  scenes  be- 

tween father  and  son  which  unsettled  the  weak  health  of  the 

mother,  but — strange  enough — destroyed  also  the  rude  power 
of  the  father.  He  became,  as  it  were,  afraid  of  his  son ; 
afraid,  at  least,  in  all  things  which  concerned  the  mother,  and 
no  longer  dared  to  offend  against  her.  This  St.  John-like 
nature  had  brought  up  an  eagle  ;  and  this  eagle  now  spread 
its  wings  defendingly  over  her.  Happy  in  the  love  of  her  son, 
but  terrified  also  at  the  almost  fearful  temper  which  she  saw 
break  forth  in  him,  she  wished  to  teach  this  young  power  to 
govern  itself ;  and  sought  to  strengthen  him  in  that  which 

alone  gives  all  power  its  truth,  its  pi'oportion,  and  its  right 
direction ;  namely,  in  the  true  fear  of  God.  She  had  early 
permitted  the  great  figures  of  humanity  to  stand  forward 
before  the  eye  of  the  child.  JSTow  she  endeavoured  that  the 
inquiring  understanding  of  the  young  man  should  acquire  a 
clear  conception  of  the  reality  of  life,  and  of  the  doctrine  which 
had  cradled  in  unconscious  love  the  heart  of  the  child.  For 

this  end  she  went  to  work  in  quite  another  way  to  most 
parents  and  teachers.  Instead  of  removing  books,  which  are 
looked  upon  as  dangerous  to  piety,  she  brought  these  forward. 
She  read  with  her  young  son  the  works  of  the  most  re- 

nowned atheists  and  deists,  from  the  oldest  times  to  the  pre- 
sent day,  and  let  his  reason  exercise  itself  in  comparing 

their  doctrines  with  the  doctrine  in  which  a  personally  re- 
vealed Grod  gives  a  complete  solution  of  the  enigma  of  life, 

as  well  as  in  this  revelation  of  His  will  and  His  being,  the 
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only  secure,  wholly-efficient  guarantee  for  the  fulfilment  oi 

man's  deepest  longing,  his  holiest  hope  on  earth. 
She  allowed  liim  in  this  way  to  surround  himself  with  perfect 

difficulties,  and,  as  it  were  by  his  own  strength,  open  the  way 
to  the  innermost  centre  of  life.  She  it  was  who  brought  for- 

ward objections  founded  upon  the  doctrines  of  the  Naturalists  ; 
he  it  was  who  answ^ered  them.  But  the  joy  which  beamed  from 
the  eyes  of  the  mother  at  the  happily  solved  difficulties,  pro- 

bably enlightened,  secretly,  the  inquiring  mind  of  the  son. 
And  while  she  thus  conducted  him  to  an  independent  and 

firm  state  of  mind,  she  taught  him  to  esteem  his  opponent, 
to  value  all  honest  inquiry  and  sincere  opinion,  and  to 
acknowledge  the  germs  of  truth  even  in  immature  doc- 
trines. 

Lennartson  often  spoke  of  this  as  the  happiest  and  richest 

period  of  his  life.  His  mother's  affectionate  glance  and  approv- 
ing word  were  his  dearest  reward.  She  caressed  him  but  very 

rarely,  although  he  often  fell  upon  his  knees  before  her  in 
lanatical  reverence,  and  kissed  her  hands  and  her  dress. 

Only  occasionall}'^  in  those  moments,  when  she  remarked 
that  the  young  heart  was  too  violently  consumed  by  a  desire 
for  reciprocation,  did  she  allow  his  glowing  cheek  to  repose 
on  the  breast  which  only  beat  for  him,  and  which  already  bore 
tiie  seed  of  death  in  a  cruel  and  generally  incurable  malady. 

She  carefully  concealed  from  her  son  the  pangs  by  which 
she  had  been  wasted  for  many  years.  Nor  was  it  until 
an  operation  was  necessary  that  Lennartson  became  aware 
of  the  sufferings  and  the  danger  of  his  mother.  She  wished 
him  to  be  absent  during  her  hours  of  agony,  and  sought  by 
an  innocent  guile  to  deceive  him  as  to  the  time.  But  he 
was  not  to  be  deceived  ;  he  would  not  allow  himself  to  be  sent 
away.  His  arms  sustained  her  in  the  painful  trial ;  her  eyes 
rested  during  it  upon  him,  and  for  his  sake  she  bore  all  with- 

out the  slightest  complaint. 
And  she  was  able  to  live  yet  three  years  for  his  sake ;  yet 

tliree  years  to  be  happy  through  him.  The  malady  then 
returned  incurably.  AVhilst  she  spoke  of  immortality  and 
the  certainty  of  seeing  him  again,  while  she  besought  him  to 

have  "patience  with  his  father,"  she  departed  in  his  arms. 
The  eftect  of  this  loss  upon  the  youth  of  eighteen  waa 

twrrible,  and  matured  him  early  to  manliood.     His  tone  ot 
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mind  at  this  time,  and  his  love  for  the  studies  in  which  he 
had  early  found  such  pleasure,  determined  him  secretly 
to  enter  the  clerical  profession,  and  his  studies  at  the 
University,  like  the  studies  of  the  greatest  statesman  of 
Sweden  especially — were  theological.  In  these  studies  he 
was — like  Axel  Oxenstjerna — interrupted,  in  order,  accord- 

ing to  the  will  of  his  father,  that  he  might  travel  abroad.  As 
Secretary  to  the  Swedish  embassy,  he  was  sent  to  Vienna. 

The  success  which  he  had  here,  and  the  talents  which  he 
exhibited,  determined  his  future  destiny,  according  to  the 
wishes  of  his  father ;  and  he  has  now  shown,  as  statesman, 
that  he  deserves  the  esteem  and  the  confidence  of  all. 

After  my  stepmother  and  the  Viking  had  alternately  given 

this  account  of  Lennartson's  life,  Selma  reminded  me,  the 
first  evening  I  saw  him  here,  that  I  had  spoken  of  having 
already  made  his  acquaintance  many  years  before,  and  I  was 
now  requested  to  relate  how  and  where  ;  which  I  did  in  the 
following  manner : 

About  fifteen  years  ago,  I  was  at  a  dinner  party,  at  which 
were  present  Greneral  Lennartson  and  his  son.  The  com- 

pany was  large,  and  consisted  for  the  most  part  of  the  con- 
nexions and  acquaintance  of  the  General.  Merely  a  corner 

of  the  table  separated  me  from  young  Lennartson.  The 
distinguished  young  man  was  good  enough  to  busy  himself 
about  me,  at  that  time  a  bashful  girl  of  fourteen,  and  related 

to  me  the  story  of  Schiller's  "  Wallenstein,"  which  made 
me  forget  both  eating  and  drinking.  During  the  meal-time, 
the  general  conversation  was  of  a  disturbance  which  had  taken 
place  in  the  military  academy,  and  a  young  man  was  men- 

tioned, who,  having  taken  an  active  part  in  it,  had  made 
himself  amenable  to  the  laws  of  the  academy,  and  in  con- 

sequence was  expelled.  Some  of  the  guests  were  very  violent 

against  the  young  man ;  called  him  "  gallow's  bird,"  and  so  on. 
Young  Lennartson  undertook  alone  his  defence,  and  grew 

warm  on  the  subject ;  he  showed  how,  in  the  last  instance, 
he  had  been  provoked  by  a  former  insult  into  the  existing 
quarrel,  and  how  even  his  errors  bore  traces  of  a  noble 
lieart.  The  General  took  up  the  affair  against  his  son,  and 
became  ever  more  violent  against  the  accused.  Young 
Lennartson  continued  to  defend  him  too  even  against  his 
father  with  great  respect,  but  with  great  determination.  All 
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at  once  the  General  became,  as  it  were,  insane,  and  turned 
himself  personally  against  his  son,  with  an  outburst  of  rude- 

ness and  the  most  violent  accusations. 

From  the  moment  in  which  the  father's  attack  was  directed 
against  himself,  the  son  became  wholly  silent.  It  is  true 
that  his  cheeks  and  his  lips  grew  somewhat  paler ;  but  his 
glance  at  his  father  was  so  firm,  his  whole  bearing  so  calm, 
that  one  might  almost  have  believed  him  insensible  to  his 

father's  unworthy  behaviour.  AVhilst  all  eyes  were  directed 
with  deep  anxiety  on  both  father  and  son,  mine  dwelt  with 
a  feeling  of  admiration  upon  the  noble  countenance  of  the 
latter.  Involuntarily  they  riveted  themselves  upon  a  small 
gleaming  speck  on  the  white,  youthful,  polished  forehead, 
which  became  larger  and  more  shining,  and  at  length  down 
rolled  a  clear  sweat-drop,  to  conceal  itself  in  the  dark  eye- 

brow. This  was  all  which  betrayed  the  struggle  within 
himself.  The  General  at  length  paused  from  want  of  words 
and  breath,  and  for  a  moment  all  was  as  still  as  death  at 
the  table.  Young  Leunartson  was  as  silent  as  the  rest ; 
no  affectation  of  indifference  or  defiance  disfigured  his  noble 
countenance.  He  seemed  to  me  worthy  of  admiration  on 
account  of  his  perfect  self-government,  and  many  seemed  to 
share  this  impression  with  me.  Every  one,  however,  wa^ 

desirous  by  general  conversation  to  throw  off"  the  painfu 
excitement.  Young  Lennartson  also  took  part  in  it  without 
constraint,  but  he  was  more  grave  than  before — the  end  of 
Wallenstein  I  did  not  hear. 

"  Do  you  remember,"  inquired  the  Yiking  from  me,  "  the 
name  of  the  young  man  w^hose  great  deeds  gave  occasion  to 
this  scene  ?" 

"  !No — the  name  I  have  forgotten,  or  else  did  not  hear." 
But  I  mentioned  some  facts  which  I  remembered  as  being 
spoken  of,  and  which  showed  him  to  be  a  restless  and  power- 

ful character. 

"  And  that,  then,  was  the  first  thing  which  you  heard 
about  ME  !"  said  the  Yiking,  softly,  but  emphatically. 

I  looked  at  him  with  surprise  ;  his  eyes  were  directed  to  me 
witli  a  troubled  earnestness,  and  I  read  in  them  such  dark 

remembrances,  that  I  quickly  withdrew  mine,  vexed  and  al- 
most full  of  remorse  for  having  awakened  them. 

My  stepmother  remarked  significantly,  "  Leunartson  is  iin 
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truth  a  rare  character,  and  I  wish  that  all  young  men  -wouJcl 
take  him  for  an  example." 

"  Yes,  who  does  not  wish  to  resemble  him  ?"  exclaimed 

Felix  Delphin,  who  seemed  to  take  the  moral  to  himself". 
"  Ah  !  if  he  were  only — how  shall  I  say  it  ? — a  little  less 
superior.  But  he  stands  so  high,  that  one  hardly  dare  look 

up  to  him.     He  is — too  free  from  faults." 
"  Without  faults  Lennartson  is  not,  any  more  than  other 

mortals,"  said  Brenner;  "but  they  are  such  faults  as  belong 
to  great  natures.  In  the  mean  time  they  prevent  him  from 

being  happy." 
"  Is  he  not  happy  ?"  exclaimed  Selma,  and  looked  up  with 

a  troubled  and  astonished  glance 

"  He  is  not  happy,"  said  Brenner,  "  because  he  is  so  sel- dom satisfied  with  himself.  He  has  an  insatiable  thirst 

w^hich  consumes  him." 
"And  what  thirst  ?"  asked  I. 

"The  thirst  after  perfection." 
"We  were  all  silent  a  moment.  Brenner's  word  and  tone 

had  awakened  something  great  within  us.  At  length  said 
Felix : 

"  It  is  precisely  this  greatness  in  him  which  bows  down 
and  humiliates  characters  less  gifted.  He  overa\Aes  more 
than  he  exalts.  For  my  part,  I  confess  that  I  admire  him,  at 
the  same  time  that  I  fear  him." 

"And  yet,  Felix,"  said  Selma,  "  you  know  that  he  is  very 
kind." 

"  Yes,  when  I  deserve  it,  Selma.     And,  there  it  is !     I  do 
not  often  deserve  it,  and  then   Ah  !  how  often,  when  I 
was  with  him,  when  I  heard  him,  when  I  saw  him  act,  I 
have  despised  myself,  because  I  was  so  unlike  him  !  And 
I  have  then  made  the  best  resolutions.  But  when  I  come 

out  again  into  the  world  1  forget  myself  and  him,  and  do 
as  other  fools  do,  and  then — I  am  afraid  of  liim — and  of  his 
glance,  because  it  speaks  for  my  conscience,  and — condemns 

me." Selma  extended  her  hand  to  her  cousin,  and  looked  at  him 
with  bright,  tearful  eyes.  Young  Delphin  was  evidently 
affected,  seized  the  offered  hand,  kissed  it  vehemently  many 
times,  and  hastened  away. 

It  is  impossible  that  Selma  can  be  indiffbrent  towards  this 
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amiable  young  man.  Soon  afterwards  the  Viking  left  ua 
also,  with  his  gloomy  thoughts. 
When  we  were  alone,  my  stepmother  gave  me  the  follow- 

ing account  of  the  Viking  : 
Wilhelm  Brenner,  in  his  childhood,  was  remarkable  for 

his  good  heart  and  his  unquiet  head.  In  the  military  aca- 
demy he  was  universally  beloved,  at  the  same  time  that  his 

pranks  and  his  disorderly  conduct  involved  him  in  quarrels, 
and  drew  upon  him  many  annoyances.  He  was  without 
stabrlity,  and  was  impelled  by  the  suggestions  of  the  mo- 

ment. Various  acts  of  insubordination  drew  upon  him  the 
severity  of  the  law ;  this  he  met  witli  obstinacy  and  defiance, 
and  he  was,  in  the  end,  expelled  from  Carlberg.  His  con- 
nexions,  provoked  by  his  behaviour,  received  him  with  a 
sternness  and  depreciation  which  completely  irritated  the 
passionate  soul  of  Brenner.  He  looked  upon  himself  as  dis- 

honoured by  the  whole  world ;  saw  the  future  closed  against 
him ;  and,  in  order  to  deaden  his  despair,  plunged  into  still 
wilder  excesses.  When  he  had  run  through  all  that  he 
possessed,  and  saw  himself  in  debt  beyond  his  power  of  pay- 

ment, he  turned  his  destructive  hand  against  his  own  life. 
But  a  preventing  hand  was  laid  upon  his,  and  he  was  with- 

held from  the  brink  of  the  abyss ;  he  who  withheld  him 
was  Thorsten  Lennartson.  He  caused  light  to  ascend  into 
the  darkened  soul  of  Brenner.  He  showed  to  him  the  future 

yet  open  ;  he  let  him  feel  that  he  had  his  own  fate  yet  in  his 
hands  ;  that  he  might  again  obtain  the  esteem  of  social  life, 
and  the  peace  of  his  own  conscience. 

But  not  merely  by  words  did  Lennartson  lay  a  guiding 
hand  upon  the  fate  of  Brenner.  It  was  at  the  time  when 
France  made  war  on  the  States  of  Barbary.  Lennartson 

induced  Brenner's  connexions  to  allow  him  to  take  part  in 
this  campaign,  and  fitted  him  out  at  his  own  expense,  though 
at  that  time  he  was  anything  but  rich.  Lennartson  liad 
rightly  judged  of  his  friend ;  by  this  means  he  accomplished 
his  salvation. 

In  strong  natures  there  is  only  one  step  between  despair 

and  heroism.  W^ith  a  lock  of  Lennartson's  liair  upon  his 
breast,  and  his  image  deeply  stamped  upon  his  soul,  the 
young  Brenner  plunged  forward  upon  a  path  on  which  dan- 

gers of  every  kind  called  him  forth  to  combat.     To  him, 
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there  was  more  tlian  the  conquering  of  people  and  king- 
doms :  to  him,  there  was  the  winning  again  of  honour ;  the 

winning  again  the  esteem  of  himself,  of  his  friends,  and  of 
his  fatherland.  And  with  the  most  joyful  mad-bravery,  he 
ventured  his  life  for  that  purpose.  The  young  Swede  divided 
dangers  and  laurels  with  the  Frenchmen.  And  upon  the 
wild  sea  waves,  in  battle  before  the  walls  of  Algiers,  in  com- 

bats with  Arabs  and  Kabyles  on  the  soil  of  Africa,  the 
French  learned  highly  to  esteem  a  bravery  equal  to  their 
own  (a  greater  is  impossible),  and  to  love  a  humanity  to- 

wards vanquished  foes,  with  which  they  are  not  so  well 
acquainted. 

Afterwards,  Brenner  accompanied  some  learned  French- 
men on  their  dangerous  journey  into  the  interior  of  Africa  ; 

nor  was  it  until  after  an  absence  of  nearly  seven  years  that 
he  again  saw  his  native  land.  He  was  now  met  by  honour  and 
esteem.  He  soon  found  an  opportunity  of  signalising  himself 
as  a  sea-officer,  and  was  quickly  advanced  in  the  service. 

The  first  use  which  Brenner  made  of  the  money  that  he 
obtained  in  service  was  the  payment  of  his  debts  at  home. 
When  he  returned,  he  was  no  longer  in  debt — no  !  neither 
in  money  nor  property.  But  one  debt  had  he  yet  upon  his 
soul,  and  this  he  longed  to  pay.  He  had  left  behind  him 
during  his  absence  a  poor  girl  of  noble  mind,  and  of  humble, 
though  honest  birth,  whom  he  loved  passionately,  and  who 
loved  him  equally  as  well.  He  swore  solemnly  to  return  to 
her,  and  to  make  her  his  wife.  Tears,  however,  went  on. 
Only  seldom  flew  a  dove  from  burning  Africa  to  misty 
Europe,  to  console  the  solitary  heart.  Poverty,  care,  and 
sickness  changed  in  the  saddest  manner  the  young  blooming 
maiden.  She  knew  it;  was  frightened  at  herself;  and  like 
the  sick  bird,  which  finds  out  a  dark  place  in  the  wood  in 
which  to  die,  so  did  she  retire  far  from  the  world,  and  deter- 

mined to  die  for  him  whom  she  loved  ! 

He  sought  her  out,  however,  and  found  her.  But  he 
scarcely  could  have  recognised  her.  He  knew  merely  by  the 
tone  which  at  sight  of  him  broke  forth  in  her  voice  and  in 
her  look,  that  she  was  the  same,  and  that  she  was  true  to 
him.  He  pressed  her  to  his  breast !  he  seized  her  hand  in 
order  to  lead  her  to  the  altar.  But  she  refused.  Ah  !  she 

was   so  withered,  so  poor,  so  joyless.     She  should  only  en- 
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cumber  his  life  ;  sliould  only  follow  him  like  a  shadow  upon 
his  suii-brighteued  path  of  life.  Slie  would  rather  remain  in 
her  obscurity.  She  could,  notwithstanding,  gladden  herself 
in  its  shade  with  the  beams  which  surrounded  him. 

Thus  spoke  she  in  the  earnestness  of  a  pure  heart  ;  and 
whilst  he  read  this  heart,  she  became  to  him  yet  dearer  than 
ever.  He  talked  to  her  of  accompanying  him  to  lands  of 
a  more  beautiful  climate ;  talked  to  her  of  new  flowers  on 
foreign,  lovely  shores ;  of  the  fresh  winds  and  fresh  waves  of 
the  sea  ;  of  dangers  which  they  could  share  with  each  other  ; 
of  burdens  which  she  could  lighten  to  him  ;  of  the  omni- 

potence of  love  ;  of  a  new  life.  She  listened  to  him ;  his 
words  passed  through  her  soul  like  renovating  life !  Life 
bloomed  anew  in  her  heart ;  she  believed,  and  followed  him. 

And  upon  her  cheeks,  which  sickness  had  paled,  Brenner 

impressed  his  kisses.  She  bi'eathed  the  fresh  sea  air.  They 
bloomed  again.  AVhen,  after  an  absence  of  two  years  in 
foreign  countries,  he  came  back  with  his  wife,  she  bloomed 
with  health  and  bappiness. 

On  the  occasion  of  Brenner's  marriage  were  heard  many 
voices  of  disapproval  and  opposition ;  others  also  raised 

themselves  approvingly,  and  no  one's  was  warmer  than  that of  Lennartson. 

He  and  Brenner  were  from  this  time  inseparable  in  their 
lives-interests,  and  they  continue  to  love  one  another  as 
brothers  very  seldom  do  love. 

"  Why  have  I  not  seen  Brenner's  wife  here  ?"  I  asked 
from  my  stepmother,  affected  by  the  relation  which  I  had 
heard. 

"Why?"  replied  my  stepmother,  smiling,  and  rather 
astonished,  "  for  a  very  good  reason.  She  has  been  dead 
three  vears.  The  birth  of  her  youngest  child  cost  her 

her  life." 
I  sate  there  somewhat  surprised,  and  almost  shocked.  My 

stepmother  spoke  of  the  beautiful  qualities  of  the  late  de- 
ceased, and  rather  prided  herself  that  she  (my  stepmother) 

had  taken  her  under  her  wing  and  introduced  her  into 
society,  in  which  she  otherwise  would  not  easily  have  gained 
admittance,  on  which  account  Brenner  always  feela  and 
ehows  an  indescribable  gratitude,  and  so  on. 

I  inauired  if  he  had  sorrowed  much  for  iiis  wife  ? 
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"  Almost  to  insanity,"  replied  my  stepmother.  "  For 
nearly  a  year  he  could  scarcely  hear  the  sight  of  his 
children.  Now,  however,  they  are  his  greatest  delight. 
And  sweet  amiable  children  are  they,  three  hoys  and  two 

girls." It  struck  twelve  during  this  history,  which  had  awoke  the 
most  beneficial  feeling  in  my  mind. 

The  Countess  Gr   promised  to  bring  Plora  home  to 
spend  an  hour  with  us  lierself,  and  to  relate  to  us  the  splen- 

dours of  the  ball,  if  we  only  would  wait  for  her  till  three 

o'clock  in  the  morning  and  have  warm  coffee  ready.  My 
stepmother,  who  is  charmed  with  everything  lively  and  gay, 
promised  it ;  and  whilst  Selma  and  I  made  giant  steps  in  our 
Christmas-boxes,  amid  continued  conversation  about  our  two 
heroes,  the  morning  hour  came  unexpectedly.  Signora 
Luna  and  Flora  came  also,  and  now  there  was  a  zealous 
coffee-drinking  and  talk  about  the  ball.  The  ball  had  been 
magnificent,  and  Flora  one  of  its  beaming  stars  ;  but — but  it 
was  with  this  magnificent  ball  as  with  so  many  others — it 
had  been  too  hot,  too  much  crowded.  The  grand  quadrille 
in  which  Flora  danced  had  had  too  little  space  in  which  to 
exhibit  itself;  the  people  who  had  to  figure  could  not  display 
themselves ;  people  were  almost  overlooked,  and  had  become 
mixed  up  with  the  crowd :  in  one  word,  they  had  not  been 
amused. 

"  St.  Orme  among  the  gentlemen  was  the  one  who  did 
most  honour  to  his  costume,"  said  the  Countess  of  Gr   , 
only  added  she,  "  he  was  somewhat  too  much  of  a  Turk. 
Towards  Flora  in  particular,  he  exercised  a  certain  Sultan 

power.  Perhaps,"  continued  she,  archly,  "  the  Gentleman 
Envoy e  would  thus  hold  all  poor  attaches  in  order." 

Flora  was  the  first  who  acknowledged  a  desire  to  go  to 
rest ;  and  whilst  I  went  to  wake  her  sleeping  maid,  Anna, 
she  ascended  the  steps  which  led  to  our  chambers.  Some 
time  afterwards  I  also  came  up,  and  found  her  standing  at 
the  window  of  the  corridor,  looking  thoughtfully  out  into 
the  night  illumined  by  feeble  moonlight.  As  she  did  not 
appear  to  notice  me,  I  touched  her  arm  softly,  and  asked : 

"  "Where  are  thy  thoughts  now,  lovely  mask  ?" 
"  Where  ?"  answered  the  Circassian,  with  a  strangely  ring- 

ing 'S'oice.    "  Now  !  in  the  wilderness,  where  John  nourished 
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himself  with  locusts,  aud  clothed  himself  in  camel's  hair. 
Ah !  to  be  tliere,  far  from  the  world,  far  from  oneself!" 

"  Flora,  you  are" — strange,  I  would  have  added,  but  Flora 
interrupted  me  and  said, 

"  Tes,  what  am  I  ?  I  would  really  thank  any  one  who  would 
tell  me  what  I  am.     What  I  was — I  know." 

"  And  what  were  you  ?" 
"  A  being  gifted  with  the  richest  and  most  beautiful 

powers,  and  who  might  have  become — yet  what  is  the  use  of 

speaking  of  that  which  I  might  have  "been  ?  That  which  I 
shall  become,  begins  to  be  tolerably  clear  to  me." 

"  Certainly  you  may  become  whatever  you  really  wish  to 
be,"  said  I. 

"Without  seeming  to  regard  these  words.  Flora  continued 
bitterly,  and  full  of  thought — "  Have  you  read  in  fairy- 

tales of  people,  who  through  an  evd.  magic  power  have  in 
one  night  been  changed  into  Wer-wolves,  and  have  taken 
upon  themselves  the  evil  nature  of  those  who  have  bewitched 

them  ?" 
"  Tes,"  replied  I ;  "  but  I  have  also  read  that  the  chris- 

tian name  of  the  bewitched  spoken  by  a  loving  voice,  has 
the  power  of  dissolving  the  magic  and  saving  the  unhappy 

one." 
"  "Who  calls  me  thus  ?  "Who  loves  me  thus  ?  Nobody, 

nobody !"  exclaimed  Flora  ;  "  and  I  do  not  deserve  it.  I  a'm 
not  good  !  I  am — but  what  matters  it  what  I  am.  It  will 
make  nobody  wise.  Hate  me  as  much  as  you  can,  Sophia. 
In  so  doing,  you  do  the  wisest  thing.  No !  do  not  look  so 
tragical.  I  laugh  at  myself,  at  you,  and  at  the  whole 

world." 
Flora  laughed,  but  not  from  her  heart.  Anna  now  came 

up. 

"  "Will  you  not,  for  this  once,  let  Anna  go  to  rest,  and 
accept  me  for  your  maid  ?  I  fancy  I  am  not  entirely  with- 

out talent  as   " 

"  No  !  my  best  Philosophia,"  exclaimed  Flora,  laughing  ; 
"  that  I  really  cannot,  although  I  curtsey  low,  and  thank  you 
for  this  proposal,  so  full  of  honour.  Yet  I  would  rather  see 

my  pins  in  Anna's  hands  than  in  yours,  althou!i:h  she  now 
looks  like  one  of  the  seven  sleeping  virgins.  Anna  !  do  not 
fall  upon  the  candle !     You  are  the  veriest  nightcap  i^i  all 
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Stockliolm  !  Cannot  you  keep  your  eyes  open  for  one  quarter 
of  an  hour  at  night  ?  Look  at  me!  I  have  been  awake  the 

whole  night,  and  I  am  still  so  lively." 
"  Tes,  that  I  believe,"  replied  Anna,  grimly  ;  "  the  young 

lady  has  amused  herself,  and  danced,  but   " 
"  K  that  is  all  that  is  wanted,  you  may  dance  on  before 

me,  in  order  to  waken  yourself." 
Thus  talking,  the  young  lady  and  her  maid  disappeared 

in  her  chamber,  and  I  went  into  mine.  But  it  was  long 
before  I  could  sleep  :  Lennartson  and  his  mother,  the  Viking 
and  his  wife,  stood  so  livingly  before  my  soul ;  and  then 
Flora,  with  her  strange,  capricious  confession.  Still  in  sleep 
it  occupied  me,  and  the  beautiful  Circassian,  and  Wer-wolves, 
and  locusts,  made  a  strange  confusion  in  my  dreams. 

The  21st. 

A  new  revolution  in  Flora ;  a  new  light  respecting  Selma ; 
and  uncertain  gleams  respecting  certain  dark  things.  Signs 
of  the  times  :  conversation  between  my  stepmother  and  me. 

Felix  Delphin's  associates  and  friends ;  the  gentlemen 
Rutschenfelt  and  Skutenhjelm,  or  the  "  Eutschenfelts,"  as 
they  are  called  collectively,  paid  us,  this  morning,  a  rather 
unexpected  visit,  under  the  conduct  of  St,  Orme  and  Felix. 
Their  courteous  errand  was  an  invitation  to  a  great  sledging 
party,  whose  originators  they  were,  and  which  was  to  be  on 
Sunday.  Felix  wished  to  drive  Selma,  and  St.  Orme  invited 
Flora  to  his  sledge.  This  was  to  be  covered  with  tiger-skins, 
and  would  be  drawn  by  fiery  piebalds,  which  Flora  had  seen, 
and  greatly  admired.  This  sledge  was  to  lead  the  procession, 
which  was  to  drive  through  the  principal  streets  of  the  city 
to  the  park,  where  they  were  to  dine,  and  after  that  were  to 
dance,  and  so  on. 

Flora  accepted  the  ofier  with  evident  delight,  clapped  her 

hands,  and  exclaimed,  "  Ah !  I  know  nothing  more  diviae 
than  tiger-skins  and  fire-breathing  horses  !  It  wUl  be  a 

divinely-delightful  drive!" 
But  Selma  whispered  suddenly  to  her,  "  Do  not  consent, 

I  pray  you !     Think  of  Lennartson !" 
"  Well,  why  so  ?"  replied  Flora,  impatiently. 
"  He  would  not  like  it.    Defer  at  least  a  decided  answer!" 

"  Ah  !  always  difficulties  and  opposition  when  I  wish  any- 
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thing,"  said  Flora,  with  an  impatient  movement,  and  the crimson  of  vexation  on  lier  cheeks. 

In  the  mean  time  Eutschenfelt  had  turned  to  my  step- 
mother, and  Skutenhjelm  to  me,  with  the  offer  of  being  our 

sledge-drivers.  I  looked  at  my  stepmother,  and  my  step- 
mother looked  at  me,  and  this  time  with  unity  of  mind,  since 

we  both  of  us  answered  doubtfully,  and  asked  for  time  to 
consider,  before  we  could  give  a  decided  answer. 

As  we  now  all  stood  there  uudeterminedly  and  almost 
declining,  the  spirit  of  defiance  entered  Flora,  and  she  said 

decidedly,  "  Others  may  do  as  they  will,  but  I  mean  to  go, 
and  St.  Orme  has  my  promise." 

"  That  is  beautiful!"  said  he,  "  and  I  hope  that  the  other 
ladies  will  follow  so  good  an  example.  I  will  come  this  even- 

ing to  receive  the  decided  answer." 
Scarcely  was  St.  Orme  gone,  and  the  "  Eutschenfelts," 

together  with  Felix,  had  rushed  down  stairs,  when  Lennart- 
son  entered.  He  soon  was  informed  by  my  stepmother  of 
that  which  had  just  occurred. 

"  What  answer  has  Flora  given?"  asked  he,  curtly  and 
hastily,  as  he  turned  himself  to  her. 

"  I  have  promised  to  go  with  St.  Orme,"  replied  Flora, 
although  evidently  not  with  a  good  conscience — "  I  know  not 
why  I  sliould  refuse  such  an  innocent  pleasure." 

"  It  grieves  me.  Flora,"  said  Lennartson  mildly,  but 
gravely  ;  "  I  must  beseech  of  you  to  give  up  this  pleasure." 

"It  grieves  me,  Lennartson,"  said  Flora,  insolently,  "that 
I  cannot  follow  your  wishes.  I  have  already  given  my  pro- 

mise to  St.  Orme,  and  my  guardian  will  certainly  not  compel 

me  to  break  my  promise." 
"  In  this  case,  I  must  require  that  yot  recal  an  over-hasty 

promise.  I  have  my  reasons  for  it,  wliicl  I  do  not  now  wish 

to  give.    In  one  word,  Flora,  you  shall  not  >o  with  St.  Orme  !" 
"Shall  not!"  cried  Flora  with  flashing  eyes,  "and  who 

can  forbid  me  ?" 
"  I !"  said  Lennartson,  calmly,  but  resolutely. 
There  was  a  time  when  I  thought  that  I  never  could  hear 

a  man  speak  dictatorially  to  a  woman  without  feeling  my 
heart  mutiny  in  my  breast  with  hatred  and  bitterness.  But 
now  at  this  moment  I  heard  such  a  mode  of  speaking,  and  I 
was  calm  I     I  felt  the  force  of  a  noble  power. 
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Flora  felt  it  also.  She  said  nothing.  She  went  quietly 
aside  to  a  window.  Lennartson  talked  for  a  good  while 
with  my  stepmother  and  me,  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 

Wlien  I  next  looked  at  Flora  she  sate  and  sewed.  She 

was  pale,  grave,  and  as  it  were,  changed.  After  a  time, 
Lennartson  seated  himself  directly  opposite  to  her  in  the 
window.  He  took  her  half-reluctant  hand,  and  his  eyes 
sought  hers.  But  she  only  looked  down  the  more  at  her 
work.  At  once  two  bright  tears  rolled  down  vipou  it.  Len- 

nartson whispered  "  Flora!" 
She  raised  her  head,  and  looked  at  him  with  eyes  that 

beauied  with  love. 

Lennartson  looked  at  her  seriously,  and  at  the  same  time 
evidently  affected. 

"  Flora!"  said  he  again,  "how  am  I  to  understand  you  ?" 
"  Can  you  not  have  confidence  in  me  ;  not  have  faith  ia 

me  ;  although  you  do  not  understand  me  ?"  replied  she. 
He  said  nothing,  but  kissed  her  hand  repeatedly.  Again 

several  words  passed  between  them,  which  I  did  not  hear. 
When  Lennartson  arose,  tears  were  in  his  eyes  also.  He 
bowed  silently  to  us,  and  went  out. 

Flora  sate  silent  for  a  long  time,  her  face  concealed  in  her 
pocket-handkerchief.  I  fancied  she  was  deeply  affected.  But 
all  at  once  she  raised  her  head  and  exclaimed,  "  Ah,  I  am  so 
vexed  about  the  tiger-skins  and  the  fiery  horses.  I  should 
have  driven  as  in  a  triumphal  procession.  I  would  have  worn 
my  red  fur  and  my  bonnet  with  the  white  feathers — that 

would  have  looked  enehantingly  beautiful !" 
Selma  looked  at  her  with  a  half-wounded,  half-troubled 

glance,  as  if  she  w^ould  say  to  her,  "How  can  you  now  think 
about  such  a  thing  ?" 

Flora  observed  it  and  exclaimed,  "  See !  Selma,  do  not 
copy  Sophia,  and  look  like  a  litany  at  any  little  vagaries 
of  mine.  I  cannot  help  liking  that  which  is  splendid  and 
beautiful.  And  some  little  pleasure  will  I  have  iu  this  life  if 
I  am  to  live.  Ah  !  a  sunny,  gay  life  is  glorious.  Take  two 
cups,  and  pour  into  the  one  the  bitter  draught  of  renuncia- 

tion, and  into  the  other  youth,  strength,  health,  pleasure, 
joy — and  I  would  defy  even  -you,  wise  Philosophia,  not  to 
grasp  after  the  latter.  Oh  !  I  would  that  I  could  drink  out 

the  latter,  drink  it  to  the  very  lees," 
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"  And  would,"  said  I,  " find  tliere  just  the  bitterest  portion 
of  the  draught  which  you  have  represented  to  be  the  contents 

of  the  first  cup.  For  my  part,  I  will  have  a  better  joy — than 

pleasure  ;  a  better  draught  of  refreshment  than  amusement." 
"Give  me,"  exclaimed  Flora,  "amusement,  enjoyment! 

Let  me  have  pleasure,  pleasure,  pleasure  ;  and  after  that — let 

hie  die  !     So  speaks  a  candid  person." 
"  But  not  so  a  reasonable  one,"  said  I,  smiling. 
"And  Avho  told  you  that  I  am  a  reasonable  person?"  ex- 

claimed Flora,  with  vehemence,  as  she  waltzed  around  a  few 

times.  "  Perhaps  I  am  not  at  all  a  person.  Perhaps  I  am 
one  of  those  beings  who  float  between  heaven  and  earth, 
without  the  property  of  belonging  to  either  of  them,  and 

which,  therefore,  dance  upon  the  earth  as  bright  will-o'-the- 
wisps.  And — perhaps  it  is  better  so  to  dance,  than  like  you 
and  others,  to  grope  over  that  about  which  nobody  m  ants  any 
certainty.  Come,  Selma,  dear,  let  us  waltz.  Play  us  some- 

thing from  Strauss,  Sophia  ;  the  wilder  the  better." 
I  played,  and  the  two  young  girls  danced ;  and  that  was 

just  now  as  good  as  talking  rationally  with  Flora.  And 
sometimes  people  dance  themselves  into  quiet,  sooner  than 
one  can  reason  them  into  it.  At  the  bottom  of  all  Flora's 
outbreaks  lay  an  inward  disquiet.  The  whole  day  she  was  in 
an  overstrained  changeable  humour,  and  seemed  purposely  to 
avoid  becoming  quiet  and  rational. 

■    In  the  afternoon  St.  Orme  came,  and  at  sight  of  him  Flora 
collected  herself. 

"How  is  it  with  our  sledging  party?"  was  his  first 
question. 

Flora  with  assumed  calmness  besought  him  to  excuse  her, 

reclaiming  her  promise  for  this  party.  "  An  earlier  promise 
—another  engagement,  which  she  had  forgotten  this  morn- 

ing, prevented  her   " 
St.  Orme  heard  her  excuses  with  a  dark  look,  and  a  crafty 

smile  upon  his  thin  lips.  He  then  approached  her,  and  said 
with  a  low  voice  : 

"  May  one  know  what  promise  it  is  which  prevents  you 
from  fulfilling  the  one  which  you  made  to  me  ?  But  perhaps 

you  have  also  now  forgotten  that  ?" 
"  That  may  be  !"  said  Flora,  with  negligent  pride. 
"  Such  forgetfuluess  never  occurs  to  me,"  said  St.  Orme, 
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with  a  mild  but  expressive  voice.  "  I  have  a  good  memory  ; 
and  I  can  also  prove  it  by  that  which  I  bear  upon  my  breast." 
With  these  words  he  folded  back  his  waistcoat  a  little,  and  I 
saw  a  bright  something,  which  appeared  to  me  in  the  haste 
to  be  a  red  ribbon.  But  paler  was  the  red  than  that  upon 

Flora's  cheeks.  She  clenched  her  hand  convulsively,  and 
exclaimed  in  a  bitter  tone,  as  she  turned  herself  suddenly 

from  St.  Orme  to  me  :  "  How  happy  men  are  !  They  can 
with  arms  in  their  hands  demand  right  or  revenge  !  Ah,  that 
I  were  a  man!" 

"  Would  you  then  fight  with  me,  my  lovely  cousin  ?" 
asked  St.  Orme,  smiling.     "  Should  we  fight  a  duel  ?" 

"  Yes,"  cried  Flora  ;  "  hotly,  for  life  aad  death  !" 
"  It  is  fortunate  for  me,"  continued  St.  Orme  in  a  jesting 

tone,  "  that  you  are  only  a  lady.  And  now  I  council  you  to 
use  no  other  weapons  against  me  than  your  beautiful  eyes. 
To  these  I  am  ready  to  resign  myself  captive.  Adieu,  Flora ! 

Adieu,  Sophia!     I  wish  you  much  pleasure  this  evening." 
It  was  the  day  of  the  opera  ;  and  Flora  and  Selma  were  to 

go,  with  Mrs.  Eittersvard  and  her  daughter,  to  my  step- 

mother's box.  My  stepmother  herself  was  a  little  wearied, 
and  wished  not  to  go  ;  and  I  promised  Selma  that  I,  at  all 
events,  would  stay  at  home  to  keep  her  company,  and  to 
amuse  her. 

"And  hear,  thou  sweet  angel,"  whispered  Selma,  archly, 
before  she  went,  "  do  not  be  too  rigidly- christian  in  thy  love 
of  justice  towards  the  Grylleulofs  and  the  Silfverlings,  in  case 

the  conversation  turn  upon  them.  Such  '  spasmodic  ac- 
quaintance' can  bear  a  little  bitterness  and  peppering." 

I  promised  to  be  severe  against  them,  and  desired  an  ex- 

planation of  the  phrase  "  spasmodic  acquaintance  ;"  but  she 
asked,  "  Is  it  possible  not  to  understand  it  ?  Oh  golden  in- 

nocence!"    And  she  ran  away,  laughing  at  my  ignorance. 
Alone  with  my  stepmother,  I  remarked  that  we,  on  both 

sides,  were  laden  with  strong  material  for  a  great  conversa- 
tion, and  desired  nothing  better  than  that  we  should  com- 

mence. 

"  It  is  extraordinary,"  began  we,  both  of  us,  as  we  seated 
ourselves  by  the  evening  lamp. —  (N.B.  We  begin  our  poli- 

tical discourses  always  with  "  It  is  extraordinary,"  or  "  It  is 
wonderful,"  or  "It  is  quite  inconceivable  ;"  or  with  a  similar E  2 
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•jtpression  of  excitement,  as  an  iwtioduction  to  obsen'ationa 
ou  some  questions  of  the  day.  And  as  my  stepmother  and 
1,  in  consequence  of  our  different  political  tendencies,  take 
«n  opposition  newspapers,  so  it  is  of  consequence  to  us  to 
iiaAe  met  with  any  appropriate  reflection  or  phrase  therein, 
in  order  that  we  may  startle  one  another — nay,  indeed, 
sometimes  strike  one  another ;  but  all  in  the  very  best 
friendliness,  of  course  !  This  has  been  a  horribly  long  pa- 

renthesis !  Now,  I  had  exactly  to-day  read  in  my  newspaper 
various  remarkable  facts  on  tlie  progress  of  industry,  and 
had  appropriated  to  myself  a  strong  phrase  respecting  this 
giant  work.  It  was  as  an  introduction  to  it  that  I  began 

with  "  It  is  remarkable."  And  now  at  length  is  the  paren- 
thesis ended.) — ^'hen  I  heard  my  stepmother  begin  in  the very  same  way  as  I  had  begun,  I  gave  with  due  reverence 

tlie  preference  to  her  "  extraordinary  fact ;"  and  it  showed 
itself  not  to  be  the  iiidustrial  spirit  of  the  age,  but  it  was 

"  some  people,  and  their  want  of  understanding  and  good 
feeling,"  of  wbich  my  stepmother  had  had  to-day  an  extra- 
ordinarj^  proof.  I  saw  Count  Gyllenlofs  coming  ;  and  tliey 

came  too,  and  with  them  Silfverlings.  "We  accused  the  first 
of  want  of  good  breeding,  of  vanity  and  haughtiness  ;  and 
we  ridicided  the  others  on  account  of  their  fopper}^  and  their 
gentility.  "  The  poor  people  !"  they  know  no  better.  They 
ure  as  pitiable  as  they  are  ridiculous,  said  we. 

Trom  them  we  went  to  other  friends  and  acquaintance, 
and  blew  good  and  ill  luck  over  the  people.  AVe  added  a 
little  to  the  palsy  of  Mrs.  TJittersviird,  and  made  it  more 

apoplectic,  and  almost  upset  the  triumphal  chariot  of  "the 
Beauty,"  that  we  might  the  better  decide  the  choice  of 
.Sparrskold,  between  beauty  and  virtue ;  that  is  to  say, 

Flora's  sister,  and  Hellfiid  Eittersviird. 
Aly  stepmother  wished  greatly,  for  the  sake  of  her  good 

friend,  Mrs.  Eittersvard,  that  the  daughter  might  marry 
well,  and  Lieutenant  Sparrskold  is  a  distinguished  young 
man,  and  has  good  prospects  ;  my  stepmother,  however,  be- 

lieves in  the  conquest  of  beauty  ;  I  hoped  in  the  conquest  of 
virtue,  and  we  laid  a  wager  upon  it. 

During  all  these  arrangements  for  friends  and  relatives,  I 
endeavoured,  unobserved,  to  approach  our  own  family,  in 
order  to  hear  the  thoughts  of  my  stepmother  on  the  signa 
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aud  movements  which  now  were  going  on  within  it.  Tor 
this  purpose,  I  confessed  some  observations  which  I  had 
made  on  St.  Orme,  Flora,  and  Lennartson,  and  on  the 
strange  relationship  between  them. 
My  stepmother  listened  with  excited  attention,  and  put 

some  sudden  questions  ;  but  instead  of  opening  to  me  her 
views,  she  withdrew  herself  at  once  into  the  intrenclnnents 
of  the  mystery,  and  with  a  demeanour  which  would  have 

been  worthy  of  Prince  Metteriiich  himself,  said,  "  You  must 
be  convinced,  my  dear  Sophia,  that  I  see  everything — see 
aud  hear  perfectly  everything  which  goes  on  around  me,  al- 

though I  say  nothing,  nor  will  meddle  in  the  affair,  before 

I   " 
Here  began  the  diplomatic  water-gruel.  I  swallowed  it,  and 

with  it  a  little  vexation.  Unexpectedly  my  stepmother  turned 
towards  me  with  remarks  on  me  and  my  position  in  life,  to- 

gether with  certain  bewildering  questions  as  to  whether  I 
would  not  change  it  in  case  a  suitable,  good  offer  invited  me 
— for  example,  if  an  elderly,  sedate  man,  of  good  character, 
respectability,  property,  education,  and  handsome  establish- 

ment, should  off'er,  and  so  on. 
Mortified  a  little  by  my  stepmother's  omniscience  and 

reserve,  I  thought,  "  If  my  stepmother  will  enact  Prince  Met- 
ternich,  then  I  can  enact  Prince  Talleyrand ;"  and  instead 
of  replying  to  the  inquiries  of  my  stepmother,  I  began  a 
warm  panegyric  on  the  freedom  and  emancipation  of  woman. 
My  stepmother  at  this  became  very  violent,  and  without 
understanding  how  and  what  I  properly  meant,  opposed 
herself,  with  her  utmost  zeal,  to  all  emancipation.  I  wished 

to  explain,  but  she  would — as  I  also,  in  fact — only  hear  her- 
self, and  so  we  over-clamoured  one  another  for  a  long  time. 

The  return  of  the  opera-going  ladies  interrupted  us.  They 
came  accompanied  by  Lennartson,  the  young  Sparrskold, 
and  Pelix.  Signora  Luna  and  her  caro  sposo  increased  our 
evening  party,  who,  after  accounts  of  the  opera,  were  drawn 
into  the  strife  which  was  on  foot  between  my  stepmother 
and  me.  They  agreed  that  it  should  be  fought  out  during 
supper.  It  was  done  with  veritable  zeal.  All  spoke  on  the 
Bubject  with  the  exception  of  Selma.  I  had  Ake  Sparrskold 
and  Signora  Luna  on  my  side.  The  Rittersvards  and  the 
Great  Alexander  ranged  themselves  ou  the  side  of  my  ste[i- 
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mother.  The  latter  was  much  troubled  ;  her  eyes  twinkled 

much  when  I  mentioned  Thorild,  and  quoted  certain  pas- 
b..ges  wliich  may  be  read  in  the  fourth  part  of  his  collected 
woi  ks,  and  which  certain  geutlemen  and  certain  ladies  would 
do  well  a  little  to  consider. 

Lennartson  for  some  time  took  merely  a  jesting  part  iu 
the  conversation,  and  amused  himself  with  nullifying  the 

arguments,  right  and  left,  by  sallies  of  wit,  mine  in  particu- 
lar ;  at  lengtli,  however,  on  my  gravely  demanding  that  he 

should  understand  me,  he  said  some  seriovis  convincing  words 

on  the  subject ;  some  of  tliose  words,  of  great  understand- 
ins,  which  are  more  charmino:  to  hear  than  the  most  deli- 

cious  music.  I  delighted  myself — by  storing  them  up 
against  a  future  day  of  judgment.  These  words  closed  the 
discussion.  Baron  Alexander  was,  however,  much  less  satis- 

fied with  the  decision.  I  concluded  this  from  his  reply  to 

his  lady,  wlien  she  proposed  that  he  should  invite  Lennait- 
son  to  dine  some  day  in  the  week  when  they  would  have  com- 

pany. He  replied  witli  a  gruff  negative  ;  and  as  she  be- 
seechingly represented   

"  But,  my  friend,"  he  interrupted  her  peremptorily — 
"  but,  my  friend,  I  will  not.  It  may  be  your  place  to  pro- 

pose things,  but  it  is  mine  to  decide.  And  now  I  have 

decided  on  this  thing,  and  I  will  not  hear  another  word." 
Tlie  Countess  G.  was  silent ;  but  a  cloud  passed  over  her 

countenance. 

It  is  no  wonder  to  me  if  she  be  a  radical  in  the  Emanci- 

pation question. 

"When  we  had  separated  for  the  night,  Selma  accompanied 
me  (as  she  often  does)  with  a  light  up  to  my  chamber. 
There  I  reproached  her  jestingly  for  not  having  supported 
my  motion  this  evening,  and  accused  her  of  beijig  altogether 

without  any  "  esprit  de  corpsT 
She  denied  laughingly  the  accusation,  but  said  that  for 

her  part  she  had  not  felt  yet  the  necessity  of  emanci- 

pation. 
"I  have,"  said  she,  "looked  up  to  the  people  who  ruled 

over  me.  You  know  how  kind  my  mother  is  towards  me; 
how  she  wishes  oidy  my  ha|)piness,  and  does  everytliing  for 
it.  And  my  father!  Ah!  Iiow  happy  was  I,  that  1  could 
love  him,  obey  him,  direct  myself  in  all  things  by  him.    And 
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after  his  death — "     She  stopped  suddenly  and  blushed.    -I 
continued,  "  Well  ?  and  after  his  death." 

"  Yes,  then  I  became  acquainted  with  another  man,  and 
looked  up  to  him."     .... 

"  Alia  !"  thought  I,  and  a  light  broke  in  upon  me.  "  May 
I  ask  the  name  of  the  man  ?"  said  I,  not  without  an  arch 
look  ;  "  may  I — name  Lennartson  ?" 

With  great  seriousness,  but  with  a  tremor  of  voice,  Selma 
replied  : 

"  I  shall  always  be  glad  to  have  become  acquainted,  in 
him,  with  the  noblest  and  best  man  on  the  earth.  Might,  oh 
might  Flora  but  make  him  happy  !  For  me,  I  wish  merely 
to  be  his  sister,  his  friend,  and  to  have  the  right  to  be  near 
him,  to  serve  him,  to  contribute  in  anyway  to  his  happiness. 

May  he  be  happy !  may  he  be  happy  wdth  Flora !" 
"  And  then,  my  Selma,  shall  I  not  see  thee  happy  with — " 
"  With  no,  no  husband !"  inteiTupted  Selma  warmly ; 

"  but  I  have  a  mother,  I  have  thee,  Sophia !  I  wUl  live  for 
you,  and  for  the  others  who  are  dear  to  me.  It  is  so  sweet 
to  love !  But  now,  my  mother  indeed  thinks  that  I  am 
quite  bewitched  here.  Good  night,  sweet,  good,  wise,  dearest 

sister!" 
She  kissed  me  tenderly  and  joyfully,  and  I  heard  her  sing- 

ing Clara's  song  in  Groethe's  Egmont  as  she  went  down stairs : 
Gliicklich  allein  ist  die  Seele  die  liebt. 

The  23rd. 

Poor  Felix !     He  loves  Selma  so  warmly,  and  fears  not 
being   loved   again.     He   is  unhappy  and   dissatisfied  with 
himself  and  with  the  whole  world.     He  prays  me  to  be  to 
him  friend  and  sister.     How  gladly  will  I !     His  warm  heart 
and  his  confidence  have  softened  me  towards  him  ;  but   
but   ! 

The  24th.  • 
I  feel  now  more  clearly,  that  I  am  here  on  a  volcanic  soil ; 

a  soil,  which  gnawing  passions  make  at  the  same  time  in- 
teresting and  dangerous.  For  who  can  tell  what  the  explo- 

sion may  turn  out, — whether  it  may  merely  produce  a  beau- 
tiful atmospheric  appearance,  or  desolate  whole  countries. 

Were  not   my  own  heart  already  too  much  interested  oa 

/ 
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my  young  sister's  account,  I  should  view  these  scenes  of 
human  life,  and  the  enfolding  of  this,  in  some  respects, 
puzzling  connexion,  with  calmness,  and  also  with  pleasure. 

Ah !  it  is  good,  however,  when  tlie  youthful  time  is  over, 
and  quieter  years  come.  It  is  good  when  the  wild  comhat 
of  the  feelings  allays  itself ;  good  also  that  it  has  been,  for  it 
has — produced  a  world !  And  over  it  floats  a  new  spirit 
with  new  life  ;  the  quiet  spirit  of  thought,  which  lays  cool- 
ingly  its  hand  upon  our  hot  brows,  separates  darkness  from 

light,  and  says  to  the  eye,  "Be  clear,"  and  to  life,  "Be 
calm." 

In  the  Evening. 

What  is  this  ?  Will  the  frenzy  of  love  and  romance  whicli 
is  in  this  family  infect  indeed  the  whole  world  ?  Or  is  it 
with  certain  mental  dispositions,  as  wdth  the  nocturnal  dance 
of  the  Scottish  witches,  who  draw  into  their  circle  whatever 

comes  near  to  them,  and  compel  it — to  dance  with  them  ? 
But  no !  In  the  name  of  free-will,  it  shall  not  become  so  ! 
and  for  that  reason  I  will — immediately  make  confession  to 
myself. 

Full  of  tlie  composing  and  gladdening  thoughts  which  I 
had  written  down  this  morning,  I  went  out  to  take  a  walk. 
I  find  great  pleasure  in  rambling  through  Stockliolm,  and  in 
looking  about  me  on  these  occasions.  How  many  various 
shapes  of  life  move  themselves  in  a  large  city  !  how  many 
human  propensities  and  gifts  here  hare  taken  bodily  shape 
and  glance  forth  with  peculiar,  marked  physiognomies !  I 
find  pleasure  in  observing  tliese  little  worlds,  and  in  thinking 
how  they  all  strive  forth  towards  the  same  sun,  and  may  be 
brightened  by  it ;  I  find  pleasure  in  conversing  with  them, 
and  in  lotting  them  answer  me. 

The  Finnish  national  poem  Kalevala,  calls  the  radical 
words,  the  words  with  which  the  sjiirits  and  the  being  of 
nature  rule  each  other,  primeval  words,  and  these  words 
seem  to  be  the  primeval-being  of  things  tliemselves,  tlie 
mystery  of  their  inward  life.  Whenever  they  may  be  ad- 

dressed or  conjured  in  such  words,  they  must  answer,  they 
must  obey. 

This  has  a  deep,  gladdening  truth. 
But  one  finds  not  when  one  will  peimeval  words  Cneithei 
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in  the  poem  Kalevala,  nor  in  actuality).  One  must  be  in  a 
particular  frame  of  mind   

This  day  was  favourable  in  an  especial  manner  for  life  and 
observation,  for  its  changing  play  of  shadow  and  light  caused 
the  various  regions  of  the  city  to  appear  in  a  changeful  and 
living  manner. 

More  than  ever  was  I  captivated  by  the  peculiar  beauty 
of  Stockholm ;  historical  memories  rose  up  like  crowned 
spirits  from  the  seven  islands.  ...  I  seemed  to  hear 
the  Saga-songs  in  the  winds,  in  the  rushing  of  the  waves  on 
these  shores,  which  good  and  evil  deeds,  which  great  actions 
and  great  sufferings,  have  stamped  with  their  poetic  seal. 

I  once  saw  a  capital  without  any  towers,  without  any  one 
building  exceeding  in  beauty  and  size  the  rest ;  all  were 

equal,  and  people  said,  "  See  here  the  image  of  a  true  social 
community." 

But  no !  it  is  not  so.  "When  a  people  come  to  the  con- sciousness of  its  full  life,  its  cities  and  its  buildings  will 
testify  of  it :  there  must  the  flaming  spires  of  temples  ascend 
to  the  sky  ;  there  must  columns  of  honour  stand  in  memorial 
of  great  men ;  there  must  magnificent  palaces  (not  private 
ones !)  express  the  sense  of  greatness  in  a  noble  public 
spirit ;  there  the  heautiful  must  express  in  manifold  forms 
the  good  in  the  life  of  the  state. 

But  whither  does  my  wandering  pen  conduct  me  ?  My 
feet  led  me  this  time  south,  high  up  the  mountain  and  then 
down  to  the  strand,  and  into  a  boat,  that  I  might  again  go 
north.  I  had  just  seen  a  man  leave  a  small  house  on  the 
shore,  where  a  pale  elderly  woman  followed  him  with  bless- 

ings to  the  door,  and  saw  him  now  go  with  hasty  steps  down 
the  stairs  to  the  strand,  where  the  boat  lay.  As  I  came 

down,  he  turned  round,  and  with  a  joyful  "Ah  !"  and  out- 
stretched arms,  helped  me  lightlj^  into  the  boat,  where  he 

took  his  place  at  the  helm.     It  was  the  Yikiug ! 
It  pleased  me  to  meet  with  him,  especially  as  I  remarked 

that  his  large  brown  eyes  rested  upon  me  with  the  same  ex- 
pression as  they  had  done  on  the  first  evening  of  our  ac- 

quaintance. I  was  warm  from  walking,  the  wind  had  played 
somewhat  wildly  with  my  hair,  I  knew  that  I  was  looking 
well,  and  saw  that  the  Viking  thought  so  also.  A  certain 
Bafcisfaction  in  soul  and  body ;  the  low  dashing  of  the  waves 
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around  me,  the  mild  air,  the  rich  spectacle  round  about, 

Brenner's  presence — all  gave  me  a  feeling  of  exalted  life, 
and  this  caused  me  involuntarily  to  give  expression  to  the 
thoughts  and  impressions  which  had  animated  and  still  ani- 

mated me. 

Brenner  listened  with  evident  sympathy  and  pleasure ; 

but  when  I  expressed  my  wish  "  that  people  still  more  and 
more  would  come  to  understand  life  by  the  liglit  of  reason 

and  to  live  in  bright  thoughts,"  he  shook  his  head,  and  said : 
"  Science  and  philosophy  cannot  make  people  better,  can 

contribute  but  little  to  their  true  happiness.  The  inclina- 
tions of  the  heart  alone  give  to  life  fulness  and  worth.  The 

pure  atmosphere  of  thought  appears  to  me  like  tlie  air  of 
Mont  Blanc  ;  one  can  see  in  it  all  the  great  stars  and  the 

clouds  under  one's  feet,  but  one  can  scarcely  breathe,  and 
all  life  is  soon  extinguished  from  want  of  the  breath  of  life." 

I  replied  :  "  The  life  of  thought  excludes  not  the  life  of 
feeling,  but  rules  it,  and  prevents  its  preponderance.  Keasou 

saves  man  from  much  suffering." 
"  Eeason!"  exclaimed  the  Viking;  "I  will  know  nothing 

of  such  reason  as  kills  the  best  life  of  the  soul,  which  pre- 
vents man  from  suffering.  AVithout  suffering  life  is  not 

worth  much." 
I  felt  myself  struck  by  this  thought,  and  especially  by  the 

looks  and  the  tone  in  which  it  was  spoken,  yet  notwithstand- 
ing, I  said : 

"  There  is  so  much  irrational,  aimless  suffering ;  so  much 

tormenting  feeling,  without  rhyme  or  reason." 
"  Ah  !"  said  Brenner,  "  much  that  appears  irrational,  is 

still  at  bottom  good !  if  it  be  for  nothing  else  than  to  slay 
the  egotism  which  makes  us  so  careful  about  ourselves,   so 

calculating,   so  coldly-and-stiffly  reasonable   that   it  is   
horrible.  Feelings  without  rhyme  or  reason !  They  are 
precisely  such  as  these  which  please  me.  Who,  for  example, 
speaks  of  a  rational  love  ?  And  yet  love  is  the  noblest 
feeling  of  life,  its  sublimest  flower.  I,  for  my  part,  never 

am  rational — never  was  so — and  never,  I  hope,  shall  be." 
Smiling  and  well-pleased  I  combated  his  arguments,  and 

would  know  nothing  of  any  other  than  of  a  rational  love  ; 
whereupon  the  Viking  grew  hot,  but  in  a  cheerful  and  good* 
liumoured  way. 
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When  we  lay  to  at  Logarden,  and  Brenner  offered  hia 

baud  to  assist  me  out,  he  said,  "  Do  not  be  angry  with  me 
on  account  of  my  want  of  reason,  Miss  Adelan  !  I  will  see 

whether  I  cannot  improve." 
"  Perhaps  we  shall  understand  each  other  better  for  the 

future,"  said  I,  cheerfully,  and  with  a  friendly  feeling. 
"  Thanks  for  the  words  !  Yes,  may  we  do  so  !"  said  the 

Viking,  and  pressed  my  hand. 
What  does  all  this  denote  ?  and  why  does  it  give  me 

pleasure  to  please  this  man,  whom  I  have  known  so  short  a 
tiuie  ?  No,  Cousin  Flora,  it  is  not  a  passion  for  conquest, 
at  least  not  a  blameable  one,  and — if  it  had  been  so  for  a 
moment,  I  would  take  care  that  it  was  not  so  again,  For  to 
wish  to  be  agreeable  to  persons  whom  one  finds  agreeable, 
that  is  no  siu,  and  no  weakness  ;  but  a  pleasing  and  becom- 

ing nature.  It  is  the  foundation  of  all  that  which  makes 
social  life  charming  and  happy.     But  human  love  must  not 
degenerate  into   

The  25th. 

Worse  and  worse !  Yesterday  as  we  landed  I  expressed 
my  delight  at  some  hyacinths  and  jonquils  which  were  carried 
past  us.  To-day  these  flowers  diffuse  their  odour  in  my  room. 
They  were  accompanied  by  a  note  from  the  Viking ! 

Good  now !  Plowers  are  the  symbol  of  good-will  and 
friendship.     I  will  regard  these  as  such. 

The  29th. 

The  Baroness  Bella  B.,  the  Beauty,  and  Hellfrid  Eitters- 
vard,  paid  us  a  visit.  Afterwards,  Ake  Sparrskold,  Felix, 

and  others.  "  The  Beauty"  expatiated  (quite  mal-a-propos, 
methinks)  on  the  unhappiness  and  disagreeableness  of  ugli- 

ness. She  pities  "  from  her  heart  plain  people;"  but  they 
must  at  least  know  that  they  are  plain,  and  must  stop  at 
home,  and  not  exhibit  themselves  out  in  the  world,  and  in 
society,  where  they  can  awaken  only  disagreeable  feelings. 

I  was  provoked  at  this  speech,  which  evidently  was  made 
with  reference  to  Hellfrid  Kittersvard,  whose  calm,  classical 
demeanour  I  admired  at  this  moment  She  only  cast  a  quiet, 

patient  look  upon  the  cruel  "  Beauty,"  and  said  mildly,  "  Aa 
it  is  not  plain  people's  fault  that  they  are  plain,  it  is  excus- 

able if  they  go  among  their  fellow-beings  with  the  confidence 
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tliat  they  will  show  indulgence  and  kindness  towards  them  ; 
nay,  precisely  on  account  of  their  misfortune,  if  one  mu!>t 

take  the  affair  so  seriously." 
Tliis  was  said  with  an  indescribably  noble  expression,  and 

I  should  have  replied  with  warmth,  had  not  young  Sparrskold 
anticipated  me  as  he  exclaimed : 

"  I  cannot  understand  the  importance  which  certain  people 
set  upon  outward  beauty  or  plainness.  I  am  of  opinion  that 
all  true  education,  such  at  least  as  has  a  religious  foundation, 
must  infuse  a  noble  calm,  a  wholesome  coolness,  an  indif- 

ference, or  whatever  people  may  call  it,  towards  such-like 
outward  gifts,  or  the  want  of  them.  And  who  has  not  expe- 

rienced of  how  little  consequence  they  are  in  fact  for  the 
weal  or  woe  of  life  ?  Who  has  not  experienced  how,  on  nearer 
acquaintance,  plainness  becomes  beautified,  and  beauty  loses 
its  charm,  exactly  according  to  the  quality  of  the  heart  and 
mind  ?  And  from  this  cause  am  I  also  of  opinion,  that  the 
want  of  outward  beauty  never  disquiets  a  noble  nature,  nor 
will  be  regarded  as  a  misfortune.  It  never  can  prevent  people 
from  being  amiable  and  beloved  in  the  highest  degree.  And 

we  have  daily  proofs  of  this." 
I  could  have  embraced  the  young  man  for  these  words, 

which  calling  forth  a  look  of  vexation  iu  the  countenance  of 
the  Beauty,  made  her  plain,  whilst  a  joyful  emotion  diffused 

over  Hellfrid's  countenance  the  splendour  of  beauty.  Alee 
Sparrskold  had  never  appeared  handsomer  to  me  than  at  tliia 
moment.  Later  in  the  evening  he  sang.  He  had  an  ex- 

tremely agreeable  voice.  I  said  so  to  Miss  Eittersviird  ;  she 
agreed,  but  so  shortly,  that  I  might  have  fancied  her  to  be 
cold,  had  I  not  observed  by  her  look  that  her  feelings  were 
only  too  warm. 

The  1st  of  December. 

Visits  and  entertainment.      E,utschenfelts  and  Co. ;    to- 
gether with  a  conversation  which  turned  upon  Gyllenlofs 

soirees,  magnificent  rooms  and  furniture,  and  such  like;  as 
well  as  on  the  delicate  dinners  of  tlie  new-married  couple,  the 
O   skolds.      What    wine  !    what    delicacies !      St.    Orme 
took  the  lead,  and  Felix  and  his  friends  joined  in.  Among 

these,  a  young  Captain  Eummel  (Ake  Sparrskold's  captain) 
distinguished  himself,    whom    the   other  young   gentlemen 
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»ookecl  np  to  with  a  certain  admiration  and  a  certain  envy. 
His  domestic  establishment  was  described  as  a  pattern  of 
comfort  and  elegance,  was  celebrated  as  a  pattern  of  a 

bachelor's  housekeeping.  People  spoke  in  particular  of  his 
sleeping-room,  of  his  expensive  toilet,  and  of  his  own  por- 

trait, which  was  hung  up  there  over  his  own  bed.  (This 
seemed  to  me  like  a  little  idol-temple  of  self,  and  I  felt  at 
that  moment  contempt  moimt  up  within  me.)  Beyond  this, 
his  connoisseurship  in  the  delicacies  of  the  table  was  extolled. 

He,  however,  politely  yielded  the  palm  in  this  to  the  Cham- 
berlain, who  accepted  it  modestly  ;  as  he  confessed,  that 

although  in  Sweden  people  were  rather  "gourmand"  than 
"  gourmet,"  yet  that  he  belonged  to  the  latter  .class  of  people. 

Felix  agreed  with  him,  that  in  roast  veal  there  are  only 

three  pieces  which  are  "  really  eatable."  By  degrees,  they 
began  to  draw  a  picture  of  all  that  was  required  in  these 
days  to  make  life  comfortable.  (Nevertheless  I  suspect, 
from  what  I  know  of  certain  connexions  of  Captain  Eummel, 
that  certain  necessaries  of  this  felicitous  life  were  now 

omitted  out  of  regard  to  the  ladies  present.)  Felix  sighed 
deeply  on  account  of  tlie  large  sum  of  money  which  the 
satisfying  of  all  these  wants  demanded. 

In  the  mean  time,  Leunartson  was  occupied  in  a  distant 
part  of  the  room  in  reading  various  newspapers  ;  still  I  am 
convinced  that  he  heard  all  that  was  spoken  in  the  room.  At 
length,  rising  and  approaching  the  company,  he  smiled  and 
exclaimed : 

"  Here  is  also  a  picture  of  human  wants  which  is  original. 
Will  the  gentlemen  hear  it  i^"  And  he  read  from  a  news- 

paper which  he  held  in  his  hand  the  following  article  from 
Hernosand  :* 

"  Tlie  learned  mathematical  lecturer  Auren  died  here 
during  the  past  month,t  at  the  age  of  eighty-one.  He  was 
the  author  of  several  learned  works,  and  among  these  some 
on  Biblical  Chronology,  which  he  published  at  his  own  ex- 

pense. Notwithstanding,  he  amassed  out  of  his  small  salary, 
on  which  he  lived  and  in  his  latter  years  divided  with  a 
curate,  the  sum  of  eight  thousand  rix  dollars.  This  could 
not  have  been  done  without  the  most  perfect  self-deniai  of 

•  The  capital  ci!y  of  Norland.  t  February,  1842. 
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fill  worldly  pleasures  and  comforts.  To  what  extent  lie 
carried  these  sacrifices  may  be  shown  by  this,  that  his  needy 
dwelling,  even  in  the  severest  weather,  was  never  warmed, 
nor  was  a  candle  ever  lighted  within  it.  When  darkness 
came  down,  he  lay  on  his  bed,  whilst  his  favourites  the 
stars,  which  were  to  him  sufficient  company,  furnished  a 
subject  for  his  thoughts,  or,  if  the  heavens  were  clear,  for  his 
observation.  That  he  was  not  impelled  hereto  by  a  sordid 
selfishness,  is  proved  as  much  by  the  support  which  during 
his  life  he  privately  extended  to  cases  of  necessity,  as  by  the 
noble  manner  in  which  he  has  disposed  of  his  property. 

"  Four  thousand  eight-hundred  rix-dollars  lie  has  appro- 
priated to  two  stipends.  He  has  given  a  house  in  the  city  to 

an  old  man,  whose  wife  tenderly  and  carefully  waited  upon 
him  during  the  latter  years  of  his  life.  The  remainder  of  his 

property  descends  to  his  needy  connexions." After  Lennartson  had  ended,  a  short  silence  ensued  in  the 

room.  Selma's  beaming  eyes  were  directed  to  the  reader, 
whilst  the  eyes  of  Felix  rested  upon  her. 

Xow  arose  a  light  murmur :  "  AYell,  yes  !  an  anchorite,  a 
hermit, — but  one  cannot  live  in  this  way  if  one  lives  in  the 

world,  if  one  will  live  with  people." 
"That  I  confess,"  answered  Lennartson;  "but  it  is  a 

question  whether  the  system  of  lecturer  Auren  will  not  con- 
tribute more  than  the  system  which  prevails  here,  towards  the 

obtaining  peace  and  happiness  during  a  long  life  on  earth." 
"  I  would  as  soon  die  to-morrow  morning,"  exclaimed 

Felix,  "  as  live  a  long  life  without  human  happiness  !" 
"  And  I,"  cried  Skutenhjelm,  "would  rather  shoot  myself 

through  the  head  the  day  after  to-morrow,  than  sentence 
myself  to  lie  a  tithe  of  the  year  in  darkness  and  cold.  If  one 

is  to  be  buried,  it  is  better  to  be  dead  first." 
"  You  forget,"  said  Lennartson  smiling,  "that  Auren  saw 

the  stars  beaming  over  him,  and  certainly  found  more  plea- 
sure from  them  than  we  from  the  wax-lights  in  our  drawing- 

rooms.  And  as  concerns  human  happiness,"  continued  he, 
as  he  looked  at  Felix,  "  I  am  sorry  that  a  young  man  should 
not  understand  the  pleasure  which  he  has  enjoyed  —  the 

pleasure  of  useful  activity — the  pleasure  of — doing  good." 
There  was  in  Lennartson' s  look  and  voice  something  so 

serious  as  he  spoke  these  last  words,  that  Felix  evidently 
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was  struck  by  them.  The  tears  came  to  his  eyes,  he  went 

away,  took  a  book,  and  sate  down  at  a  table.  Selma's  eyes 
followed  him  evidently  with,  deep  sympathy.  Lennartson 
observed  her  attentively. 

Some  time  afterwards,  as  St.  Orme  was  continuing  the 
interrupted  conversation  with  some  gentlemen,  and  was  re- 

lating to  them  various  particulars  of  Paris  life  audits  charms, 
Lennartson  Avent  to  Selma,  seated  himself  by  her,  and  said 

gently,  "  "Was  I  too  severe.  Miss  Selma  r*" 
"  Oh,  no !"  replied  she  with  animation,  "  there  was  so 

much  justice  in  w^hat  you  said,  but   " 
"But  what?     What  but?" 
"  I  think  that  your  words  really  grieved  bis  heart,  and 

he  thinks  so  much  of  you." 
Lennartson  said  nothing ;  but  after  a  while  I  saw  bim 

approach  Felix,  and  lay  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 
Felix  reddened  deeply  as  he  looked  up,  and  with  an  ex- 

pression of  sincere  love  met  the  glance  of  kindness  which 
Lennartson  directed  to  him. 

"  I  have  not  seen  you  for  a  long  time  in  my  house,  Felix," 
said  Lennartson  with  friendliness.  "  Will  not  you  dine  with 
me  to-morrow  ?  I  promise  you,"  continued  he,  pleasantly 
joking,  "  no  O — skoldish  dinner ;  but  I  promise  also  that 
neither  shall  you  be  treated  with  Aurenish  household- fare.  I 
confess  that  I  myself  should  be  but  little  satisfied  with  siich." 

Felix  accepted  the  invitation  half- embarrassed  and  half- 
pleased. 

After  the  guests  were  gone,  we,  particularly  my  stepmother 

and  I,  made  our  ̂ ^  reflexions  chretiennes  et  morales,'''  on  the Aurenish  and  St.  Ormish  ideas  of  life.  I  grew  warm  for  the 
first.  My  stepmother  poured  cold  water  over  my  fire,  and 

talked  of  "  exalting,  overstraining,  and  excess  ;"  and  said 
that  one  might  be  "  yet  very  good  if  one  lived  like  other 
people,  took  part  in  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  and  enjoyed 

its  good  things."  My  stepmother  was  for  the  motto  of 
Queen  Christina — "  moderation"  (which  she  herself,  however, 
generally  managed  to  forget).  Flora  was  thoughtful,  and 

said,  "  When  I  was  a  child,  and  in  my  early  youth,  I  had 
sometimes  such  Aurenish  and  Pythagorian  fancies  ;  I  dreamed 
of — but  they  soon  taught  me  to  laugh  at  such  dreams,  and  to 
Beek  after  other  aims.     Yet,  perhaps,  these  were  more  of 
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dreams,  more  of  deceptions,  than  the  first.  Ah  !"  continued 
Flora,  with  a  sudden  burst  of  melancholy,  "  who  can  be  born 
anew  ;  who  can  again  be  a  little  child  ?" 

She  burst  into  tears.  Selraa  threw  her  arms  round  her, 
and  began  to  weep  with  her.  My  stepmother  looked  quite 
in  consternation,  and  I  reproached  her  jestingly  with  this 

"  lamentabile.''''  Selma  took  up  my  strain,  and  we  ended  the 
day,  '■'■  scherzando^ 

The  14th  December. 

We  have  passed  some  weeks  in  visiting  the  collections  of 
worlts  of  art,  academies,  and  various  otlier  public  institutions 
of  the  capital.  To  many  of  these  I  shall  often  again  return, 
for  many  of  them  have  had  great  interest  for  me.  And 
wherein  indeed  lies  the  worth  of  a  solid  education,  if  it  does 
not  enable  us  to  understand  and  value  every  species  of  useful 
lunnan  activity,  and  open  our  eyes  to  life  in  all  its  affluence. 
]t  offers  us  also  an  extended  life.  I  remarked  too  with 

pleasure,  how  willingly  scientific  men  turn  themselves  to 
those  in  whom  they  perceive  a  real  interest,  and  where  they 
feel  that  they  are  understood. 

Lennartson,  who  was  our  conductor  in  these  visits,  by  his 
own  great  knowledge  and  by  the  art  of  inducing  others  to  un- 

fold theirs,  increased  our  pleasure  in  the  highest  degree. 
And  how  higlily  esteemed  and  valued  is  he  by  all.  Flora 
listened  attentively  to  him,  but  seldom  to  any  one  else,  and 
betrayed  quite  too  great  a  desire  to  shine  herself.  Selma 
belongs  to  those  who  say  little  themselves,  but  who  under- 

stand much,  and  conceal  much  in  their  hearts.  Lennartson 
and  I  listen  attentively  to  all  her  remarks.  They  alwa}3 
contain  something  exciting,  and  often  something  suggestive. 
She  has  a  beautiful  and  pure  judgment.  A  good  head, 
together  with  a  good  heart,  is  a  glorious  thing  in  a  hunmu 
being. 

Now  it  is  necessary  to  sit  still ;  to  be  industrious,  and  to 
finish  Christmas  knick-knacks  in  ten  days.  It  is  not  my 
affair. 

The  2,5th. 

Christmas-eve   is  over,  with  its  Christmas  knick-knacks, 
lights,    aiid  tarts.      My  stepmother,  who  thinks   much    of 
children,  had  invited  here  those  of  several  of  her  acquaint- 
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ance,  and  among  them  tlie  cliildren  of  the  Viking.  Selma 
had  prepared  many  trifles  for  the  little  ones,  which  occasioned 
great  delight ;  and  we  amused  ourselves  by  contriving  plays 
for  them,  in  which  Selma  was  just  as  much  a  child  as  any  of 
the  rest.  Felix  helped  us  with  ready  good-will,  but  Flora 
was  out  of  humour,  and  would  neither  amuse  herself  nor 

others.  Brenner's  children  are  lively,  sweet  creatures,  and  it 
did  one  good  to  see  their  behaviour  to  the  father.  Eosine, 
the  eldest,  eight  years  old,  and  the  youngest  boy,  the 
little  Adolf,  pleased  me  much.  The  poor  little  fellow  is 

somewhat  lame  in  the  hip.  Was  it  now,  "  mother's  love," 
which,  as  a  Professor,  one  of  my  friends,  asserts,  exists  in  all 
women,  or  a  particular  liking  which  drew  me  towards  the 
little  boy :  but  this  is  certain,  that  when  I  had  set  him  on  my 
knee,  and  he  had  looked  up  to  me  with  a  clear  and  joyous 

child's  glance,  I  was  involuntarily  compelled  in  an  actual 
feeling  of  love  and  longing,  to  embrace  him  protectingly, 
and  to  clasp  him  to  my  breast.  But  as  I  saw  that  his 
father  looked  at  us,  as  if  he  would  have  liked  to  have  em- 

braced us  both,  I  became  cooler  in  my  tenderness.  And 
how  the  father  must  love  the  children !  Did  I  not  hear  him 

say  this  evening,  that  one  must,  in  choosing  a  wife,  take  into 
consideration  the  future  children,  and  what  father  and  mother 
one  would  give  them.  I  could  not  do  otherwise  than  for  the 
most  part  concede  the  right  to  him  in  this  respect. 

The  crown  of  the  evening  to  me  was  my  countryman 

Euneberg's  beautiful  little  poem,  "  The  Christmas  iEve," 
which  the  Viking  had  brought  with  him,  and  read  aloud  with 
a  pure  and  noble  expression.  He  placed  me  again  in  my 
native  land,  in  its  wild  natural  scenery,  amid  its  powerful, 
contented,  and  patient  people. 
My  heart  swelled.  And  now — it  is  churcb-time,  and  I 

shall  go  to  church. 

In  the  Evening. 

The  sun  shone  through  a  great  eye  into  the  chancel  as  I 

entei-ed  the  church,  and  light  smoke-clouds  from  the  lights, 
which  had  been  extinguished  after  the  early  sermon,  floated 
through  the  rays  of  light  upwards  into  the  vaulted  roof.  It 
was  beautiful.  The  church,  although  I  came  early,  was  ?o 
full  of  people  that  it  was  not  possible  for  me  to  find  a  seat^ 

£ 
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especially  as  many  strove  for  the  same  thing.  After  some 
vain  attempts,  I  resolved  to  stand  during  service,  and  found 
a  safe  place  against  a  wall,  near  to  women  who  were  sitting, 
and  girls  who  were  standing,  to  whom  I  offered  eau-de-Co- 

logne. I  was  happy  in  my  soul,  and  had  never  felt  more 
devotional.  As  the  organ  broke  forth  with  its  mighty 
tones,  the  blood  rushed  through  my  veins,  and  a  gentle 
sluidder  passed  through  me  as  a  single  voice  elevated  itself, 
and  strongly  and  softly  sang  of  the  highest  wonder  of  the 
world — of  the  wonder  of  which  the  people  even  now,  and 
now  perhaps  more  than  ever,  speak  with  admiration — 

A  Virgin  has  conceived,  and  borne  a  son. 

Now  joined  in  the  congregation,  and  I  with  them,  with  a 
full,  overflowing  heart.  Scarcely  had  the  singing  ended 
when  I  heard  near  my  corner  a  tolerably  harsh  voice,  which 
asked  : 

"  Has  Miss  Adelan  no  seat  ?" 
It  was  the  Viking.  He  was  so  kind  as  to  compel  me  to 

take  his  seat  at  a  little  distance.  I  did  this  for  the  sake  of 

quiet  in  the  church.  Brenner  remained  standing  near  me, 
and  accompanied  me  home  after  the  sendee. 

At  home,  I  found  Flora  in  a  stormy  temper.  She  had  a 
headache  from  the  screams  of  the  children  on  tlie  former 

evening  ;  she  knew  no  days  so  bad  as  Sundays,  wlien  one 
must  be  sad  and  religious.  This  whole  day  we  should  be 
alone,  according  to  the  regulation  of  my  stepmother  ;  on  this 
dav  her  domestics  go  to  church,  and  are  allowed  to  rest. 
Neither  were  we  either  invited  out.  AVhat  was  one  to  do 

with  the  whole  long  day  ?  One  might  gape  oneself  to  death. 
And  to-morrow !  Then  it  would  be  still  worse  with  us.  One 

should  die  of  over-exertion.  Then  would  a  great  fishing-net 
bring  to  us  the  whole  populous  relationship.  A  dozen  and 
a  half  of  uncles  and  aunts,  erery  one  of  them  turtles  ;  and 
more  than  a  score  of  cousins,  all  of  the  generation  of  had- 

docks. And  one  should  be  compelled  to  see  tliose  from 
noonday  till  midnight ;  from  noonday  till  midnight  one  must 
be  polite  to  them  ;  and  from  noonday  till  midnight  one  must 
amuse  them.     Ah  !  one  should  go  distracted  ! 

Selma  and  I,  and  at  last  also  Flora  herself,  were  obliged 
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to  laugh  at  these  desperate   circumstances,  and  we   made 
various  propositions  for  boldly  meeting  them. 

I  proposed  that  we  should  all  agree  to  be  merry,  and  to 
fall  into  whatever  Christmas  joke  we  might  be  inspired  with. 
But  Selma  met  that  with  a  slight  shaking  of  the  head,  and 

with  "  That  will  not  do.'*  Several  of  our  gracious  aunts  are 
a  little  prim,  and  the  Lord  has  given  to  me  such  a  fund  of 
joy,  that  certainly — were  I  to  let  this  out  before  them — they 
would  really  think  me  crazy.  Upon  this  my  stepmother 

came  and  besought  us  to  be  "  tranquil ;"  all  would  go  on 
well  and  easily ;  she  was  accustomed  to  such  tilings.  We 
should  only  not  torment  ourselves,  but  keep  ourselves  cheer- 

ful, and  so  on.  Selraa  sighed,  and  began  to  sing  a  song.  In 
the  evening  she  entertained  her  mother  and  me  witli  reading 
to  us.  Flora  went  early  to  bed,  and  this  was  a  relief  to 
us  all. 

The  third  Christmas-day. 

The  great  netting  is  over,  and  we  repose,  well  pleased, 
upon  our  laurels. 

The  dinner — well !  during  dinner  one  can  always  live, 
even  with  forty  persons.  Grood  eating  is  good  company, 
and  puts  people  in  good  humour.  A  great  loss  was  it  that 
the  Chamberlain  did  not  come.  We  had  reckoned  upon  his 

'  good  stories,"  as  upon  the  pepper  and  salt  of  the  dinner. 
But  he  has  taste  only  for  small  select  dinner-parties,  and  has 
no  inclination  to  sacrifice  himself. 

Immediately  after  dinner  they  had  coffee,  which  also  is 
enlivening ;  but  after  this  comes  a  heavy  interval,  namely, 
from  coffee  to  tea-time.  One  is  heavy  from  eating  ;  heavv 
from  the  heat ;  heavy  from  the  company  of  thirty  heavy 
people  ;  heavy  from  the  duty  of  entertaining  these.  All  this 
is  not  light.  I  know  very  well,  however,  that  the  person 
who  looks  most  petrified  has  in  himself  a  living,  enlightening 
spark,  and  that  it  only  requires  a  fire-steel  wherewith  to 
strike  this,  in  order  to  call  it  out ;  I  have  often  experienced 
that  with  pleasure,  and  I  began  therefore  now  to  go  about 
in  the  company  as  a  fire-steel ;  but  it  either  was  my  fault, 
or  the  fault  of  the  others,  nowhere  would  it  give  fire — nay, 
not  even  smoke  or  crackle  the  least.  True  is  it — and  I  said 

this  for  my  comfort — that  I  was  too  little  acquainted  with .       t2 
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most  of  the  present  guests  rightly  to  understand  how  to 
strike  upon  them.  Flora  gave  herself  not  the  least  trouble 
about  the  company,  but  sate  there  with  the  most  annoyed 
i-ountenance  in  the  world,  and  turned  over  a  memorandum- 
book. 

Selma  moved  with  the  most  heartfelt  politeness  and  kind- 
ness here  and  there  in  the  company,  and  began  now  with 

one  and  now  -with  another  a  conversation,  and  tried  to  make 
the  people  chat  together,  and  wherever  she  turned  herself, 
there  her  sweetness  failed  not  to  call  forth  a  little  life  ;  but 
it  soon  died  out  again  when  she  was  gone.  Witli  one  word, 
it  would  not  succeed,  but  was  ever  stiller  and  stiller,  hotter 

and  heavier;  and  I  remembered  a  witty  Countess's  descrip- 
tion of  a  soiree  in  our  highest  "  haute  volee" — "  We  were  like 

fish  in  a  fish-tank,  which,  on  account  of  the  heat,  swim  slowly 
about  and  wind  about  another,  and  only  now  and  then  move 

their  gills  a  little." 
Three  or  four  card-tables  had  taken  away  a  part  of  the 

gentlemen  ;  but  we  had  several,  who  neither  played  nor  yet 
talked,  and  the  whole  mass  of  sitting  ladies,  and — these  were 
to  be  entertained  till  twelve  o'clock  at  night ! 

It  was  now  somewhat  after  six.  My  stepmother  sate  on 
the  sofa,  and  swallowed  her  yawns  under  the  most  polite 
gestures ;  but  her  look  was  more  and  more  troubled,  and 

her  eye  sought  Selma,  and  asked  intelligibly  "  AVhat  are  we 

to  do*?" Selma  came  to  me  and  whispered  "  This  is  horrible  !  In 
my  despair  I  have  just  now  told  a  little  bit  of  scandal  to  my 

aunt  Pendelfelt,  but  she  looked  with  such  a  '  God  defend  us' 
air,  that  I  took  to  flight.  But  now  we  must  set  on  foot  a 
revolution,  in  order  to  enliven  us.  Poor  mamma  looks  as  if 
ehe  were  ready  to  fly  the  field !  Have  you  no  little  sugges- 

Mon — no  bright  idea  ?" 
"  Tes,  a  splendid  idea  !  AVe  will  introduce  a  Finland  Christ- 

mas game,  with  song  and  dance,  which  I  remember.  I  will 

propose  it." "Ah!  that  will  never  do." 
"  It  must  do."  And  I  lifted  my  voice,  and  proposed  to  the 

company  to  take  part  in  a  Christnias  game. 
I  could  see  by  the  horrible  and  perfect  stillness  which  fol- 

lowed my  proposal,  how  bold  it  was,  and  my  stepmother 
looked  somewhat  embarrassed  on  my  account. 
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But  I  have  a  certain  Finnish  vein  in  me,  which  makes  me 
vrilh  lively  perseverance  go  through  with  whatever  is  begun 
with  boldness.  I  renewed  therefore  my  proposition,  and 
turned  myself  particularly  to  some  gentlemen  and  ladies  in 
company,  and  explained  to  them  the  plan  of  the  game,  and 
besought  them  to  take  part.  I  found  several,  especially 
among  the  ladies,  ready  to  fall  into  my  scheme,  but — it  was 
so  difficult !   "  The  game  was  to  be  accompanied  with  song, 
and  they  could  not  sing,"  and  so  on,  with  a  thousand  dif- 

ficulties ;  and  the  royal  secretary,  Kruseuberg,  whom  I  be- 
sought to  open  the  dance  with  me,  started  back  horrified,  and 

exclaimed,  "  No,  heaven  forbid,  my  gracious  lady !  Impossible 
that  I  can!" 

It  began  to  get  darker  before  my  eyes,  as  to  how  the  affair 
was  to  be  managed,  when  my  fortunate  star  opened  the 
drawing-room  door,  and  Signora  Luna,  the  Baron,  and  Lieu- 

tenant Sparrskold,  entered. 

"  We  are  saved,"  whispered  I  to  Selma,  "  if  we  can  only 
interest  them  in  our  proposal." 

"That  will  easily  be  done,  I  fancy,"  replied  she.  "I  see 
Lennartson  coming ;  we  will  speak  with  him." 

And  when  Lennartson  came  to  us  we  told  him  our  trouble, 
md  I  prayed  him  with  my  whole  heart  to  lielp  me  in  my 
daring  undertaking.  As  long  as  I  live  shall  I  be  thankful 
for  the  readiness  and  kindness  with  which  he  entered  into  the 
scheme.  There  are  actions  in  social  life  which  show  as  much 

goodness  of  soul  and  human  love  as  the  visiting  of  captives. 
I  went  with  the  Baron  to  Si^iora  Luna  to  bee  for  her 

help  ;  and  now  our  horizon  became  perfectly  bright,  for  she 

replied  frankly  and  joyously  that  she  would  be  "  more  than 
willing"  to  lead  this  game,  which  she  knew,  and  which  she 
had  often  played  in  her  childhood.  And  as  the  kindly-beam- 

ing Mrs.  Luna  opened  the  dance  with  the  Baron,  and  I  fol- 

lowed on  Sparrskold's  hand,  up  sprung  the  royal  secretary 
Krusenberg  to  Selma,  and  prayed  to  dance  with  her ;  thus  a 
great  movement  took  place,  a  stirring  and  rising  in  the 
whole  com.pany,  and  the  procession,  as  it  turned  out  into  the 
large  drawing-room,  became  greater  and  ever  greater.  My 
stepmother  engaged  the  little  Miss  M.,  who  had  no  partner ; 
other  ladies  followed  her  example ;  grey-headed  men  and 
matrons  joined ;  everybody  was  soon  upon  their  legs,  and  the 
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jierry  game  in  full  progress,  and  jokes  and  lavighter  flourished. 
My  stepmother  began  to  look  quite  happy. 

It  was  a  surprise  to  me  when  I  saw  among  the  dancers  St. 
Orme,  whose  entrance  I  had  not  noticed,  and  discovered 

Plora,  no  longer  tlie  contradictory,  ill-humoured  Flora,  but, 

in  the  light  of  the  newly-arrived  gentleman's  glances,  a  more 
and  more  joyous  and  charmingly  beaming  Flora. 

The  game  was  not  properly  a  game  of  forfeits,  but  the 
Baron  made  it  such,  at  the  instigation  of  Signora  Luna,  who 
thought  that  the  redeeming  of  forfeits  would  be  amusing. 
And  as  the  dancing  had  continued  some  time,  and  it  looked 
AS  if  people  begun  to  be  a  little  tired,  and  a  great  number  of 

forfeits  were  collected,  "  Our  lady"  with  the  bright  eyes 
seated  herself  magnificently  and  solemrdy  in  the  middle  of 
the  circle,  and  said — 

"  I  bum,  I  burn,  I  glow,  I  glow, 
Who  owns  this  furi'eit  I  would  know?" 

One  of  the  first  who  had  to  redeem  a  forfeit  was  the  royal 

secretary  Krusenberg.  His  penalty  was  to  declaim  some- 
thing before  the  company,  and  as  his  talent  in  this  art  was 

well  knoAvn,  a  general  expectation  was  excited,  which  was  all 
the  more  increased  by  the  merry  countenance  with  which 
the  young  declamator  proceeded  to  his  work.  He  had  often 

shovni  during  this  game  that  he  wished  to  produce  an  "  effect," 
and  now  set  about  most  properly  to  "  startle  us."  He  did 
this  truly,  but  not  in  a  pleasant  way  ;  for  he  began  with  great 

pathos  to  declaim — the  Lord's  Prayer. 

"With  a  flash  of  noble  indignation  in  her  eyes,  Selma  rose 
up,  went  to  him  and  said,  "  Mr.  Secretary  Krusenberg,  it 
were  better  that  you  never  said  the  holy  words,  than  that 

you  spoke  them  here  in  that  way." The  declamator  looked  somewhat  coufounded. 

"  Defend  us !  Miss  Selma  is  severe  to-day !"  said  he, 
reddening,  and  added,  while  he  endeavoured  to  look  quite  at 

his  ease,  "  "Well,  then,  I  must  then  think  of  something  else  ;" and  he  began  to  read  some  French  verses,  but  not  in  any 
extraordinary  manner  :  he  was  evidently  out  of  humour  from 
the  little  scene,  and  from  the  impression  which  it  seemed  to 
have  made  upon  the  company.  I  immediately  looked  at 
Lennartsou,  who  stood  a  little  out  of  the  circle,  and  read  in 
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his  eyes,  whicli  followed  Selma,  an  expression  of  decided 
approbation  and  pleasure. 

With  higlily-crimsoned  cheeks,  Selma  seated  herself  by 
me,  and  after  she  had  been  for  some  time  silent,  she  turned 
her  lovely  and  once  more  gentle  eyes  to  me,  and  asked  : 

"  Did  I  do  wrong,  Sophia  ?" 
"  You  did  very  right,"  said  I,  as  I  pressed  her  hand. 
"But  I  was  certainly  too  violent,  too  severe  ?" 
"  No ;  but  if  you  think  so,  say  in  a  while  a  word  of  expla- 

nation to  the  young  man." 
"  Yes,  I  have  been  thinking  so  myself,"  replied  Selma. 
An  old  gentleman,  who  during  the  game  had  distinguished 

himself  by  his  cheerful  participation  and  liveliness,  came 
diffidently  and  seated  himself  near  us,  and  said  gaily  : 

"  It  is  quite  pleasant  to  be  made  so  cheerful  here.  When 
cue  becomes  old  and  heavy,  and  all  is  still  around  one,  thei_ 
one  feels  oneself  often  so  stupified,  so  deadened,  that  one  is 

ready  to  think  '  it  is  aU  over  with  thee,  thou  poor  simpleton, 
over,  quite  over.'  But  if  one  happens  to  be  shaken  up  or 
animated,  then  one  can  see  that  it  is  not  quite  over  with  one. 
Nay,  there  is  so  much  to  be  awakened  anew  and  revived  in 
us,  that  one  must  be  as  much  pleased  as  one  is  amazed  to 

think  '  Oh  that  thou  shouldst  still  be  so  young  and  so  full  of 

life.'  " 
Upon  this  I  made  the  wise  remark,  that  this  proves  that 

in  truth  the  soul  preserves  her  fresh  life,  although  during  the 

evening  twilight,  as  we  call  "  age,"  it  slumbers  a  while. 
The  old  man  smiled,  and  replied,  "  How  lovely  she  is.  It 

really  does  an  old  heart  good  to  look  at  her,  and  to  talk  with 

her." As  I  thought  that  these  words  were  a  little  incongruous 
as  an  answer  to  my  observation,  I  looked  at  tlie  old  gentle- 

man with  astonishment,  and  remarked  that  he  had  riveted  his 
eyes  with  a  bright  expression  upon  Selma,  who,  to  redeem  a 

forfeit,  was  sentenced  "to  stand  a  statue,"  and  who  did  it  in 
the  most  charming  manner.  Whilst  I  now,  together  with  my 

neighbour,  silently  observed  her,  I  perceived  St.  Orme's 
voice.  He  had  in  his  customary  soft,  almost  stealthy  manner, 
seated  himself  near  me,  whilst  he,  with  an  expression  of 
melancholy  very  uncommon  to  him,  said  : 

"  Do  you  remember  ray  late  wife   Yirginia  ?" 
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"  Tes,"  I  replied  ;  "  she  was  one  of  the  loveliest  women 
that  I  have  ever  seen." 

"Don't  you  think  that  Selina  has  a  resemblance  to  her — 
less  in  the  features  than  in  expression,  and  in  the  whole 
being ;  for  example,  in  the  proud  and  yet  charming ;  in  the 
union  of  the  princess  and  sylph  ;  in  that  which  is  in  the 
highest  sense  maidenly  ?  And  her  voice  !  she  often  recals 
the  voice — which  is  silent  for  ever." 

Such  words  from  St.  Orme  !  I  looked  at  him  surprised, 
but  he  seemed  to  have  forgotten  me  and  everything  around 
him,  sunk  silently  in  sorrowful  remembrance. 

"Why  have  I  felt  myself  from  the  beginning  so  much excited  against  St.  Orme  ?  Why  have  I  not  thought  of 
finding  out  the  good  in  him  ?  At  this  moment  his  whole 
being  seemed  to  me  ennobled. 

AVere  but  human  beings  always  that  which  they  are  in 
their  best  moments,  then  should  we  know  here  already  on 
earth  a  kingdom  of  heaven,  of  beauty,  and  goodness.  But   ! 

The  redeeming  of  the  forfeits,  in  which  song  and  dance 
were  brought  forward,  lasted  till  supper. 

After  supper,  I  saw  Selma  slowly  make  her  way  to  the 
window  where  Krusenberg  stood.  A  little  while  afterwards, 
she  came  to  me,  and  whispered  joyfully  : 

"  Now  I  have  concluded  peace  with  Krusenberg." 
"  And  what  did  you  say  to  him  r" 
"  I  prayed  him  to  pardon  my  warmth,  but  said  to  him  at 

the  same  time  what  a  painful  feeling  he  had  occasioned  me, 

and — in  a  word,  I  was  friendly  and  candid  towards  him." 
"  AVell,  and  what  did  he  say  ?" 
"He — what  do  you  think?  He  thanked  me  and  con- 

fessed his  error,  his  thoughtlessness  ;  nay,  he  charged  himself 
with  so  many  faults,  that  I  was  a  little  afraid  of  listening  to 

him.     But,  Sophia,  how  much  good  there  is  in  people." 
"  Tes,  now  !  is  not  that  my  everlasting  sermon  ?  But  one 

must  also  be  careful  to  call  it  forth.  As  one  shouts  into  the 

wood,  so  is  it  answered  back  again." 
And  these  were  our  "faits  et  gestes'''  on  this  day,  whose 

memorandum  I  may  not  however  close,  Avithout  adding  to  it 

the  "  honourable  mention"  which,  at  the  end  of  the  day, 
my  stepmother  made  of  my  good  deportment,  of  my  looks, 
and  my  toilet.     The  latter  part  lost  itself  in  tiie  following 
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Agreeable  " clair-ohscure,"  "and  in  that  dress — with  thy 
beautiful  white  arms,  and  pearls  in  thy  brown  hair,  and  with 
all  tliis,  there— thou  didst  not  look  as  if  thou  wert  above 

twenty — and  9,0  ̂   distingue  !^  and  I  assure  thee,  that  more 
than  one — um,  um,  um  !" 

/(modest  and  half  curious  to  hear  more). — "  Oh,  my  sweet 
mother !" 

My  Stepmother. — "  Um !  um  !  um !  I  say  nothing,  as 
long — um  !  um  !  um!"     .     .     . 

The  28th  of  December. 

JRAGMENTS  OP  A  CONTERSATION. 

"  But  tell  me,  Selma,  how  shall  I  explain  to  myself  Flora's 
position  between  Lennartson  and  St.  Orme  ?  She  really 
loves  the  first,  and  is  betrothed  to  him,  and  yet  the  latter 

has  a  wonderful  power  over  her.  And  she — "how  unequal and  strange  she  is  towards  him.  Sometimes  she  appears 
coquettish,  sometimes  afraid  of  him  ;  at  times  almost  hostile, 
then  again  submissive,  nay  humble ;  then  again  proud — 
what  indeed  can  be  the  ground  of  all  this  ?" 

Selma  (with  a  sort  of  anxiety). — "  Ah,  do  not  ask  me  !  I 
know  not,  I  understand  not  how  that  is ;  but  this  I  know, 

that  Flora,  since  St.  Orme's  arrival  has  been  quite  changed. 
Her  temper  has  never  been  equal,  and  her  lively  imagination 
has  always  led  her  to  fly  from  one  object  to  another  ;  but  still 

she  was  in  all  so  charming,  so  pleasant,  so  amiable." 
I. — "  How  long  has  Lennartson  been  betrothed  to  Flora  ?" 
Selma. — "  Rather  more  than  a  year.  It  occurred  at  the 

death-bed  of  her  mother.  But  I  know  not  why  her  betrothal 
was  not  made  known.  Old  General  Lennartson  about  that 

time  had  a  paralytic  stroke,  and  his  son  went  abroad  with 

hiui  in  hopes  of  re-establishing  his  father's  health.  When 
Lennartson,  a  few  months  ago,  returned  alone,  St.  Orme  was 
already  here,  and  Flora  changed.  But  she  herself  will 
neither  speak  of  this,  nor  hear  it  spoken  of.  And  truly  things 
cannot  long  go  on  in  this  way.  It  seems  to  me  so  unnatural. 
I  hope  much  from  the  New-Tear  and  its  power.  Do  you 
see  how  Mathilde,  between  King  Hiskia  and  Lord  AVol- 
lington  reddens  already  !  And  here  King  Ahasuerus  begins 
to  open  his  bright-blue  eyes.  How  pleasant  it  will  be  to  see 
all  these  in  full  bloom  !" 
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Thus  my  young  sister  sought  to  escape  from  a  subjev't 
which  grieved  her,  and  to  forget  amid  bright  pictures  the 
dark  ones.  But  the  dark  ones  cannot  be  so  overlooked ;  they 

must  be  penetrated — made  transparent  if  possible.  I  meau 
after  this  to  keep  my  eyes  well  open. 

The  1st  of  January,  18 — . 

A  bouquet  of  fresh  flowers,  and  a  cordial  hand-pressure 
from  the   Viking   is  the  glad  impression  which  I  have 
derived  from  the  forenoon  visits. 

In  the  Evening. 

Eeady-dressed  for  the  Exchange  Ball,  in  black,  with  lace ; 
pearls  in  my  hair,  on  my  neck  and  arms. 

Be  quiet,  Selma,  dear !   Thou   shouldst  not  make  me 
vain  !     Thou  shouldst  not  mislead  thy  elder  sister. 

Flora  goes  with  "  the  Beauty "  to  the  Exchange,  and 
makes  her  toilet  with  her.  I  am  not  in  good  spirits,  and  I 
fancy  that  I  shall  have  no  pleasure.  But  still,  however,  a 
quiet  observer  need  not  experience  any  annoyance,  when  slie 
lierself  will  not  play  any  part.  It  is  now  more  than  ten 

years  since  I  saw  the  world  in  a  Xew-Tear's  Assembly  in 

"Stockholm.  How  will  it  now  appear  to  me  ?  "  Allans  et 

voyonsT' The  2nd. 

Let  us  now  relate  something  of  the  Exchange  Ball.  Wher 
we  entered  the  large,  magnificently-lighted  saloon  (we  camt 
rather  late),  the  upper,  that  is  to  say,  the  aristocratic  part 
was  filled.  My  stepmother  nevertheless  steered  our  way 

there,  and  said  cheerfully  to  us,  "  Oh,  we  certainly  shall  find 
seats  !"  But  the  "  honourables  "  sate  like  stone-houses  on 

their  seats  ;  and  at  Selma's  earnest  and  whispered  prayeis 
her  raotlier  desisted  from  all  attempts  to  unsettle  these 
ladies.  Thus  we  described,  with  all  dignity,  a  half  circle  ; 
and  amid  the  most  courteous  greetings,  we  made  our  retreat 
towards  the  lower  regions  of  the  saloon,  where  we  obtained 

places  near  the  door.  Now  entered  Count  Gylleulof's  bril- 
liant group,  accompanied  by  the  Silfverling  family.  As  they 

paused  for  a  moment  at  tlie  entrance,  to  obtain  a  view  of  the 
saloon,  my  stepmother  rose  to  speak  to  the  Countess,  but 
slie  turned  herself  away  with  a  short  and  cold  salutation,  and 
then  floated  past  us  with  her  splendid  train,  which  seemed 
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not  to  observe  us  the  very  least  in  the  world.  My  step- 

mother seated  herself",  evidently  mortified  and  wounded. 
Selma  was  so  too,  for  her  mother's  sake,  and  said  in  a  tone 
of  vexation,  "  How  stupid  they  are!" 

A  comet-like  appearance  now  suddenly  moved  through  the 
room.  It  was  Flora  and  her  sister,  accompanied  by  gentle- 

men. They  were  both  of  them  dazzlingly  beautiful,  and 
dressed  with  the  utmost  elegance.  Flora  nodded  gaily  to  us, 
and  followed  her  sister  up  the  room,  where  they  found  places 
uear  the  Gyllenlofc,  who  had  taken  seats  near  the  platform, 
which  was  arranged  for  the  royal  family.  Selma  looked  after 
Flora,  and  tears  came  involuntarily  into  her  eyes.  We  sate 
tolerably  forlorn,  among  quite  unknown  people.  My  step- 

mother looked  quite  troubled,  and  I  felt  myself  really  de- 
pressed for  her  sake.  Then  my  young  sister  took  heart,  and 

began  to  introduce  to  me,  in  her  lively  manner,  those  who 
were  arriving  and  those  who  had  already  arrived.  My  step- 

mother on  this  cheered  up,  and  was  challenged  by  me  to 
show  now  also  her  great  knowledge  of  the  world  and  of 
mankind. 

In  the  mean  time  we  fell  into  discourse  with  a  charming 
young  girl,  who  appeared  very  zealous  to  learn  something  of 
the  great  world  about  her,  which  she  now  saw  for  the  first 
time.  This  charming  young  person  amused  us  with  her 
liveliness,  and  the  naive  candour  with  which  she  communi- 

cated to  us  her  great  fear  that  this  evening  she  should  not 
dance  a  single  dance,  as  she  had  scarcely  any  acquaintance 
here,  and  besides  this,  was  so  strange  and  so  bashful  in  tne 
world,  and  so  on.  She  would,  however,  console  herself  for 
sitting  the  whole  evening,  if  she  could  only  see  the  royal 
family  ;  but  somebody  had  just  now  told  her  that  perhaps 
they  might  not  be  at  the  ball.  And  she  had  promised  her 
little  sisters  to  wake  them  when  she  came  home,  and  tell 
them  about  the  princess  and  the  young  princes.  Her  fear 
was  soon  changed  into  the  most  lively  delight,  as  the  royal 
chamberlains  showed  themselves,  and  everybody  in  the 
saloon  rose  to  salute  the  Queen,  who,  with  the  Crown- 
prince,  the  Crown-princess,  and  the  two  eldest  princes,  Carl 
and  Grustav,  accompanied  by  a  brilliant  train,  entered  the 
saloon,  and  amid  kindly  greetings  went  across  the  room,  to 
take  their  seats  on  the  platform.     And  now  we  rejoiced  our- 
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selves,  Selma  and  I,  to  have  been  near  the  door,  wliere  we 
could  observe  the  royal  family  so  well. 

Selma's  new  little  friend  was  quite  charmed,  and  gave  her 
heart  immediately  to  Prince  Gustav  ;  whilst  Selma  said, 
jestingly,  that  she  had  chosen  Pi'ince  Carl  for  the  favourite 
of  her  heart. 

Scarcely  had  the  royal  family  seated  themselves,  when  the 

Gylienlof's  party  fell  into  conversation  with  the  royal  at- 
tendants. Young  Silfverling  paid  attentions  to  the  young 

ladies  of  the  court. 

Tlie  quadrille  began  now  slowly  to  form  at  the  upper  end 
of  the  saloon.  The  royal  chamberlains  had  gone  round,  and 
given  out  gracious  invitations  in  the  name  of  the  illustrious 
guests.  Now  the  Crown-princess,  majestic  and  glittering 
with  jewels,  was  seen  to  open  the  quadrille  with  Baker 
N.,  a  little,  stout  old  man,  whose  good-tempered,  polite 
behaviour  shows  how  easily  true  moral  education  effaces 
every  distinction  in  all,  even  in  the  greatest  difference  of 
ranks. 

The  Crown-prince  danced  with  a  young  lady  of  the  citizen 
class ;  and  Prince  Carl  with   ,  our  little  new  friend,  who 
had  feared  so  much  that  this  evening  she  should  not  dance  at 
all,  and  who  now,  on  the  hand  of  the  young  prince,  beamed 
with  the  charm  of  youth  and  innocent  lovely  delight. 

She  was  pointed  out  as  the  eldest  daughter  of  the  whole- 
sale dealer  M   .     In  my  own  mind  I  saw  her  thinking, 

"  What  will  my  sisters  say  to  this  ?" 
Lennartson  danced  with  Flora,  Selma  withPelixDelphin; 

and  as  I  now  saw  my  stepmother  again  more  satisfied  and 
drawn  into  conversation  by  a  lady  of  condition,  I  began  to 
use  my  eyes  and  ears  more  freely,  that  I  might  seize  upon 
and  collect  whatever  tlie  occasion  offered. 

The  ball  was  beautiful ;  the  world,  thought  I,  tolerably 
like  what  I  had  seen  it  almost  a  dozen  years  before ;  old  ac- 

quaintance were,  for  the  most  part,  like  themselves  also. 
Time  had  merely  wandered  witli  light  footsteps  over  most 
countenances,  and  had  dug  in  a  few  wrinkles.  Upon  two 
faces  only  with  which  I  was  acquainted,  I  saw  written  a 
marked  history — a  development ;  the  one  for  good,  and  the 
otlier  for  bad.  For  the  rest,  I  saw  many  agreeable  forms 
among  the  young  of  both  sexes.     People  say  that  ugliness 
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and  stupidity  vanish  more  and  more  out  of  the  world.  Good 
luck  to  the  journey  ! 

To  the  right  of  me  I  heard  the  two  young  Bravanders  in 
quiet  conversation  together,  and  heard  one  of  them  say : 

"No !  a  thousand  devils  take  and  broil  me   " 
And  the  other  replied  : 
"  Oh  !  the  devil  fetch  me !  the  devil  in  hell  fetch  me  !'* 
And  the  first  continued : 

"  No,  seven  thousand  tuns  curse  my  soul !" And  the  other  chimed  in : 

"  Tes,  the  devil  fetch  and  govern  me  !" 
An  old,  well-dressed  gentleman,  with  a  somewhat  sarcastic 

look,  now  came  up  to  the  speakers,  and  wished  them,  with  a 

smile,  "  Good  speed." 
On  my  left  hand  I  heard  Hilda  and  Thilda  Engel  talking 

about  the  gentlemen  who  had  just  been  conversing,  thus. 
Hilda  said : 

"  Ah !"  he  is  so  sweet,  Alex  Bravander,  with  his  hand- 
some eyes  and  his  little  pointed  beard.  Heavens !  how 

sweet  he  is !" 

Thilda.  "  And  his  brother  there  !  he  is  according  to  my 
taste  no  less  sweet.  And  how  he  waltzes  !  Quite  divine  ! 
He  has  engaged  me  for  the  second  waltz  !  Ah  !  he  is  such 
a  sweet  fellow!" 

Hilda  and  Thilda  together.  "  Ah,  they  are  so  sweet,  ao 
sweet,  so  sweet !" 

Oh  !  thought  I,  we  have  not  yet  got  rid  of  the  ugly  and 
the  stupid ! 

I  was  interrupted  in  my  observations  by  a  middle-aged 
lady  of  a  lively  and  good  exterior,  who  saluted  me  with  i. 
friendly  zeal,  and  taking  my  hand,  exclaimed : 

"  Ah !  my  best  Mada — Miss — Mrs. — pardon  me ;  I  have 
forgotten  the  title.  I  wish  you  a  good  new  year!  How 
charming  it  is  to  see  Mada — Miss — home  again.  And  how 
may  be  the  sweet  Lady-District-Governess — I  mean  Miss — 

I  mean  your  Honour's  Lady  stepmother?"  I  was  conscious 
that  1  very  well  knew  the  person  who  thus  addressed  me,  but  I 
could  not  at  the  moment  recal  to  mind  either  her  name  or 
rank,  and  therefore  in  consequence  of  the  incomprehensible 
etiquette  of  our  social  intercourse,  I  found  it  impossible  to 
address  her  as  you  or  she,     I  was  therefore  in  the  greatest 
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perplexity,  as  she  seenieJ  so  certain  of  our  perfect  acquaint- 
ance. AVIiilst  I  secretly  vexed  myself  about  this  defect  and 

this  bad  custom  among  us,  I  seized  upon,  as  it  seemed  to  me, 

tlie  brilliant  idea  of  calling  my  unknown  acquaintance  "  Tour 
honour."  At  this  she  looked  somewhat  confounded,  and  our 
conversation  fell,  as  it  were,  to  the  ground,  till  the  Sign.ora 
Luiia,  who  had  now  finished  her  attendance  on  the  Queen, 
came  to  us,  and  after  having  given  me  a  hearty  shake  of  the 

liand,  addressed  my  great  personage  thus  :  "  Ah,  good  day  to 
you,  Archdeaconess  E. !  A  good  new  year  to  you !  How  is 
the  Arclideacon  ?" 

"  I  thank  you  my  gracious  Barone — or  Countess,  who  are 
BO  good  as  to  ask.  I  hope  the  Baro — I  would  say  Count — 
pardon  me,  I  am  so  unlucky  as  never  to  remember  titles  and 

names.     Is  it  not  Countess  that  I  should  say  ?" 
"  Could  we  not  simply  address  one  another  as  you .'"'  asked 

Signora  Luna,  smiling  ;  "  we  then  should  get  rid  of  a  deal  of 
embarrassment ;  and,  as  you  know,  Kellgren  says,  '  the 

simpler  the  better.'  " 
"  Ah,  if  that  could  but  be  !"  exclaimed  the  Archdeaconess, 

brightening  up,  "  that  would  really  be  a  blessed  thing !  For 
me  especially,  who  have  so  wretched  a  memory,  and  am  so 

mortified  to  be  discourteous.     But  could  one  really  do  so  ?" 
"  I  see  nothing  in  the  world  which  can  hinder  it,"  answered 

"  our  lady  of  the  bright  eyes,"  "  if  we,  the  Archdeaconesses, 
the  Baronesses,  the  Countesses,  and  ladies  of  all  degrees, 
determined  to  carry  it  through.  For  you  know,  indeed,  that 
God  wills  what  the  women  will.  Is  it  not  so,  my  best  Chief 

Master  of  the  Ceremonies  ?"  continued  she,  turning  herself 
to  the  ornate  old  gentleman  just  mentioned;  "does  it  not 
seem  to  you,  Mr.  Chief  Master  of  the  Ceremonies,  that  Mr., 
the  Chief  Master  of  the  Ceremonies  himself,  and  we  all 
should  have  an  easier  life  of  it  here  in  Sweden,  if  we,  like  all 

polished  nations,  availed  ourselves  of  the  manner  of  address- 
ing one  another  which  our  language  offers  us ;  if  we  employed 

our  honest  Swedish  you,  instead  of  these  everlasting  titles  ? 

It  actually  frightens  me  from  talking  with  the  'Mr.  Chief 
Master  of  the  Ceremonies,'  when  I  bethink  me  that  I  must 
address  Mr.  the  Chief  INIaster  of  the  Ceremonies  with  the 
title  of  Mr.  the  Chief  Master  of  the  Ceremonies,  and  that  it 
may  return  every  minute  and.  hinder  all  that  which  these 
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Masters  of  tbe  Ceremonies  ouglit  to  do  for  iny  tongue  and 
mv  meaning.  And  now  I  promise  to  talk  no  more  with  a 
Mr.  Chief  Master  of  the  Ceremonies,  unless  the  Mr.  Chief 
Master  of  the  Ceremonies  gives  me  leave  to  address  the  Mr. 
Chief  Master  of  the  Ceremonies  with  a  simple  you,  and  that 
I  can  hear  the  Mr.  Chief  Master  of  the  Ceremonies  address, 

me  in  the  same  style." 
"  Ton  are  perfectly  right,  my  gracious  one,"  smilingly  re- 

plied the  polite  old  gentleman,  "  and  if  you  can  make  your 
proposition  general  amongst  mankind,  you  will  have  rendered 
a  great  service  to  Sweden.  I  really  cannot  conceive  why  at 
Court  and  in  society  we  should  be  less  European  than  in  the 
Swedish  academy,  where  we  with  the  greatest  freedom 
address  each  other  with  you,  a  word  which  is  of  equally  good 

tone  and  has  an  equally  fine  sound  with  the  Erench man's 
vous,  the  Englishman's  you,  the  German's  sie,  and  the  de  of 
our  Scandinavian  brothers." 

"That  is  excellent!"  exclaimed  Signora  Luna.  "Thus 
then  we  make  a  contract  on  this  New  Tear's-day  to  introduce 
you  into  our  social  and  every-day  life,  and  a  new  and  better 
time  shall  thereby  arrive,  both  for  speech  and  writing  in 
Sweden.  Let  me  now  present  to  you  these  two  ladies,  my 
very  good  friends  ;  I  do  not  tell  you  whether  they  be  ladies 
or  Mrs.  only,  but  that  they  are  very  charming  people,  and 
you  shall  address  them  with  you,  and  they  shall  address  you 
with  you  likewise.  Now  1  leave  you  to  make  a  nearer 

relationship  through  pro  and  con." 
And  we  talked  together,  and  it  went  off  both  easily  and 

well.  The  nimble  and  the  light  in  our  new  nomenclature, 
as  it  were,  gave  wings  to  the  conversation,  and  I  found  the 
Chief  Master  of  the  Ceremonies  one  of  the  most  interesting 
old  gentlemen,  and  the  Archdeaconess  one  of  the  most 
excellent  and  most  lively  Archdeaconesses  in  the  world. 

The  dancing  in  the  mean  time  went  on,  but  as  is  usual  at 
these  New-year  assemblies,  without  any  particular  life. 
People  collect  here  rather  to  see  and  be  seen  ;  rather  to 

greet  one  another  with  "  a  happy  New  Tear !"  and  to  talk 
with  one  another,  rather  than  to  dance.  Towards  eleven  the 
royal  party  went  into  the  large  drawing-room  on  the  right, 
to  receive  and  to  reply  to  the  compliments  of  the  diplomatic 
corps.     When  they  re-entered  the  saloon  they  began  to 
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make  the  great  round  of  it,  and  I  actually  pitied  them  for  tlie 
many  unmeaning  words  which  they  must  address  to  and  hear 
from  the  many  hundreds  of  people  unknown  to  them.  Tet 
the  procession  was  beautiful  and  splendid  to  look  at.  The 
gorgeous  dress  of  the  Queen  (she  was  almost  covered  with 
jewels)  and  her  courteous  demeanour  occasioned  deep  bows 
and  curtseys ;  people  looked  up  with  so  much  pleasure  to 
the  high  and  noble  figures  of  the  Crown-princess  and  her 
husband,  and  nobody  noticed  without  joy  and  hope  the  two 
young  tall  slender  princes ;  the  one  so  brown  and  manly, 
the  other  fair  and  mild,  and  both  with  the  bloom  of  un- 

spoiled youth  upon  their  fresh  countenances. 
My  eye,  however,  riveted  itself  especially  upon  the  Cro\vTi- 

princess.  I  remember  so  well  how  I  saw  her  twenty  years 
ago  make  her  entry  as  bride  into  Stockholm ;  how  I  saw  her 
sitting  in  the  gilded  coach  with  transparent  glass  windows ; 
the  delicate  figure  in  a  dress  of  silver  gauze,  a  crown  of 
jewels  on  her  head,  with  cheeks  so  rosy  and  eyes  so  heavenly 
blue,  so  beaming,  greeting  the  people  who  filled  the  streets 
and  houses,  and  who  thronged  themselves  around  her  carriage, 
and  with  an  unceasing  peel  of  shouted  huzzas  saluted  in  her 
the  young  lovely  hope  of  the  country.  She  was  the  sun  of 
all  eyes,  and  the  sun  of  heaven  looked  out  in  pomp  above  her. 
Certainly,  the  heart  of  the  young  princess  must  have  beaten 
high  at  this  universal  homage  of  love  and  joy — at  this 
triumphal  procession  into  the  country — into  the  hearts  of 
the  people.  Life  has  not  many  moments  of  such  intense 
splendour. 

Signora  Luna  has  told  me,  that  when  towards  the  end  of 
the  procession  through  the  city,  the  princely  bride  came 
bffore  the  royal  castle,  and  the  carriage  drove  thundering 
through  the  high  arched  gateway,  she  suddenly  bowed  her 
head.  AVhen  she  raised  it  again  her  eyes  were  full  of  tears 
— she  entered  her  future  habitation  with  silent  devotion. 

I  thought  of  all  this  as  the  royal  train  approached  us  by 
degrees.  I  thought  how  the  hopes  which  the  young  princess 
had  then  awakened,  were  fulfilled  ;  how  her  life  since  then 
had  passed  ;  thought  how  she  had  worked  on  in  quiet  great- 

ness, as  wife  and  mother — as  the  protectress  of  noble 
manners — as  tlie  promoter  of  industry — as  the  helper  of  the 
poor  and  suftering;  as  she  acw  stood  there  an  honour  to  her 
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religion,  to  the  land  where  she  was  born — to  the  people  whs 
now  called  her  theirs, — and  I  loved  and  honoured  her  from 
the  depths  of  my  heart.  I  thought  that  I  saw  in  her  large 
expressive  eyes  that  she  felt  the  annoyance  of  the  empty 
speeches  which  she  had  to  make  and  to  hear,  and  it  seemed 
to  me  absurd,  that  merely  for  the  sake  of  etiquette,  not  one 
cordial  word  should  this  evening  reach  her  ear.  I  therefore 

let  my  heart  emancipate  itself,  and  greeted  her  with  a  "  God 
bless  your  Highness  !"  The  large  eyes  looked  at  me  with 
some  amazement,  w^hich  however  now  took  a  colouring  of 
friendship,  as  she  pleasantly  greeting  us,  past  by  and  paused 
at  Seltna,  whom  she  knew,  and  with  whom  she  spoke  wdth 
the  utmost  familiarity  for  some  time,  pleased,  as  it  seemed, 
with  the  graceful  and  easy  maimer  of  my  young  sister. 
The  Queen  and  my  stepmother  spoke  French  together,  as 
if  they  had  been  youthful  acquaintance.  The  Crown-prince 
talked  with  Lennartson,  who  now  for  some  time  had  joined 
us.  All  this  produced  a  somewhat  important  halt  of  the 
royal  train,  and  its  delay  with  us  drew  all  eyes,  with  a  certain 
curiosity,  upon  us.  Scarcely  had  the  royal  party  left  us  when 
the  Gyllenlofs,  as  if  struck  by  a  sudden  light,  hastened  up 
to  us  with  the  warmest  friendship,  and  invited  us  at  last  to 
join  their  party.  Seats  were  procured  for  us  near  the  plat- 

form ;  we  must  of  necessity  follow  them  up  tlie  saloon.  My 
stepmother,  always  soon  reconciled,  allowed  herself  to  be 
persuaded ;  we  went — we  arrived — the  Silfverlings  found  us 
to  be  their  equals,  and  we  had  seats.  My  stepmother  had  a 
deal  of  politeness  and  many  w^elcomes  to  answer.  Selma 
decUned  three  invitations  to  dance  with  the  young  Silfver- 

lings, and  I  now  understood  what  she  meant  by  spasmodic 
acquaintances. 

Sliortly  afterwards,  when  the  royal  party  had  left  the 
assembly,  we  left  it  also.  The  unfortunate  philosopher  had 

forgotten  Flora's  over-shoes,  at  which  Flora  was  very  angry 
and  unhappy.  Selma  prayed  her  warmly  to  take  hers,  and 
Flora  did  so  after  some  opposition.  Lennartson  seemed 
hurt  and  displeased  at  this ;  my  stepmother  uneasy.  Con- 

trary to  all  my  prayers,  I  covdd  not  induce  Selma  "to  make use  of  mine. 

We  were  kept  for  a  good  while  standing  in  the  lobby  by 
the  crush  of  people.     Lennartson  threw  his  cloak  before 
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Selma's  feet,  and  obliged  her  to  set  them  upon  it,  that  she 
might  not  suffer  from  standing  upon  the  cold  floor.  His 
anxiety  called  forth  the  hateful,  envious  expression  into 

Plora's  eyes.  St.  Orme  observed  her  quite  calmly,  whilst  he 
showed  himself  very  polite  towards  her.  He  gave  her  his 
arm,  Lennartson  conducted  my  stepmother,  the  Chamberlain 
me.  Here  we  came  in  collision  with  Aunt  Pendelfelt,  who, 
in  an  affected  and  formal  manner,  said  half  aloud  to 
Flora : 

"  Now,  my  sweet  friend,  when  may  one  congratulate  you, 
if  I  may  ask?" 

Flora  assumed  an  astonished  and  unfriendly  look — but  St. 
Orrae  answered  laughing,  "  Quite  certainly  in  the  next  new  ■ 
year!"  Lennartson,  on  this,  looked  at  him  with  an  inquiring 
and  sharp  glance.  St.  Orme  looked  another  way.  Flora 
seemed  to  set  her  teeth  together.  Aunt  Pendelfelt  turned 
herself  now  to  Selma  and  Felix,  as  it  seemed,  with  a  similar 
question,  which  Selma  sought  earnestly  to  avoid,  and  begged 
Felix  to  go  forward.  At  that  moment  the  throng  of  people 
opened  itself,  and  we  were  at  liberty.  In  the  carriage,  my 

stepmother  and  I  emulated  each  other  in  wrapping  Selma's 
feet  up  in  our  shawls  and  cloaks. 

At  home,  and  during  a  light  supper,  we  were  all  again  in 
good  humour,  and  amused  ourselves  with  projecting  all  kinds 
of  improbable  plans  for  the  future.  We  laughed  a  deal ; 

but  at  a  whisper  of  St.  Orme's,  Flora  became  suddenly 
gloomy  and  grave.  At  the  same  time  I  was  aware  of  tele- 

graphic signs  between  my  uncle  and  my  stepmother,  which 
put  me  somewhat  out  of  temper,  and  as  we  were  about  to 
part  on  this  first  day  of  the  year,  several  of  us  were  some- 

thing out  of  humour ;  but  Selma,  good  and  joyous,  and  full: 
of  joke,  prevented  all  vexatious  stiffness,  and  amid  merry 

"  happy  wishes,"  we  said  to  each  other  "  Good  night !" 
And  thus  is  it  in  our  life, — in  our  home  here  in  the  North, 

we  live  much  with,  and  among  one  another,  and  not  unfre- 
quently  the  unfriendly  is  excited,  we  are  disturbed  and  put 

into  "  ill  humour,"  and  must  endeavour  again  to  pacify  this 
at  home  and  in  ourselves,  for  we  cannot  do  it  out  of  our- 

selves, as  in  the  rich  Soutli.  Therefore  it  is  so  beautiful, 
when  a  tone  of  love  and  joy  goes  through  the  house  like  a 

kev^ote.     Then  the  dissonances  die  away  by  degrees,  and ' 
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we  can  say  in  peace  to  one  another  and  to  life — "  Good 
night!" The  7th. 

Good  morning,  life !  A  lovely,  bright  day;  snow  lies  upon 
the  southern  mountains,  and  shines  dazzlingly  white  against 
the  clear  blue  horizon^  Tet  it  is  not  very  cold,  and  the  sun 
bathes  with  a  flood  of  light,  palaces  and  cottages,  waves 
and  shore,  men,  animals,  and  statues.  Sea-gulls  shining 
white,  swing  themselves  over  the  Nordstream,  where  the 
water  of  the  lake,  with  its  thirteen  hundred  islands,  breaks 
into  the  salt  sea,  and  foamingly  intermingles  with  its 
waters. 

This  stream  plays  a  part  in  my  life.  Its  roaring  is  my 
cradle  song  of  an  evening,  when  I  rest  upon  my  bed.  In 
the  morning  it  affords  me  my  bathing  water,  and,  by  its  wUd 
fresh  odour,  by  its  strengthening  cold,  awakens  feelings  of 
the  life  by  the  Kautua  stream;  feelings  fresh  with  youth, 

full  of  life's  enjoyment.  In  its  rushing  waters  I  see  the 
first  glimmer  of  light,  when  I  from  my  window  salute  the  new 
day. 

Light !  water !  these  primeval  gifts  of  the  Creator  to 
earth,  which  still  to-day  are  here  for  all  mankind. — Why  do 
we  not  acknowledge  more  your  power  of  blessing  ?  Why 

are  we  not  baptized  every  day  by  you  to  new  life,  and  coru-age, 
and  gratitude  ? 

I  have  stood  at  my  open  window,  and  with  fall  respiration 
have  drunk  in  the  fresh  air,  which,  together  with  the  sun- 

shine, streams  into  my  chamber.     I  have  had  joyful  thoughts. 

I  remember  the  Polish  nobles,  who  in  the  past  summei- 
visited  Sweden,  and  what  was  their  peculiar  feeling  of  esteem 
for  this  country. 

"  A  country  never  conquered  by  a  foreign  power  ;  a  people 
who  through  their  own  strength  have  asserted  their  own  in- 

dependence !"  said  they,  with  an  expression  of  pleasiire  and 
melancholy  (melancholy  over  their  own  poor  fatherland). 

And  I  softly  sang  from  Malmstrom's  beautiful  glowing  song 
*'  The  Fatherland,"  words  which  often  come  into  my  thoughts, 
and  sang  them  with  love. 

Thou  poor,  thou  sterile  Swedish  earth, 
StAll  famine  cast  thee  down  ? 
•  »  *  • 

g2 
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Thou  honour-crowned  Fatherland, 
Where  old  sea-marks  abide ; 

Thou  lofty  cliff-encircled  strand, 
Washed  by  the  faithful  tide. — 

Thou  joyous  home,  thou  peaceful  shore, 

God  stretched  in  love  and  pleasure  o'er 
Thee  his  Almighty  hand ! 

I  thought  also  on  mj  own,  now  so  happy  independence. 
O  freedom !  how  charming  is  the  enjoyment  of  thee  after 
long  years  of  captivity. 

Thus  thought  I  on  something  which  is  dear  to  me,  and 
which  remains  ever  more  sure.  I  feel  that  I  am  come  into 

nn  ever-improving,  a  more  and  more  harmonious  relationship 
to  my  fellow-creatures.  Since  it  has  become  light  in  my  own 

soul,  and  I  am  by  this  means  come  more  "into  equipoise"  in 
life  ;  since  I  am  at  peace  with  myself ;  no  longer  hotly 
wishing  to  please  others,  and  no  longer  seeking  so  much  for 
their  approbation  and  their  love — since  that  time  I  pleast 
them  much  more,  and  find  in  them  much  greater  pleasure 
Since  I  have,  above  all  things,  seen  both  in  man  and  womai 
  the  human  being,  and  since  I  to  them  have  spokei 
as  such,  I  have  had  towards  manldnd,  and  mankind  has  to 
wards  me,  a  certain  thou  affinity  of  feeling,  a  certain  relation 
ship,  as  of  the  children  of  one  parent,  which  has  opened  ou 
souls  to  each  other,  and  has  beautified  life.  In  one  word,  i 
acknowledge  ever  more  intelligibly  that  human  love  is  m;- 
proposition. 

Two  people  come  in  this  way  nearer  and  nearer  to  m_. 
heart,  Selma  and  WUhebn  Brenner,  my  young  sister  an( 
  my  friend.     Selma  makes  me  happy  by  her  tenderness 
by  her  joyous  harmonious  being.  She  has  at  once  laid  aside 
tlie  satirical  mask,  which  disfigured  her  pure  features,  anc 
her  natural  wit  appears  to  me  on  that  account  only  the  mor* 
agreeable.  Satire  ma}^  play  cAen  upon  the  lips  of  an  angel, 
and  even  the  merry  and  witty  may  be  handmaids  in  the 
house  of  our  Lord.  Does  He  not  let  this  be  seen  in  nature  ? 

Scatters  He  not  over  field  and  wave,  among  clouds  and  stars, 
millions  of  joyful  sallies  and  rich  bursts  of  laughter,  which 
lighten  forth  both  in  sunny  and  gloomy  hours,  and  enliven 
the  spirits  of  his  creatures  ? 

Wilhelm    Brenner,    the   Viking   why    do   I    feel    at 

♦■^oughts  of  him  as  it  were  sunshine  in  my  heart  ?     Love, 



PEIMEVAL  WORDS.  85 

however,  it   is  not,  that   I   know  decidedly  ;    but  my   a^k 
quaintance  with  him  gives  me  joy. 

Latterly  I  have  often  seen  him,  and  feel  myself  always 
well  in  mood  when  I  am  near  him.  I  talk  to  him  wilUngly 
of  my  Finnish  fatherland  ;  of  the  wild  natural  characteristics 
of  Aura ;  of  its  peculiar  people  and  manners  ;  its  strange 
mythological  songs  and  legends,  with  magic  arts  and  power- 

ful PRIMEVAL  WORDS — the  keys  to  the  being  of  things — of 
my  own  first  childhood  on  its  foaming  pearl-rich  streams,  in 
the  shade  of  its  alders. 

How  kindly,  nay,  how  willingly  he  listens  to  me ;  how 
well  he  replies  to  my  thoughts,  my  feelings — now  seriously, 
now  gently  jesting  !  Many  times  I  request  that  he  should 
call  forth  some  remembrances  out  of  his  restless  life,  pic- 

tures of  another  climate,  of  seas  and  wildernesses,  of  glowing 
Africa  and  strange  Egypt ;  scenes  from  the  battle-fields 
around  Atlas.  It  is  rare  that  he  will  relate  anything  of 
this ;  but  when  he  does  how  curiously  and  desiringly  1 
listen !  These  pictures  are  so  grand,  and,  I  acknowledge, 
something  grand  also  in  the  nature  which  has  conceived 
them. 

And  what  feeling  is  it  indeed  which  leads  the  Viking  to 
seek  so  openly  and  so  cordially  intercoiirse  with  me  ?  Love  ? 
No  !  I  do  not  think  so  ;  and  will  not  think  so  ;  at  least  not 
in  the  sense  in  which  people  generally  accept  this  word.  The 
tolerably  current  pretence,  that  man  and  woman  only  under 
the  influence  of  this  feeling  approach  one  another  cordiallv, 
is  not  just.  They  seek,  they  need  one  another  because  they 
admire  a  peculiar  kind  of  excellence  in  each  otlier.  He  finds 
in  her  the  inspirations  of  life,  she  sees  her  world  illuminated 
in  him ;  and  thus  they  find,  through  one  another,  the  harmony 
of  life,  the  fulness  of  life. 

This  I  have  thought  to-day  by  my  clear  heaven,  by  my 
clear,  fresh  air. 

The  horizon  of  the  family  has  exhibited  itself  to  the  New 
Tear  pretty  free  from  clouds.  My  stepmother  is  entirely 

in  good  humour  amid  a  host  of  New-year's  visits,  which  drop 
in  every  day.  This  has  prevented  her  and  me  from  clashing 
in  any  important  quarrel;  yet  since  tlie  emancipation-ques- 

tion we  have  been  rather  more  ceremonious  towards  each 

other,  and  my  stepmother  seems  to  suspect  tricks  and  un- 
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easy  macliinations  under  many  of  my  eutii-ely  innocent  as- sertions. 
The  11th. 

St.  Orme  comes  hither  sometimes  early  in  the  morning, 
and  desires  to  speak  alone  with  my  stepmother.  She  always 
looks  disturbed  at  this ;  and  when  she  returns  from  tliese 
oonferences,  she  is  always  annoyed  and  nneasy  till  some  new 
impression  removes  this.  I  suspect  that  their  private  con- 

versations have  reference  to  money  which  St.  Orme  borrows. 
May  the  good-nature  of  my  stepmother  not  bring  her  into 
embarrassment.  I  have  heard  that  which  is  bad  spoken  of 

St.  Orme's  affairs,  of  bis  life  and  connexions.  Felix  also 
may  be  misled  by  St.  Orme's  sophisms,  and  by  the  example 
of  his  friends,  the  Kutschenfelts,  into  e^'il  ways.  I  have  spoken 
with  Brenner  of  my  suspicions  respecting  St.  Orme  ;  but  the 
Viking  takes  the  field  for  him,  and  is,  since  his  residence  in 
Paris,  under  obligations  to  him,  which  makes  him  uuwiDing 
to  believe  anything  bad  of  him. 

The  13th. 

My  bad  suspicions  have  their  entirely  good,  or  I  will  say, 
bad  foundation.  Hellfrid  Eittersvard  wrote  a  note  to  Selma 

this  morning,  wherein  she  asked  a  loan  of  fifty  rix-doUars. 
She  needed  this  sum  to  pay  the  pension  of  her  youngest 

brother,  and  would  be  able  to  repay  it  in  two  months.  "With 
eyes  flashing  with  desire  to  gratify  Hellfrid's  wish,  Selma 
showed  the  letter  to  her  mother,  and  prayed  her  to  advance 
the  desired  sum,  which  she  had  not  now  herself. 

"  With  infinite  pleasure,  my  beloved  child !"  exclaimed  my 
stepmother,  who  is  always  ready  to  give ;  hastened  to  her 
writing-desk,  and  opened  the  drawer  where  she  usually  keeps 
money ;  but  suddenly  she  appeared  to  recollect  something, 
and  turned  pale.  She  took  out  a  purse,  which  a  few  days 
before  was  full  of  heavy  silver-pieces,  put  in  her  hand  in- 

stinctively, but  drew  out  merely  a  few  rix-dollars.  A  painful 
confusion  painted  itself  on  her  countenance,  as  she  said, 

almost  stammering,  "  Ah  !  I  have  not — I  caunot  now  !  St. 
Orme  has  borrowed  all  my  money.  He  promised  to  bring  it 
me  back  again  in  a  few  days,  but — in  the  mean  time — how 
shall  we  manage  it  ?" 
My  stepmother  had  tears  in  her  eyes ;  and  her  troubled 

appearance,  her  pale  cheeks — I  sprang  immediately  up  to  mj 



FELIX  AND  SELMA.  8^ 

chamber,  and  came  down  again  quickly  with  a  few  canary- 
hirds  (so  my  stepmother  and  Selma,  in  their  merry  way,  call 
the  large  yellow  bank-bills  ;  whilst  the  others,  just  according 
to  their  look  and  their  value,  have  the  names  of  other 
birds). 

Selma  embraced  me,  and  danced  for  joy  at  the  sight  of  the 
yellow  notes.  But  my  stepmother  took  them  with  a  kind  of 
embarrassment — a  dissatisfied  condescension,  which  some- 

what grieved  me.  Slie  promised  that  1  should  soon  receive 

back  the  bills.  And  if  I  "  must  borrow  from  her,  I  might 
be  sure  that,"  and  so  on. 

Her  coldness  cooled  me.  In  the  mean  time  we  governeo 

the  state  together  in  the  afternoon,  and  handled  "  the 
system,"  and  other  important  things,  I  will  not  venture  tt 
say  exactly  according  to  what  syt^tem  if  not — according  to 
the  system  of  confusion.  My  thoughts  were  in  another 
direction.  They  followed  Felix  and  Selma.  He  seemed  to 
wish  to  speak  to  her  alone,  and  she  seemed  on  the  contrary 
to  wish  to  avoid  him,  in  which  also  she  succeeded. 

The  15th. 

To-day,  Felix  came  hither  early  in  the  forenoon.  I  was 
alone  with  Selma,  in  the  inner  drawing-room.  She  was 
arranging  her  flowers  at  the  window.  After  a  conversation 
of  a  few  minutes  with  me,  Felix  approached  her.  Selma  went 
to  the  other  window ;  Felix  followed.  Selma  would  have 
escaped  into  the  other  room,  when  Felix  placing  himself  in 
the  doorway,  barred  her  progress  and  exclaimed,  beseech- 

ingly : 

"  No !  now  Selma  can  no  longer  avoid  me !  Grive  me  a 
moment's  conversation,  if  you  do  not  wish  that  I  should  be 
altogether  desperate." 

A  deep  crimson  overspread  Selma's  countenance  ;  a  feeling 
of  anguish  seemed  to  seize  upon  her  soul !  but  she  struggled 
with  herself,  and  whilst  she  looked  down  at  a  monthly  rose, 
which  she  held  in  her  hand,  she  seemed  to  wait  for  that 
which  Felix  had  to  say  to  her.  I  thought  I  ought  to  go,  and 
leave  the  two  young  people  to  explain  themselves  to  each 
other,  and — I  went,  but  not  without  secret  disquiet. 

In  the  saloon  I  found  my  stepmother  in  secret  conference 
with  Ihe  Ciiamberlain.     She  looked  more  Metternich-like 
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than  ever.  I  seemed  as  thougli  I  noticed  nothing,  and  went 
lip  to  my  chamber,  v.hen  I  soon  received  a  nsit  from  Hellfrid 
liittersvard.     And  out  of  this  visit  came  quite  unexpectedly 
a  confidence  which   Xow,  now,  my  gracious  diplomatic 
Lady  Stepmother,  I  can  also  have  my  state  secrets.  To 
my  Diary,  however,  I  can  very  well  confide,  tliat  Hellfrid 
Kittersvard,  after  much  consideration  and  after  much  anxiety 
and  pain,  had  yielded  to  the  faithfid  devotion  and  prayers  of 
Ake  Sparrskold,  and  had  promised  to  belong  to  him  whenever 
their  personal  circumstances  allow  of  a  union.  This  may,  it 
is  true,  withdraw  itself  to  a  great  distance.  Before  Sparrs- 

kold gets  his  company  it  is  not  to  be  thought  of,  and  Captain 
E-ummil,  his  superior,  remains  probably  yet  a  long  time  in 

bis  post  as  head  of  the  compam-. 
Hellfnd  was  uneasy,  and  wished  to  know  from  me  whe- 

ther she  had  done  well  or  ill.  I  said  "  "^"ell,"  and  that  made her  happy. 
It  was  two  hours  before  I  could  again  visit  Selma.  As  I 

came  into  the  drawing-room  where  I  had  left  her,  it  was 
empty,  but  I  saw  that  some  one  had  lain  upon  the  sofa,  and 
had  supported  their  head  upon  the  soft  pillow.  I  picked  up 
a  fallen  rose,  and  saw  in  its  bright-red  bosom  shining  tears. 
Uneasy  in  mind,  I  went  farther  and  sought  for  Selma.  I 
found  her  in  her  chamber. 

Her  eyes  gleamed  as  they  are  wont  to  do  when  she  weeps, 
ajid  sighs  heaved  her  breast.  She  soon  opened  her  heart  to 
my  tenderly-anxious  questions,  and  I  learned  her  secret  feel- 

ings and  thoughts. 
Felix  had  reproached  Selma  with  the  coolness  and  un- 

friendliness which  she  had  shown  to  him  for  some  time;  had 
told  her  that  this  made  him  unhappy,  that  he  should  be  lost 
if  she  were  not  different  towards  him.  He  confessed  his 

weakness  of  character — his  folly — but  Selma  could  save  him 
if  she  would,  could  make  of  him  a  worthy,  happy  man.  He 
prayed  that  she  would  confer  her  hand  upon  him,  and  make 

that  reality  at  which  they  had  so  long  played.  As  Selma's 
husband  Felix  would  be  quite  another  kind  of  person.  "  Ah !" 
continued  Selma,  "  he  spoke  so  beautifully  and  so  warmly  of 
that  which  I  might  be  to  him,  and  of  what  he  himself  could 
and  would  be,  that  I  had  not  the  heart  to  withstand  his 
prayers  and  promises.    But  1  set  fast  a  time  of  trial  for  liim, 
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after  whicli   1  have  always  liked  Felix;  he  has  a  good 
heart,  and  so  many  amiable  qualities ;  but  he  is  weak,  and 
for  some  years,  since  he  has  been  of  age,  he  has  shown  him- 

self so  trifling,  so  little  to  be  trusted! — "VVe  have  been  so dissatisfied  with  him.  But  he  may  change,  he  may  become 

better,  and  then   " 

"  Then  you  will  make  him  happy,  Selma  ?" 
"Yes!" 

"  j^nd  you  weep  ?" 
"  Tes  !  I  know  not  why." 
"  I  do  not  believe  that  Pelix  would,  if  he  could,  take  jova 

feelings  by  storm." 
"  Oh,  that  he  certainly  w^ould  not.  But  he  thinks,  per- 

haps, that  I  love  him  more  than  I  really  do  ;  and  that  only 
temper  in  me,  or  his  fickle  behaviour  occasioned  my  coolness. 
From  our  childhood  upwards  it  has  been  a  sort  of  understood 
thing  in  our  families  that  we  were  to  be  married,  and  we 
were  looked  upon  as  almost  betrothed.  Felix  has  always 
wished  for  this  union,  my  mother  the  same,  and  I  have  had 
nothing  against  it  till  I  became  better  acquainted  with  my- 

self. I  now  know  very  well  that  I  never  can  love  Felix 
properly,  because  I  cannot  highly  esteem  him,  as  I  will  and 

must  highly  esteem  my  husband  ;  but   " 
"  But  what,  my  sweet  Sehna  r" 
"  If  I  can  make  him  and  others  happy,  then — neither  shall 

I  myself  be  unhappy.  And  then — God  wiU  give  me,  perhaps, 
a  child,  which  I  can  love,  and  in  which  I  can  have  pleasure 
in  the  world." 

"With  this  Selma  wept  quite  softly,  leaning  on  my  shoulder. I  wished  to  know  what  Selma  had  actually  promised  to 
young  Delphin. 

"  I  have  prayed  him,"  replied  she,  "  for  one  whole  year 
not  to  speak  of  his  love,  but  to  prove  it  to  me  in  actions  and 
behaviour.  Should  I  be  in  this  manner  convinced  that  his 
atfection  for  me  is  actually  as  great  as  he  says,  then  I  wall, 
when  the  year  of  trial  is  over,  consent  to  be  his  bride. 
That  I  have  promised.  Felix  desires  now  nothing  more ;  he 
prayed  only  for  a  ring,  which  he  might  wear  on  his  hand  as 
a  memorial  of  this  hour  and  of  his  promise.  I  gave  him  the 
ring  with  the  sapphire.  He  was  so  happy,  so  glad  !  Ah, 
Sophia !  I  must  be  happy  too,  since  I  have  done  that  which 

is  right,  and  have  perhaps  saved  a  human  being." 
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And  again  Selma's  eyes  beamed  with  pure  joy,  althougll 
through  a  haze  of  tears.  I  rejoiced  heartily  in  her  prudence 
and  goodness,  but  still  felt  myself  quite  melancholy  on  her 
account, 

Tlie  18th- 

"Invited  out  for  the  whole  week!"  "With  these  words 
my  stepmother  met  me  this  morning,  and  her  countenance 
showed  an  intelligible  pleasure  through  an  assumed  light  veil 
of  well-bred  weariness  and  tedium  of  the  world  !  1  exhibited 
not  the  least  sorrow,  especially  as  I  saw  my  stepmother  and 
the  two  girls  taken  up  in  the  highest  degree  with  the  tlioughts 
and  business  of  the  toilet.  I  leel  myself  fortunate  to  escape 
these  molestations,  and  in  being  able  to  stay  at  home,  !^iy 

stepmother  persuaded  me,  indeed,  a  very  little  "  to  go  with 
them."     But  it  is  not  in  right  earnest. 

The  21st. 

Among  all  these  dissipations  which  reign  in  the  house ; 
amid  all  those  beautiful  toilets  and  artificial  flowers,  and  all 

these  so-called  pleasures,  still  strange  symptoms  break  forth, 
which  testify  of  the  volcanic  soil  upon  which  they  dance. 

Flora  has  been  for  several  days  as  changeable  in  her 
temper  as  in  her  dress  ;  and  it  has  seemed  to  me,  as  if  she 

by  these  changes  endeavoured  merely  to  fetter  Lennartson'a 
attention,  or  more  correctly,  to  charm  him,  and  liis  eye  fol- 

lows her  too  with  attention,  but  rather  with  the  gravity  of 
the  observer  than  with  the  expression  of  the  enraptured 
lover.  It  seems  to  me  sometimes,  as  if  with  all  these  changes 

of  Flora's  he  asked,  "  Which  is  the  true  ?"  and  so  ask  I  also  ; 
because,  whilst  she  e\-idently  endeavours  to  draw  Lennartson 
to  herself,  she  disdaius  not  several  by-conquests,  and  keeps 
these  up  also  with  her  charms  and  her  endeavours.  St.  Orme 
plays  the  while  an  apparently  indifferent  part,  but  is  often 
betrayed  by  his  crafty  glance.     He  watches  her  secretly. 

Amoug  the  pictures  in  the  inner  drawing-room  there  is  a 
beautiful  portrait  of  Beatrice  Cenci,  the  unfortunate  fratri- 

cide. To-day  Flora  stood  before  it,  and  observed  it  long, 
sunk  in  silent  thought.  I  looked  at  her,  for  she  was  beautiful, 
as  she  stood  there  with  an  Undine-garland  of  coral  and  white 
water-lilies  in  her  brown  hair,  and  in  a  dress  of  that  chame- 

leon-like changing-coloured  material,  which  this  year  is  so 
much  the  mode.     AU  at  once  she  broke  silence  and  said: 
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"  Can  you  teU  me,  wise  Pbilosophia  !  why  I  find  pleasure 
in  this  picture;  in  studying  this  Beatrice  Cenci  ?" 

"  Probably  because  she  is  so  touchingly  beautiful,"  said  I. 
"  No !  but  because  she  was  so  firm  and  determined.  Such 

people  refresh  the  mind — especially,  when  we  are  disgusted 
by  the  undecided,  weak,  characterless  people  who  are  now 

so  abundant  in  the  world.     What  think  you  of  Beatrice  ?" 
"  I  deplore  her  from  my  whole  heart.  It  must  be  horrible 

to  hate  the  author  of  one's  own  life." 
"  Yes,  indeed,  horrible  !"  interrupted  Flora  warmly.  "  Yes, 

it  is  horrible  to  hate  one's  parents,  but  horrible  also,  if  one 
were  compelled  to  despise  them." JFlora  with  this  hid  her  face  in  her  hands.  I  looked  at  her 

with  astonishment  and  sympathy. 

"Ah!"  continued  she  with  excitement,  "let  no  one  say 
that  it  is  a  matter  of  indifference  what  song  is  sung  beside 

a  child's  cradle ;  it  sounds  through  his  whole  life.  Lennart- 
son,  Selma,  why  are  they  so  good,  so  wholly  good ;  and 
I,  why  am  I  so  ? — And  yet, — Sophia  !  I  am  no  ordinary 

person!" I  was  silent,  and  Flora  continued,  while  she  looked  sharply 
at  me : 

"  I  know  that  you  never  can  like  me,  and  that  you  never 
did  me  justice,  but  still  you  will  not  say  that  I  am  an  ordi- 

nary person." 
"  Extraordinary  and  beautifully  gifted  are  you  in  all 

things,"  replied  I,  "  but  perhaps  you  are  in  reality  less  ex- 
traordinary than  you  fancy  yourself  to  be.  For  the  rest, 

dear  Flora,  I  cannot  judge  you,  because  I  do  not  yet  know 
you.  You  are  often  so  uulike  yourself — you  are,  as  if  you 
were  not  one,  but  two — nay,  several  persons." 

"  ̂ ov  am  I  one  person !"  replied  Flora ;  "  I  have  a  double 
being,  one  good,  and  one  bad,  that  always  casts  its  spells 
around  me ;  that  is  my  other  I,  and  follows  me  like  my 
shadow,  and  places  itself  between  me  and  all  truth,  by  day 
and  by  night ;  abroad  and  at  home  ;  when  I  laugh  and  when 
I  weep  ;  at  the  ball  and  in  the  church, — yes,  even  in  church 
it  places  itself  between  me  and  heaven  1  How  is  it  then 
possible  that  I  can  have  peace — that  I  can  be  saved  ?  Ah  ! 
would  that  I  were  a  little  grey  sparrow  of  the  field  ?" 

"  And  why  a  sparrow  ?"  asked  I. 
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"  Because  then  nobody  would  trouble  themselves  about 
me,  and  would  know  nothing  of  me   But  hush !    I  feel  in 
me  that  one  of  my  bad  demons  is  near!" 

"  Let  him  obtain  no  powex'  over  you!"  prayed  I  warmly 
and  zealously. 

"  He  has  power!"  said  Flora,  with  a  horrible  expression, 
"  and  I  stand  on  the  brink  of  an  abyss !  and  soon — soon 
enough  shall  I  be  precipitated  down,  if  not   "  she  was 
silent ;  light  footsteps  made  themselves  audible  in  the  outer 
drawing-room,  and  St.  Orme  entered.  Immediately  after- 

wards came  my  stepmother  and  Selma,  and  all  went  together 
to  supper  at  the  Silfverlings. 

The  23rd. 

New  and  distinguishing  tokens !  My  stepmother  has  her 
Metternich  demeanour,  ana  the  telegraph  movements  be- 

tween her  and  the  Chamberlain  go  on.  I  suspect  strongly  a 

complot  against  my  precious  freedom.  "  Must  go  cautiously 
and  a  little  diplomatically  to  work,"  I  heard  my  stepmother 
say,  softly,  this  day  to  my  uncle  ;  "  you  have  not  let  Sophia 
suspect  anything  ?" 

"  ̂ 0  ;  but  I  feel  my  way  in  a  delicate  manner ;  confide 
yourself  to  me  ;  I  understand  the  ladies,"  replied  he. 

To  that  end  my  stepmother  plagues  me  with  encomiums 
on  the  Chamberlain,  and  the  Chamberlain  with  questions  as 
to  my  taste  in  furniture  ;  for  example,  with  regard  to  the 
form  of  tables  and  bookcases,  and  so  forth.  He  wishes,  he 
says,  in  the  furnisliing  of  two  new  rooms  that  they  should  be 
wholly  arranged  according  to  my  taste.  But  what  is  his 

furniture  to  me  ?  If  my  stepmother  sings  my  uncle's  praise, 
he  is  no  less  generous  in  praise  of  her. 

"  She  is  one  of  the  most  superior  ladies  that  I  know," 
said  he  again  to-day;  "a  tact,  a  judgment,  a  discretion! 
Ah !  one  can  confide  everything  to  her  ;  and  I,  for  my  part, 
wlien  I  will  do  a  little  good  in  secret,  I  know  no  one  whom 
I  would  so  willingly,  and  with  the  most  perfect  assurance 

can,  make  my  confidant." 
I  began  over  all  this  to  become  impatient. 
People  talk  of  the  marriage  of  Brenner  with  a  yonng, 

lovely,  and  rich  widow.  This  has  a  little  annoyed  me. 

Brenner's  beliavioiu*  appears  to  me  strange.     AVhy  has  he 
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not  spoken  to  me  of  this  connexion  ?  I  am  his  friend — his 
sisterly  friend.  And  why  ?  —  I  cannot  endure  anything 
enigmatical  in  him:  but  perhaps  it  is  unjust  in  me  so  to 
regard  it. 

The  24th. 

My  stepmother  and  I  are  on  cool  terms.  Her  attempt  to 
impose  upon  me  is  repulsed ;  I  am  proud,  and  show  my  sense 
of  freedom  in  a  not  particularly  amiable  manner.  Dissatis- 

fied looks  from  Flora ;  uneasy  and  beseeching  ones  from 
Selma.  Greneral  discomfort.  If  this  should  continue,  it  wiU 
be  very  entertaining ! 

Ah !  they  say  that  life  stands  still  if  no  outward  circum- 
stances excite  and  move  it.  But  it  is  not  so.  It  seems  to 

mo  that  it  is  in  such  quiet  times  that  the  angels  of  heaven 
listen  to  human  life  most  attentively — for  then  tremble  the 
strings  in  its  innermost  depths — then  are  its  finest  nerves 
developed — then  that  which  increases  the  power  of  heaven 
or  of  hell  fashions  itself. 

At  the  moment  in  which  the  butterfly  develops  its  wings 
it  is  quite  calm  in  the  secure  resting-place  which  it  has  se- 

lected. In  the  moment  of  change  its  life  appears  altogether 
to  be  an  inward  one.  But  the  beaming  butterfly  of  day  and 
the  nocturnal  death's-head  moth  are  children  of  the  same 
quiet  summer-hour. 

A  ramble  out,  A  hateful,  disagreeable  day;  the  people 
red-blue,  heaven  leaden-grey ;  icicles  at  all  the  houses  ;  loose, 
trampled -up  snow,  half  an  ell  deep  in  the  streets  ;  vexatious 
thoughts,  unpleasing  feelings !     Tet   "  even  this  will 
PASS  ovek!"  was  the  proverb  which  the  wise  Solomon  gave 
to  an  Eastern  prince,  who  desired  from  him  such  a  motto  as 
would  make  the  soul  strong  in  misfortune,  and  humble  in 
prosperity ;  and  this  motto  wiU  I  make  mine. 

The  26th. 

I  went  down  yesterday  to  dinner  with  the  virtuous  deters 
mination  of  being  complaisant  towards  my  stepmother,  and 
kind  towards  everybody.  But  it  was  the  reverse  with  me  ; 
I  entered  the  inner  drawing-room,  and  saw  my  stepmother 
and  the  Chamberlain  sitting  on  the  sofa,  in  confidential  and 

whispered  discourse,  which  they  suddenly  broke  off"  on  my 
approach.  My  stepmother  seemed  very  good-humoured,  and 
soon  came  up  to  me,  and  said  significantly,  as  she  arranged 
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something  in  my  di-css,  "  I  must  tell  you,  that  we  have  just 
had  a  long  conversation  about  you  and  sundry  of  your  con- 

cerns  um,  um,  um  !" 
"  On  what  concerns  ?"  asked  I,  with  a  look  as  if  I  would not  at  all  understand  it. 

"  Oh  yes,  yes  ;  about  certain  concerns  which  everywhere 
have  their  importance  ;  um — um — um  !"  said  my  stepmother, 
smiling.  And  then  she  began  a  little  speech  about  its  being 
so  pleasant  to  her  to  see  every  one  about  her  happy  ;  how  all 
her  thoughts  and  her  endeavours  tended  to  that ;  liow  she 
thought  not  at  all  about  herself,  how  she  merely  lived  for 
others,  and  so  on.  I  thought  on  the  bitter  recollections  of 
my  youth,  and  assumed  a  north-pole  demeanour  on  the 
throne- speech  of  my  stepmother. 

"We  went  to  dinner.  The  Chamberlain  was  "  aux  petit 
soins"  on  my  account,  and  di^^ded  the  best  morsels  between 
himself  and  me,  which  had  no  relish  for  me.  To  the  most 
polite  observations  of  my  stepmother  I  answered  also  coldly, 

and  avoided  Selma's  looks,  which  seemed  to  ask,  "  What, 
have  we  offended  you  ?"  At  dinner,  youth  was  praised 
as  the  golden  age ;  the  Chamberlain  said  that  he  had  in 

youth  "  rightly  intoxicated  himself  from  the  cup  of  enjoy- 
ment." I  said,  that  my  bitterest  remembrances  were 

precisely  out  of  my  youth  ;  remembrances  which  even  to  this 
day  operated  disturbingly  on  my  temper.  I  saw,  by  the  un- 

easy looks  of  my  stepmother,  that  she  felt  this  as  a  reproof 
to  herself.  But  I  had  the  feeling  as  if  a  heavy  avalanche  lay 
upon  my  heart. 

In  the  afternoon,  as  I  was  making  a  little  collar,  1  expressed 
some  vexation  that  I  had  no  lace  with  which  to  trim  it.  My 
stepmother  hastened  instantly  to  her  room,  and  soon  returned 
with  a  quantity  of  beautiful  lace,  which  she  playfully  threw 
round  my  neck,  as  she  prayed  me  to  accept  it  for  love  ;  and 
I  felt  myself  clasped  in  her  arms,  felt  her  soft  breath  on  my 

cheek,  and  she  whispered  to  me  archly,  that  "  my  passion  for 
emancipation  should  not  prevent  her  from  holding  me  fast." 
In  my  present  Spitzbergen-mood  of  mind  I  recognised  no- 

thing in  this  embrace  but  an  attempt  to  circumscribe  my 
liberty,  and  therefore  I  released  myself  coolly,  and  even 
threw  away  the  lace,  because  "  it  did  not  suit  me  ;  I  would 
get  for  myself  what  I  wanted." 
My  sceDmother  silently  went  with  her  disdained  gift  back 
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to  her  room ;  and  as  Selma  a  moment  afterwards  followed 
her,  I  could  see,  through,  the  open  door,  how  she  leaned . 
against  the  window,  looked  out  silent  and  sorrowfully,  and 
it  seemed  to  me  that  tears  were  on  her  cheeks. 

This  sight  went  to  my  heart;  and  whilst  I  secretly  re- 
proached myself  for  my  conduct,  I  went  up  to  my  chamber 

to  be  quiet,  and  to  demand  a  reckoning  with  myself.  But  I 
could  hardly  recognise  again  my  own  room  ;  so  changed,  so 
beautified  was  it.     Por  a  while  I  knew  not  wliere  I  was. 

Among  some  handsome  new  furniture  which  had  been 
arranged  tbere,  I  beheld  an  extremely  elegant  mahogany 
bookcase,  through  whose  bright  glass  windows  a  number  of 
books  in  ornamental  binding  smiled  upon  me  ;  and  from  the 

top  looked  down  majestically  a  beautiful  Miner\^a's  head  of bronze. 
As  an  exclamation  of  astonishment  escaped  from  me,  I 

heard  behind  me  a  half-snorting,  half-chirping  sound  ;  and 
when  I  turned  myself  round,  I  saw  my  delighted  maid  come 
forth  from  a  window  corner,  when  she  could  no  longer  conceal 
her  sympathy  with  my  amazement. 

"  Her  Grrace  has  long  thought  about  this,"  told  she  now 
out  of  the  fulness  of  her  heart ;  "  and  the  Chamberlain  him- 

self has  had  the  bookcase  carried  up,  and  then  Miss  Selma 
has  been  here  all  the  morning  to  arrange  the  things  in 

order." 
A  revolution  now  took  place  in  me.  Perhaps  I  now  saw 

here  the  aim  of  every  private  conversation,  of  every  tele- 
graphic movement,  of  every  secret  agreement,  which,  as  I 

fancied,  had  been  directed  against  my  freedom.  And  they 
had  reference  merely  to  my  well-being  and  my  pleasure ! 
Perhaps  it  was  the  thought  of  this  my  astonishment  which 
had  made  my  stepmother  to-day  in  such  high  spirits.  I 
fancied  that  I  again  felt  her  embrace,  her  breath  upon  my 
cheeks.  And  I  ?  how  had  I  met  her  ?  how  had  I  suspected, 
mistaken,  rejected  her,  and  occasioned  her  tears ! 

With  the  speed  of  lightning  I  hastened  down  to  my  step-  ■ 
mother,  and  here   

I  have  a  bias  of  a  dangerous  kind.  If  my  feelings  have 
become  ice  cold,  and  then  are  suddenly  thawed  by  a  ray  o{ 
sunlight  or  dewdrop  of  life,  then  am  I  usually  deluged  by 
them  as  by  a  spring-flood,  and  am  ready  to  deluge  the  whola 
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VTorld  with  them.  Xay,  there  exists  no  person  whom  in  such 
moments  I  could  not  press  to  my  heart ;  and  for  those  who 
are  dear  to  me  I  have  only  one  feeling,  the  feeling  of  giving 
them  all  that  I  have,  myself  into  the  bargain.  Seneca  and 
Cicero,  and  Schlegel  and  Hegel,  and  the  doctrines  of  all  the 
wise  men  of  the  world  on  self-government,  and  quietness  and 
moderation,  are  in  such  moments  merely  like  oil  upon  a 
waterfall.  Certain  experiences  have,  it  is  true,  brought  me 
somewhat  to  control  this  rushing  flood  ;  but  in  certain  mo- 

ments nevertheless  they  will  have  their  way,  and  the  present 
moment  was  one  of  them.  Tes,  so  deeply  affected  was  I  by 
the  goodness  of  my  stepmother,  and  so  full  of  contrition  for 
my  own  injustice,  that — if  she  now  had  required  that  I 
should  confer  my  hand  on  the  Chamberlain — I  shovdd,  I 
think,  have  done  it.  But,  thanks  be  to  my  grood  stars  !  she 
thought  not  of  that ;  and  I  could  undisturbedly  enjoy  all  the 
amenities  of  life  which  blossomed  there,  where  human  souls 
overflowed  in  intimacy  and  love  towards  each  other. 

I  have  silently  vowed  by  Minerva's  head  never  again  to 
torment  with  unnecessary  suspicion  my  stepmother  and  my- 

self. I  feel,  therefore,  a  ship's  load  lighter  at  heart.  I  hear 
Selma  joyfully  sing.  God  bless  the  singing  bird !  Her  song 
always  celebrates  the  sunny  hours  of  home.  She  resembles 
in  this  the  singing  birds  of  Sweden,  who  (Xilson  relates  in 
his  Fauna)  sing  the  sweetest  after  soft  summer  rain. 

The  28th. 

Continued  rapture  on  my  part  over  the  bookcase,  and  so 
on.  Increasing  pleasure  and  increasing  contentment  on  the 
part  of  my  stepmother.  Light  on  the  fate  of  Europe,  through 
my  stepmother  and  me.  Active  trade  with  the  Lady  Coun- 

cillors of  commerce  ;  one  betroths,  one  marries,  one  strikes 
people  dead ;  in  one  word,  one  cares  for  the  success  of  the 
world.  With  all  this,  secret  vexation  in  my  soul.  I  have 
not  seen  the  Yiking  for  several  days.  He  ought  indeed,  at 
least,  to  come  and  announce  his  betrothal  to  his  friend. 

The  29th. 

To-day  a  ramble  out.  I  met  the  Yiking,  who  was  angry, 
and  quarrelled  because  we  were  out  exactly  then  ;  and  that 
1,  if  I  also  had  been  at  home,  and  alone,  received  him  not.  I 
wac  rather  proud  at  this  assertion,  and  assumed  a  rather 
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frosty  deportment,  on  wliicli  Brenner  left  me  tolerably  short 
and  cold.     jSow,  now — 

I  care  for  nobody,  nobody, 
And  nobody  cares  for  me  I 

Thank  God !  thus  can  I  yet  sing,  and  thus  will  I  ever  be 
able  to  sing. 

I  will  liave  no  vexation,  no  unnecessary  vexation.  I  have 
had  enough  of  that  in  my  life,  I  have  had  it  from  feelings  all 
too  warm.  I  will  have  these  no  more.  And  therefore  will  I 
remain  cold  and  calm,  as  the  marble  statues  which  we  shall 

see  by  lamplight  in  the  sculpture  gallery  to-night. 
Eleven  at  night. 

But  when  one  sees  between  the  cold  marble  statues  and 

the  pale  flames  of  the  waxlights  a  warmly-beaming  human 
eye  which  rests  with  gentle  sun-strength  upon  one — who 
can  prevent  the  heart  becoming  warm  and  soft — prevent  the 
gallery  itself  from  being  converted  into  a  temple  of  the  sun? 

Thus  happened  it  to  me,  as  in  the  IS^iobe  Gallery,  between 
Eoman  Emperors  and  Caryatides,  I  discovered — the  Viking. 
As  I  met  his  eye  I  involuntarily  extended  my  hand,  and  felt 
at  the  same  moment  his  warm,  true  hand-pressure.  Oh,  we 
must  still  always  continue  friends  !  Brenner,  however,  did 
not  join  us.  He  seemed  to  have  undertaken  the  protection 
of  two  ladies,  one  of  whom  was  young  and  very  pretty. 

"  Perhaps  she  is  his  bride,"  thought  I.  But  I  gave  up  this 
opinion  as  again  and  again  I  saw  his  eye  between  the  marble 
statues  directed  to  me  with  an  expression  which  quietly  did 
my  heart  good.  The  meeting  of  this  glance,  the  sentiment 
of  a  deep  sympathy  with  a  warm  and  noble  heart,  gave  to 
the  ramble  through  this  marble-hall  on  the  arm  of  the  Cham- 

berlain an  extraordinary  charm.  I  felt  my  heart  beat  with 
a  full,  although  calm  life,  amid  these  senseless  statues  ;  and 
the  perhaps  yet  less  feeling  crowd  of  people,  who  in  elegant 
dresses  filled  the  galleries,  were  occupied  rather  as  it  seemed 
to  me  with  the  lighting-iip,  with  the  handsome  dresses,  with 
the  Queen  and  her  Covu-t  (who  also  were  there),  than  with 
the  masterpieces  of  art.  But  wherefore  do  I  blame  that  ? 
I  myself  thought  more  of  the  people  than  of  the  statues. 
Lennartson  gave  his  arm  to  my  stepmother,  and  directed  his 
vrords  and  remarks  particularly  to  Selma,  who  looked  lovely, 

H 
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but  thoughtful ;  whilst  Flora,  on  lier  brother's  arm,  in  a 
kind  of  feverisli  endeavour  seemed  to  wisli  by  her  person  and 
her  sallies  to  occupy  all  those  around  her.  St.  Orme,  Baron 
Alexander,  and  a  couple  of  other  gentlemen  followed  her 
amid  applause  and  admiration.  She  was  very  well  dressed, 
and  exceedingly  lovely. 

In  the  so-called  Sergei's  room  my  attention  was  drawn  to 
three  different  models  for  the  artist's  group  of  Cupid  and 
Psyche,  because  we  saw  so  plainly  in  them  the  labour  of  a 
mind  clearly  to  understand  itself  and  possess  itself  of  the  life 
which  he  would  express.  In  the  first  model  the  statues  are 
ill-shaped,  coarse,  unpliant,  soul-less,  Egyptian-mummy-like ; 
they  lock  themselves  together  in  a  block-like  oneness.  In  the 
next  they  have  already  life  and  motion  ;  but  are  yet  without 
harmony,  without  beauty  and  higher  unity.  These  they 
obtain  first  in  their  third  formation,  when  the  artist  has  Avon 
the  victory,  and  the  splendid  figures  express  the  combat  of 
human  passions,  softened  by  divine  grandeur  and  beauty.  I 
seemed  to  see  in  these  forms  the  whole  development,  as  in 
humanity  so  in  man,  and  happy  in  these  thoughts  I  turned 
myself  round  with  the  necessity  of  communicating  them  to 
some  one,  who  could  or  would  understand  me.  I  saw  now 
in  my  neighbourhood  only  Flora,  Avho  with  an  expression  of 
impatience  and  also  of  bitterness  listened  to  St.  Orme,  who 
spoke  to  her  in  a  low  voice.  As  my  eye  met  that  of  Flora, 

she  said,  suddenly  breaking  off,  and  in  a  joking  tone.  "  "What revelation  has  Sophia  now  had  ?  Her  eye  glows  as  if  she  had 
di.scovered  a  new  world." 

"Merely  a  thought,"  replied  I,  "is  become  clear  to  me 
here."  And,  carried  away  by  my  feelings,  I  showed  to  her 
the  three  model-groups,  told  her  what  they  had  led  me  to 
think  upon  the  development  and  perfecting  of  life,  on  the 
patience  and  strength  of  the  true  artist,  which  never  rests 
till  it  has  approached  its  goal,  nor  tUl  it  sees  that  its  work  is 

good. 
St.  Orme  smiled  sarcastically  at  my  enthusiasm,  but  Flora 

listened  to  me  attentively.  Afterwards  she  said,  "  Sergei  was 
fortunate ;  he  was  not  hindered  like  many  others  in  his  de- 

velopment, was  not  hindered  in  working  out  his  own  perfec- 
tion bv" — she  checked  herself,  and  I  continued  inquiringly 

"  by  r'"' 
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"  By  the  want  of  a  great  object,"  continued  Flora,  ̂ itli  a 
strong  emphasis  and  with  a  bitter  expression  of  countenance. 

But,  nevertheless,  I  saw  this  with  joy,  for  I  recognised  the 
thoughts  and  the  expression  which  at  times  flashed  forth  in 
Flora,  and  made  me  conscious  of  the  existence  of  a  higher 
spirit  in  her  enigmatical  being. 

St.  Orme  yawned  aloud,  and  began  a  depreciating  criticism 
of  the  last  group,  which  was  meant  to  show  the  folly  of  my 
admiration,  the  imperfection  of  the  artist,  and  the  superiority 
of  his  o-RTi  acuteness. 

To  me  this  criticism  betrayed  merely  St.  Orme's  want  of  a 
noble  mind.  I  felt  myself  also  wounded  by  his  scarcely 
courteous  manner  towards  me ;  but  I  am  so  afraid  in  sucli 
cases  of  lowering  myself  by  re-payment  in  like  coin,  or  in 
permitting  myself  to  be  mastered  by  a  little  desire  of  revenge, 
that  I  listened  to  St.  Orme  in  silence,  without  giving  any 
sign  of  the  displeasure  which  I  felt.  Yet  I  was  glad  to  be 
liberated  from  it  by  the  Viking,  who  having  disposed  of  his 
ladies  (God  knows  how),  now  came  hastUy  to  me  to  call  my 
attention  to  the  group  of  Oxenstjerna  and  EQstory,  and  also 
to  the  remarkably  noble  and  powerful  countenance  of  the 
great  statesman.  In  the  joyous  frank  expression  of  Brenner, 
I  perceived  a  feeling  of  fresh  sea-air  which  often  comes  over 
me  from  this  spirit.  For  the  rest,  he  complained  that  he  was 
wearied,  that  he  had  no  taste  for  cold,  lifeless  figures. 

It  was  nevertheless  determined,  that  this  evening  the  life- 
less figures  should  reveal  to  me  many  depths  of  the  living  ones. 

We  were  advancing  to  the  marble  gallery  of  Logard  where 

Odin  stands  so  commandiugly,  Endymion  slumbers  so  sweetl}^, 
Venus  jests  with  Love,  Apollo  plays  upon  the  lyre,  and  all 
the  Muses  stand  around  him. 

There  the  royal  secretary,  von  Krusenberg,  joined  us,  who 
bowing  ceremoniously  before  gods  and  men,  thus  made  him- 

self perceived  by  us : 

"  It  is  certain  that  here  one  can  say  that  one  is  in  good 
company.     One  feels  oneself  really  exalted  by  it." 

"  Yes,"  interposed  Baron  Alexander,  "  here  one  escapes  at 
least  the  elbow-thrusts  of  the  people ;  of  the  common  herd 

which  fills  the  streets  and  alleys." 
Such  expressions  I  cannot  bear,  and  cannot  hear  them  in 

eilence.     I  replied  therefore  not  quite  courteously : h2 
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"I believe  certainly,  that  among  tlie  so-called  '  people,'  one 
meets  witli  honester  and  better  individuals  than  among  the 

heathen  diA^nities.  There  is  a  deal  of  the  '  herd'  upon  high 

Olympus." As  a  church-weathercock  might  look  down  upon  the 
])aving-stones,  so  looked  down  the  great  Alexander  on  me, 
and  St.  Orme  said  sarcastically : 

"  Thus  it  may  appear  to  those  who  do  not  enter  into  the 
spirit  of  antiquity,  and  do  not  understand  how  to  grasp  its 
works  with  an  enlightened  and  unprejudiced  eye.  The 
Catechism  is  of  no  use  here  as  a  scale  of  judgment.  The 
beautiful  and  the  sublime  must  be  measured  by  another 

standard." 
"  I  think  so  too,"  said  Flora.  "  The  Grecian  ideal  ought 

not  to  be  dragged  down  to  the  circle  of  our  every-day 

virtues." I  felt  that  I  crimsoned,  for  I  found  that  I  did  not  stand 
upon  quite  good  ground  against  my  adversary.  I  looked  at 
Selma  and  she  looked  at  Lennartson,  and  his  calm  glance 
rested  upon  me  with  an  expression  which  animated  and 
strengthened  me.  I  was  intending  to  reply  and  make  my 
meaning  more  clear,  wlien  St.  Orme  continued : 

"  I,  for  my  part,  know  not  what  more  desen^es  our  homage 
than  the  divine  gifts  of  Beatjtt,  Genius,  Stkength  !  ] 

know  really  nothing  which  have  any  A'alue  near  them.  The 
small,  nameless  virtues  that  swarm  on  the  earth  have  none. 
Xo  !  therefore  I  beg  to  hold  with  the  gods,  or  more  par- 

ticularly witli  tlie  goddesses.  With  them  one  is  always  at 

home  in  a  temple  of  beauty." 
"  Cultivation  of  genius  !"  said  Lennartson,  smiling,  "and 

many  think  that  this  is  very  sublime  and  high-bred.  Eut 
more  sublime  and  more  higli-bred  is  the  cultivation  which 
looks  with  indifference  on  accidental,  showy  gifts,  and  inquires 
after  merely  the  essential  in  man,  the  goodness  and  the 
earnestness  of  the  will ;  which  beholds  in  each  man  an  elect 
genius,  an  lieir  of  another,  diviner  home,  a  living  thought  of 
God,  which  ennobles  him  for  the  citizenship  of  an  eternal 
kingdom,  and  conducts  him  there.  One  may  do  justice  to 
the  heathen  point  of  view,  yet  with  all  propriety  find  its 
inferiority  to  the  very  highest,  that  is,  to  Christianity ^ 

This  was  evidently  said  to  extricate  me  out  of  my  dilemma, 
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and  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  the  heathen  divinities  suddenly 
grew  pale,  or  evaporated  into  ghost-like  figures,  and  the  great 
Alexander  shrivelled  up  into  a  dwarf;  von  KJruseuberg  crept 
behind  Odin,  whilst  Selma  and  I  looked  up  with  delight  to 
Lennartson.  St.  Orme  and  Baron  Alexander  consoled  them- 

selves by  communicating  to  each  other  their  paltry  thoughts 
on  people  who  could  make  so  much  ado  about  an  insignificant 
occurrence  among  insignificant  beings,  and  would  ascribe  a 
world-historical  signification  to  an  event  which  had  happened 

here  two  thousand  years  ago.     "  How  foolish !" 
I  listened  to  the  two  gentlemen,  and  wondered  that  cjreat 

learning  could  be  so  completely  united  to  great  ̂ overtij  of 
mind. 

The  truth  is,  that  I  have  found  among  simple  youths  and 
maidens,  more  deep  feeling  for  the  deep  in  life,  than  among 
a  certain  class  of  the  learned. 

Some  time  after  this,  we  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  gallery, 
before  a  marble  group,  Cupid  and  Psyche.  It  represents 
Cupid  about  to  leave  Psyche  in  auger,  who  kneels  and  prays 
for  forgiveness. 

"  How  could  one,  like  Cupid  here,  be  so  immovable  to  a 
beautiful  supplicant  like  Psyche  ?"  we  heard  von  Krusenberg 
say. 

"  Yes,"  said  Plora,  whilst  her  eye  sought  that  of  Len- 
nartson, "is  it  possible  to  repulse  her,  who  loves  so,  and 

prays  so,  even,  if— if — she  be  culpable?" 
"He  must  be  a  downright  barbarian!"  exclaimed  von 

KJrusenberg. 

"  I  think,"  said  Lennartson  rather  coldly,  "  that  there  are 
actions  which  one  cannot,  and  ought  not  to  forgive." 

"Not  even  to  a  beloved  one,"  whispered  Flora,  with  a 
voice  almost  imperceptibly  tremulous,  "  not  even  to  a  bride — 
a  wife  ?" 

"Least  of  all  to  her,"  said  Lennartson  mildly,  but  with 
emphasis ;  and  with  a  serious,  penetrating  look  on  Plora. 

Shortly  afterwards  some  one  seized  my  arm  hastily  and 

whispered,  "  Come  with  me  !  I  am  ill!" 
It  was  Flora;  she  was  pale  as  death.  But  the  very 

moment  when  I  was  about  to  go  with  her  (Felix  was  with 
Selma,  and  did  not  see  us),  in  the  same  moment  Lennartson 
stood  by  her  side,  and  led  her  out  of  the  crowd. 

"A  little  fresh  air!     I  faint!"   stammered  Flora.     Len- 
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nartson  opened  the  doors  towards  Logurd's  terrace,  and  we 
soon  saw  the  starry  heavens  above  our  heads,  and  the  wind 
of  the  winter-night  blew  cool  on  our  cheeks. 

Lennartson  ordered  one  of  the  velvet-covered  seats  to  be 
brougl)t  out  for  Flora,  gave  her  a  glass  of  water  to  drink, 
and  showed  her  the  tenderest  care.  I  removed  a  few  steps. 

The  scene  and  the  time  were  solemn.  "Wp  stood  as  it  were 
in  the  heart  of  the  castle,  whose  high  and  gloomy  walls  sur- 

rounded us  on  three  sides ;  the  fourth  opeaied  to  us  the 
beautiful  prospect  over  the  harbour,  with  its  wreath  of 
mountains  and  inhabited  islands,  wholly  concealed  in  the 
nocturnal  twilight,  lit  only  by  the  stars  of  heaven  and  the 
flickering  lights  of  earth.  The  lights  of  the  gallery  threw 
broad  stripes  of  light  between  the  clipped  trees  upon  the  high 
terrace  where  we  stood,  and  which  were  broken  by  the  shadows 

of  the  tree-stems.  I  saw  all  this,  whilst  my  ear  involuntarily- 
caught  the  words  which  were  exchanged  between  two  human 
beings,  who  seemed  in  this  moment  to  approach  the  crisis  of 

their  strange  connexion,  the  sepai'ating  point  in  their  lives. 
I  heard  Lennartson  ask  something  with  a  soft,  almost 

loving  voice,  and  Flora  replied : 
"Better — better  now!  oh,  Lennartson,  because  you  now 

look  bright  and  gentle,  like  the  heavens  above  us,  and  not  like 

the  cold  marble  images  within." 
Lennartson  was  silent.  Flora  continued,  with  greater 

emotion,  "  Lennartson,  you  are  really  as  stern,  as  severe  as 
he,  as  immovable  as  your  words  sound  now.  Ah,  my  God  ! 

tell  me,  how  am  I  to  understand  you?" 
"Flora,"  said  Lennartson,  also  deeply  affected,  "I  it  is 

who  might  have  asked  you  this  question  for  some  time ;  I  it 

is  who  wish  to  understand  you.     If  you  love  me   " 
"  More  than  everything— more  than  my  life,"  interrupted 

Flora,  vehemently. 

"Good  then!"  continned  Lennartson,  taking  both  her 
hands  into  his,  and  bending  himself  over  them,  "if  it  be  so, 
tlien — be  open,  be  candid  towards  me.    Explain  to  me   " 

"  Ah !  all,  all,  whatever  you  will,  Lennartson.  But  at  a 
more  suitable  time.     Here  it  is — so  cold." 

"  Cold  !"  exclaimed  Lennartson  ;  "  that  is  only  an  excuse. 
Be  at  least,  for  this  once,  candid.  Flora.  Tour  hands  burn. 

You  feel  now  no  cold." 
"  No  !  my  heart  is  warm,  warm  for  you,  Thorsten.     And 
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t\ierefore  have  patience  witli  me.  I  love  you  so  strongly,  so 
childishly  ; — yes,  I  am  therefore  afraid  of  you,  Lennartsou  ; 
afraid  of  seeing  you  grave  and  stern.  Oh,  if  I  only  knew 
that  you  rightlj^  loved  me,  then  I  should  not  long  be  incom- 

prehensible to  you  !  Oh,  say,  can  you  not  love  me  so,  at 

least,  not  for  my  love's  sake  ?" 
That  loving  tone  of  Flora's  was  answered.  I  saw  Len- 

nartson  bend  himself  lower  before  her,  I  heard — the  doors 
of  the  gallery  again  open,  and  saw  my  stepmother,  together 
with  her  party,  come  out,  seeking  uneasily  for  us. 

On  the  arm  of  Lennartson,  Flora  again  entered  the  illu- 
minated gallery. 

Had  Flora  now  obtained  a  certainty  from  the  heart  o' 
Lennartsou,  which  she  had  not  before ;  had  Avords  beeii 
spoken  which  my  ear  had  not  perceived,  but  which  hac 
loosened  the  horrible  bond  by  wliich  Flora  had  been  held 
captive  ?  This  is  certain,  that  a  bright  joy  seemed  to  have 
elevated  her  whole  being.  Never  was  she  more  captivating, 
nor  had  Lennartson  been  more  captivated  by  her  charms. 
Selma  looked  gently  but  pale  on  them  both,  whilst  St.  Orme 
regarded  either  Avith  a  subtly-searching  glance.  This  glance 

made  me  suspect  that  Flora's  romance  is  still  yet  far  from 
its  termination,  and  that  a  new  revolution  may  soon  take 
place. 

The  1st  of  February. 

The  revolution  in  Flora  has  taken  place,  and  all  is  as  dark 
as  ever. 

This  forenoon  I  heard  outside  my  chamber  door  various 
strange  sounds,  as  of  persons  violently  quarrelling.  I  went 

to  know  what  it  might  be ;  the  little  passage  between  Flora's 
room  and  mine  was  empty,  but  the  door  of  Flora's  outer 
room  was  half  open,  and  through  this  I  saw,  to  my  astonish- 

ment, Flora  endeavouring  to  release  her  hands  from  St. 
Orme,  who  held  them  forcibly.  Both  looked  up  to  the  win- 

dow by  which  they  stood. 

"Ah!  let  me  go!"  besought  Flora,  warmly.  "Let  me 
liberate  it !  It  will  be  soon  too  late  !  See,  the  ugly  spider 

has  caught  it  already  !" 
"  Wliy  must  it  not  fly  into  the  web  ?"  said  St.  Orme,  with 

his  cold  scorn.  "  Let  it  be.  It  will  be  interesting  to  see  if  it 
can  liberate  itself,  whether  it  can  escape.  If  not,  then— 
laissez  falre  Ja  fatalite.^^ 
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"  All !  it  is  ah-eady  his  pre}' !  The  poor  wretch  !  Adrian, 
let  me  go!"  (She  stamped  with  her  foot.)  " Tou  ai-e  a 
cruel,  horrible  man  !" 

"Because  I  will  not  mourn  about  a  fly  ?  The  little  fool, 
she  has  created  her  fate  lierself,  and  who  knows  whether 
after  all  she  is  so  \erj  unfortunate  ?  And  the  spider  !  AYho 
knows  whether  he  be  so  cruel  ?  He  merely  embraces  the 

little  fly." 
At  this  moment  a  pair  of  fire-tongs  was  suddenly  raised, 

which  tore  the  spider's  web,  and  separated  the  spider  and 
the  fly.  This  catastrophe  was  occasioned  by  me  ;  I  had, 
armed  with  the  first  best  weapon  which  chance  offered  me, 
approached  the  combatants.  At  sight  of  me  St.  Orme  re- 

leased Flora,  and  exclaimed : 

"  See,  there  comes  truly,  as  if  from  heaven,  a  saving  angel ! 
Pity  is  it  only,  that  the  noble  deed  comes  too  late." 

And  it  was  too  late.  The  fly  fell  dead  upon  the  window- frame. 

"But,"  continued  St.  Orme,  "Sophia  can  very  well  write 
an  elegy  or  moral  observations,  and  thus  it  may  be  always  a 

means  of  edification,  and   " 
Flora  with  lier  hands  before  her  face  sprang  suddenly  into 

the  inner  room.  I  followed  her,  and  St.  Orme  went  away, 
whistling  an  opera  air  upon  the  steps. 

Flora  gave  herself  up  to  such  an  outbreak  of  violence  as  I 
had  never  seen  before.  She  tore  her  hair,  cried,  and  threw 
herself  with  convulsive  sighs  and  tears  on  the  floor.  I  stood 
amazed  and  silent,  and  looked  at  her.  AVhere  now  was  the 
beautiful  Flora  ?  It  was  a  fury  that  I  saw  before  me.  I 
offered  her  a  glass  of  water ;  she  emptied  it  hastily,  and  then 
became  by  degrees  somewhat  calmer. 

"  Dearest  Flora,"  said  I  at  length,  "why  this  ?  How  can 
the  fate  of  a  fly  thus   " 

"Fly?"  exclaimed  Flora;  "do  you  think  that  I  trouble 

myself  about  this  ?     K^o,  I  mourn  over  myself.     I,  Sophia,  I 
am  tliis  unfortunate  fly.    I  shall  be  a  prey  of  this   and  he 
knows  it,  the  horrible  wretch,  he  enjoys  it ;  he  amuses  him- 

self in  seeing  this  image  of  my  fate,  of  my  anguish — the  cruel 
one,  the  detestable  one,  who   " 

"  But  how  ?  but  why  ?"  asked  I,  interrupting  the  tempest 
of  names  which  Flora  gave  to  St.  Orme. 

"  Inquire  not !"  replied  she  impatiently.     "I  cannot  say, 
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and  it  woiild  serve  no  purpose.  Ah  !  \\hj  are  there  not  in 
our  country  those  protecting  institutions  which  Catholic 
countries  are  possessed  of,  where  a  person  can  escape  from 
the  world,  from  himself,  and  from  others  ;  nay,  can  be  saved 
even  from  humiliation — where  even  the  fallen  woman,  sus- 

tained by  the  Cross,  can  erect  herself,  and  under  the  protec- 
tion of  heaven,  can  stand  there  purified  and  ennobled  before 

the  eyes  of  the  world!" 
And  Mora  was  again  beautiful,  as  she  raised  herself  up 

and  turned  her  glistening  tearful  eyes  towards  heaven.  But 
this  exaltation  lasted  but  for  a  moment.  Then  continued 
she  with  renewed  bitterness  : 

"  And  if  he  pursue  me  I  will  become  Catholic ;  nay,  I  will 
become  a  Turk  or  a  Fantee  woman.  I  would  adore  the  Virgin 
Mary,  or  Mahomet,  or  the  Great  Mogul,  or  the  devil  himself, 
or  whatever  it  might  be,  if  it  would  only  free  me  from  this 

man." 
"Tour  wish  for  a  convent-life,"  said  T,  smiling,  "  does  not 

appear  to  me  to  be  of  the  right  kind.  But,  Flora,  I  imagined 
that  you  had  given  yourself  up  to  a  good  and  strong  spirit 

— that  you  belonged  to  Thorsten  Lennartson." 
"  Belonged  ?  yes,  with  my  whole  soul,  with  my  whole 

heart,  but   " 

"  AVhy  do  you  not  turn  yourself  to  him  with  open  heart, 
with  full  confession  ?     He  would  free  you." 

"  So  you  say  !     Ah,  you  know  not   Tea,  if  he  loved  me 
as  I  love  him !  But — ah,  if  I  knew,  if  I  rightly  knew  I 
Why  are  there  no  longer  oracles,  no  sibjds,  no  witches  or 

prophetesses,  in  the  world,  to  whom  one  might  go  in  one's 
ueed,  and  from  whom  one  could  demand  counsel,  a  hint,  a 
glance  into  the  future  ?  But  all  that  which  is  pleasant  is 
dead  now.  How  unbearable  and  flat  and  insipid  is  the  world 
now,  with  its  regularity,  with  its  rationality.  It  disgusts  me. 
I  am  disgusted  with  myself.  EverythiDg  is  nauseous  and  un- 

bearable to  me.  Do  not  stand  and  look  at  me,  Sophia ! 
Leave  me!  I  will  not  be  a  spectacle  for  you.  I  know  that 
you  hate  me,  but  now  I  am  indeed  unfortunate  enough.  Let 

me,  at  least,  be  alone  !" 
"  jSTo  !  not  now.  Let  me  rule  over  you  a  little  while, 

Flora  !  Ton  will  then  better  imderstand  my  hatred.  I  am 
just  going  out.  Go  with  me.  The  snow  without  will  fall 

coolingly  upon  your  hot  brow." 
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I  approached  her,  and  began  to  arrange  her  hair. 

"Do  with  me  what  you  will!"  said  she,  and  remained 
passive.  I  assisted  her  to  put  on  her  winter  dress,  and 
silently  we  went  together  out  into  the  free  air. 

It  snowed  and  blew.  AVe  went  towards  the  lowest  quay 
down  to  the  river,  on  the  way  to  the  Xorth  Bridge.  Flora 
looked  at  the  foaming  waves. 

"  How  they  foam  !  how  they  struggle  !"  said  she  ;  "  see, 
see  how  the  waves  now  endeavour  to  heave  themselves,  and 
now  are  subjected  from  the  other  side,  and  are  obliged  to  sink 
in  their  exasperation,  because  the  Miilar  stream  proudlv 
rushes  over  them.  The  poor  waves !  I  should  like  to  know 
whether  they  feel  what  it  is  so  exactly  to  sink  beneath  oneself, 

to  wrestle  and  to  struggle,  without  hope  of  ever  conquering." 
"  In  a  few  days,"  said  I,  "the  Malar  Avater  will  perhaps 

have  lost  its  power,  and  the  combating  streams  will  have 

come  into  equipoise." 
"  Sometimes,"  said  Flora,  "  it  also  happens  that  the  angry 

waves  obtain  the  upper  hand,  and  rush  over  the  others,  and 

exasperate  them.     There  is  a  retaliation." 

"We  were  again  silent.  I  led  Flora  over  the  bridge  and through  the  streets  into  the  city.  Here  are  the  oldest 
memories  of  Stockholm  ;  here  is  the  heart  of  the  Stockholm 
city,  which  also  has  the  form  of  a  heart ;  here  flowed  the 
blood  of  the  nobles  of  Sweden  in  streams  from  the  hand  of 
Christiern  ;  here  the  streets  are  narrow,  the  lanes  dark  ;  but 
here  also  is  the  Castle  of  Stockholm  ;  and  here  lift  themselves 
even  now  a  mass  of  houses,  which  show  by  their  inscriptions, 
cut  in  stone,  the  strong  fear  of  God  which  built  up  in  ancient 
times  the  realm  of  Sweden. 

We  went  into  a  dark  doorway,  ornamented  with  statuary 
work,  of  one  of  those  houses,  which  had  stood  for  centuries, 
and  over  the  doorway  of  which  was  inscribed  a  verse  from  the 
Psalms  of  David  in  old  Swedish. 

Flora  was  undecided:  "  "Whither  do  yoa  conduct  me  r" asked  she,  hesitating. 

"  To  a  witch,"  replied  I. 
"  Are  there  yet  Avitches  in  Sweden  ?"  said  Flora,  following 

me.  "  But,"  continued  she,  somewhat  disparagingly,  "  I 
have  no  confidence  in  the  witches  of  our  day,  with  their  card 

and  coffee-cup  wisdom." 
After  we  had  mounted  several  steps,  I  opened  a  door,  and 
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we  entered  a  room  where  a  young  girl  sate  and  sewed.  1 
prayed  Flora  to  wait  for  me  here,  and  Avent  into  another 
chamber,  the  door  of  which  was  shut. 

After  some  time  I  returned  to  Flora,  and  led  her  in  with  me. 
I  saw  an  expression  of  astonishment  and  curiosity  depicted 

in  her  countenance,  as  her  eyes  riveted  themselves  upon  the 
figure  which,  clad  in  a  flowing  black  silk  robe,  sate  in  a  large 
chair  by  the  only  window  of  the  room,  the  lower  part  of 
which  was  shaded  by  a  green  curtain.  The  daylight  streamed 
from  the  upper  half  of  the  window  brightly  down  upon  a 
countenance  which  was  less  consumed  by  age  than  by  suffer- 

ing, and  whose  strong  and  not  handsome  features  stifled  the 
idea  that  it  had  ever  possessed  charms,  or  that  looks  of  love 
could  ever  have  rested  upon  it.  Yet  this  countenance  was 
not  without  sun.  It  had  a  pair  of  eyes  Avhose  glance  was  not 
common.  It  was  restless,  and  as  it  were  vacillating  towards 
indiiferent  things  and  objects.  But  if  it  were  animated  by  a 
feeling  or  by  a  thought — and  that  often  was  the  case — then 
it  had  beams  that  could  warm,  strength  which  could  pene- 

trate ;  for  there  lay  in  it  great  and  deep  earnestness.  The 

hair,  still  beautiful,  and  of  a  dark  brown,  was  drawn  off"  the 
large  brow.  A  plain  snow-white  lace-cap  siu-rounded  the 
pale,  grave  countenance.  The  unknown  held  the  left  hand, 
of  an  almost  transparent  delicacy,  against  her  breast,  in  the 
other  she  had  a  pencil,  with  which  she  appeared  to  have  been 
making  observations  in  the  margin  of  a  large  Bible. 

The  furniture  of  the  room  was  so  simple  that  it  might 
have  belonged  to  poverty,  but  all  bore  the  stamp  of  neatness 
and  comfort,  which  does  not  luiite  itself  with  poverty.  A 
vase  of  fresh  flowers  stood  upon  the  table,  upon  which  lay 
books  and  manuscripts.  Everything  in  the  room  was  simple 
and  ordinary  ;  the  large  wonderful  eyes  alone  which  beamed 
there,  awoke  a  feeling  that  this  was  the  dwelling  of  a  power- 

ful life. 

Flora  seemed  to  receive  an  impression  of  this,  as  we  neared 
the  unknown,  who  greeted  us  with  great  fiiendliness,  as  she 

said,  excusing  herself,  "  Permit  me  that  I  remain  seated!" 
She  invited  us  with  the  hand  to  seat  oiu-selves  upon  the 

two  cane  chairs  Avhich  stood  near  the  table,  and  gave  to  us 
smiling  a  sprig  of  geranium  from  the  flower-vase  on  the 
table. 
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Her  earnest  eyes  riveted  ttemselves  upon  Flora,  who  cast 
down  hers,  and  appeared  to  struggle  for  the  power  to  raise 
them  again.  I  withdrew  presently  from  that  part  of  the 
room,  and  left  the  two  together. 

I  heard  the  unknown  say  with  a  gentle,  grave  voice,  "  So 
young,  so  beautiful,  and  yet — not  happy  !" 

Flora  was  silent  a  moment,  and  seemed  to  struggle  with 
herself.     At  length  she  said  : 

"  Xo !  not  happy,  but — who  can  tell  me  how  I  may  be- 
come so  ?  Knew  I  any  one  who  could  tell  me  that,  I  would 

go  to  him  through  deserts  and  midnight ;  but  oracles  have 
vanished  from  the  world." 

"  Xot  vanished,  but  only  changed  their  abode,"  said  the 
unknown,  calmly. 

"  Changed  their  abode  ?     To  where  ?" 
"  From  the  ancient  temples,  from  the  deserts,  have  they 

removed  into  the  most  holy  sanctuary  of  life,  into  the  human 

soul." 
"  And  thither,"  continued  Flora,  sarcastically,  "  it  is  in- 

deed more  difficult  to  come  than  to  Delphi  and  Dodona. 
And  what  would  now  this  new-fashioned  oracle  reply  to  my 

question  ?     How  shall  I  become  happy  r" 
"  Follow  the  inward  voice  !" 

"  A  true  oracular  answer ;  that  is  to  say,  an  answer  that 
says  nothing  at  all.  I  at  least  know  nothing  of  one  inward 
voice,  but  of  ten,  at  least,  which  one  after  the  other  speak 

in  me." 
"  One  must  not  believe  all  voices ;  one  must  question  and 

deeply  listen  till  one  hears  the  right  voice." 
"  There  are  in  the  soul,"  said  the  unknoism,  in  a  friendly, 

smiling,  insinuating  manner,  "  quiet  groves,  silent  grottoes, 
and  temples — thither  must  we  go.  There  speaks  our  genius." 
The  unknown  seemed  to  enjoy  the  pictures  which  she  called 
forth. 

It  seemed  to  me  as  if  a  certain  coolness  had  overflowed 

Flora's  passionate  soul  at  these  words.  With  a  sigh  and  a 
tearful  eye  she  said  : 

"  Oh  !  he  who  flees  to  this  still  region  and  there  finds  rest, 
must  yet  flee  from  the  world  and  from  himself!" 

"He  should  not  flee,  he  should  only  collect  himself;  col- 
lect himself  in  stillness,  but  for  a  great  object  in  life." 
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Flora's  tlioughta  before  the  sculpture  of  Sergei  seemed  to return  to  her  ;  her  look  was  animated. 

"  All !"  said  she,  "  I  have  sometimes  imagined  and  thought, 
but — it  is  now  too  late.  The  unrooted  flower  can  no  longer 
keep  itself  firm  ;   it  must  be  driven  by  wave  and  wind." 

"It  is  never  too  late,"  said  the  unknown,  emphatically, 
"  but  it  may  often  be  difficult  enough.  Ah  !  I  know  it  well, 
this  flower  without  a  root,  this  want  of  foundation  and  soil, 
which  is  commonly  the  fruit  of  a  false  education.  No  way 
is  more  difficult  than  the  way  to  collect  oneself  out  of  dissi- 

pation and  to  become  oneself,  but  still  it  may  be  found,  and 

we  may  walk  in  it." 
At  this  moment  a  sunbeam  broke  through  the  window 

and  streamed  softly  trembling  through  the  flowers  of  th« 
vase  upon  the  pages  of  the  holy  book.  The  eye  of  the  un- 

known followed  the  path  of  light,  and  shone  with  great  de- 
light as  she  spoke  in  broken  sentences  : 

"  Xo  !  it  is  never  too  late  to  tread  the  bright  paths  which unite  heaven  and  earth  and  mankind  to  each  other  in  noble 

endeavours.  They  open  themselves  in  our  days  richer  than 
ever,  and  in  all  directions — in  all  spheres  of  life — and  the 
eyes  of  men  become  more  and  more  open,  and  love  refuses 
not  his  guiding  hand!  Courage  only  and  a  resolute  will, 
and  the  apparently  unrooted  plant  will  take  root  firmly,  and 

will  bloom  forth  beautifully  in  the  light  of  the  Eternal !" 
Flora  followed  not.  As  the  spirit  of  the  unknown  thus 

raised  itself  towards  the  light.  Flora's  spirit  seemed  to  sink 
and  to  look  down  into  the  darker  depth. 

"And  after  all,"  said  she,  gloomily,  "  ever}i;hing  is  yet 
vanity.  Every  human  life  has  its  snake,  against  which  no 
power  can  combat.  Sooner  or  later  a  time  comes  to  every 
one  in  which  all  pleasure  is  at  an  end,  in  which  one  is  sub- 

jected to  pain,  to  old  age,  to  death  !  Is  there  no  power,  no 
bliss,  which  this  can  withstand  ?" 

"  Tes  !  let  a  dying  one  assure  you  of  this.  See  you  !  I  go 
now  with  rapid  speed  towards  my  change,  and  great  are  my 

8ufi"erings  ;  yet  I  am  so  happy  that  day  and  night  I  must sing  praises.  Many  a  charming  draught  has  life  extended  to 
me  ;  much  that  was  bitter  has  been  changed  into  sweet,  but 

yet  the  best  wine  has  been  preserved  for  me  till  the  last." 

*'■'  Lots   in   this   world   are  thrown   differently   for   man- 
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kind,"  said  Flora,  not  without  bitterness  ;  "  some  seem  made 
for  misfortuue,  others  again  have,  like  you,  sunshine  from 
tlie  cradle  to  the  grave.  And  for  tliese  it  must  be  easy  to  be 

good." "  You  would  perhaps  think  differently,  if  you  knew  me 
rightly,"  said  tlie  unknown,  softly  ;  "  and  a  glance  into  my 
breast  woidd  allow  you  to  judge  whether  I  have  always  had 
a  sun-brigliteued  life,  as  you  imagine — and  yet  you  would 
only  see  an  image  of  affliction  which  no  human  eye  has  seen, 
and  whicii  1  myself  have  almost  forgotten.  Tlie  bitter  waves 
have  long  ceased  to  roar,  but  tliey  have  left  traces  behind 

them."     She  opened  the  black  dress,  removed  a  white  cloth, 
and   showed   us   a   horrible  sight !     The  bloody  picture 
was  soon  again  concealed. 

"  Pardon  me !"  said  the  unknown  to  Flora,  who  with  a 
cry  of  horror  had  covered  her  eyes,  "and  now  fear  not!  I 
feel  that  sufiering  comes.  I  shall  not  be  able  to  keep 
back  all  complaint.  But  be  not  terrified ;  it  will  soon  be 

over." 
At  that  moment  she  seized  convidsivel}"  a  roll  of  papers, 

the  whole  body  trembled,  and  the  hue  of  death  overspread 
her  face,  and  with  a  dull  cry  of  pain  her  head  sunk  upon  her 
breast.  This  continued  probably  for  ten  minutes,  then  the 
hvcTna  of  pain  seemed  to  release  the  sufierer  from  his  claws, 
but  she  evidently  had  not  fully  recovered  her  mind,  and  lier 
soul  seemed  to  wander  in  far  regions,  whilst  her  lips  spoke 

broken  w-ords,  like  to  those  which  Asaria  sung  in  the  fiery furnace. 

By  degrees  the  exalted  expression  passed  from  her  coun- 
tenance. A  slumber,  as  it  were,  came  over  it.  Then  the 

unknown  opened  her  eyes  ;  they  were  clear  and  full  of  con- 
sciousness. She  took  up  a  little  mirror  which  lay  on  the 

table  and  contemplated  herself  in  it. 

"  It  is  over !"  said  she,  as  if  to  herself,  and  smiled  ■with  a thankful  look  towards  heaven.  Now  for  the  first  time  she 
seemed  to  remember  that  slie  was  not  alone. 

"  It  is  now  over,"  as  slie  turned  her  again-enfeebled  glance 
to  Flora  and  me  ;  "  forgive  me !  Yet  I  know  certainly  that 
you  do  so.  Compassionate  me  not !  I  am  happy,  unspeak- 

ably happy !" I  arose  to  end  our  visit. 
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"  Permit  me  to  come  again,"  prayed  Flora,  with  tearful 
eyes,  as  she  took  her  leave. 

"  "Willingly,"  replied  the  imknown,  directed  to  xis  a dimmed  but  friendly  look,  and  extended  to  us  her  hand 
affectionately. 

"We  went. 

"  "Who  is  she  ?"  asked  Flora,  on  the  steps. 
"  She  will  be  unknown,"  replied  I ;  and  we  were  both  silent till  we  reached  home. 

As  I  went  down  to  dinner  I  heard  my  young  sister  (who 

knew  nothing  of  the  forenoon's  revolution  in  Flora)  thus 
giving  orders  in  the  drawing-room  : 

"  Trala,  la,  la !  Jacob,  do  not  forget,  immediately  after 
dinner,  to  go  to  the  old  coachman  with  this  cake  and  bottle 
of  wine.  And  in  coming  back  do  not  forget  to  bring  the 
rennets  with  you,  of  which  my  mother  is  so  fond.  And  you, 

TJlla,  remember  at  last  that  you  have  Miss  Flora's  dress 
ready  this  evening.  You  must  be  prodigiously  industrious. 
La,  lalali,  la,  la,  la  !  And  to-morrow  you  shall  make  your- 

selves merry.  Then  I  shall  let  you  go  to  the  opera  to  see 

the  '  May-day.'  There  you  shall  be  merry  to  some  purpose. 
Jacob  shall  be  TJlla'a  and  Karin's  protector.  Tralalili,  lalali, 
la,  la,  la." 

Thus  went  on  for  a  while  the  harmonious  commands,  and 
gave  me  again  a  little  proof  that  it  is  the  endeavour  of  my 
Selma  in  the  world  to  make  every  one  around  her  happy. 

But  endeavour  is  not  the  right  word.  "When  goodness  ap- proaches its  consummation  it  has  an  inward  harmony,  an 
ennobled  nature,  whose  movements  are  as  involuntarily 
beautiful  as  the  movements  of  Taglioni  in  the  Sylphide.  She 
makes  the  most  difficult  thing  easy,  and  gives  a  charm  to  the 
meanest  exterior  of  life. 

Flora,  during  dinner,  was  thoughtful  and  gloomy.  In  the 
afternoon  Lennartson  came,  and  had  a  long  conversation 
with  her.  He  seemed  earnestly  and  fervently  to  beseech 
something  from  her.  She  wept.  At  length  I  heard  her  say 
with  vehemence : 

"  Kot  now,  not  now,  Lennartson.  Have  patience  with 
me  still,  for  a  little  time,  and  I  will  tell  you  all ;  and  then 

{'^ou  will  see  that  you  are  the  only  one  in  the  world  whom  I 
ove." 
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Lennartson  now  arose  ■with  a  strong  expression  of  dis- 
content. He  appeared  impatient,  and  came  into  the  other 

drawing-room,  in  which  Selma  and  I  sate.  The  sun  shone 
througli  the  crystal  of  the  chandelier,  and  hundreds  of  little 
prismatic  flames  trembled  on  the  walls,  and  on  the  pictures 
with  which  these  were  covered.  Selma  remarked  the  beautj' 
of  the  colours,  and  the  impression  which  their  beauty  made 
upon  the  mind. 

"  Yes  !"  said  Lennartson  aloud,  as  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon 
her,  "  light,  purity  is  beautiful,  as  in  colour  so  also  in  the 
human  mind.  I  cannot  comprehend  how  people  love  dark- 

ness, how  people  can  be  willing  to  linger  in  it ;  they  must, 
iu  that  case,  have  something  to  conceal,  or   suspiciously 

dread  the  light." 
Flora  had  approached,  but  remained  standing  at  the  door, 

on  whose  frame  she  leaned,  while  she  held  her  hand  pressed 
upon  her  breast,  and  riveted  a  glance  of  bitter  pain  on  the 
speaker. 

Selma  saw  this,  and  tears  came  into  her  lovely  eyes.  She 
said  to  Lennartson  with  animation  and  almost  reproach : 

"  Clouds  often  conceal  the  sun  from  ns,  and  yet  it  is  still 
bright.  If  we  could  only  raise  ourselves  above  tlie  clouds 
we  should  see  it." 

Lennartson  looked  at  Selma  with  an  inquiring  glance, 
which  by  degrees  melted  away  in  mildness. 

"Yes,  you  are  right,"  said  he  slowly;  "there  may  be 
faults  in  those  who  complain." 

He  went  again  to  Flora,  seized  her  hand,  bent  over  it,  and 
said  some  words  to  her  which  I  did  not  hear,  but  whose 

effect  I  remarked  in  Flora's  grateful  look.  Lennartson  soon after  this  left  us. 
The  2nd  of  February. 

Flora  is  calmer,  and  all  quiet  in  the  house.  I  begin  to  be 
satisfied  vrith  the  polemical  connexion  between  me  and  my 
stepmother.  But  shall  we  ever  attain  to  the  ideal  of  a  noble 
contention,  which  the  German  professors,  Feuerbach  and 
Grollmann,  have  showed  to  the  world  ?  These  two  remark- 

able men  were  the  warmest  friends,  and  in  tlie  early  part  of 
their  lives,  were  of  the  same  way  of  thinking.  Afterwards 
they  separated  in  their  scientific  views,  but  without  thereby 
allowing  their  personal  esteem  and  friendship  to  be  disturbed 
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They  invariably  dedicated  to  each  other  their  works,  in  which 
they  invariably  sought  the  one  to  convert  the  other.  Thus 
they  argued  in  love,  and  by  the  production  of  excellent  works, 
to  the  end  of  their  lives.  Over  such  contentions  must  angela 
indeed  rejoice. 

5tli  February. 

My  acquaintance  with  the  Viking  begins  to  be  somewhat 

stormy.  But  I  console  myself  with  the  thought  that  "  the 
storm  belongs  to  Grod's  weather,"*  and  may  be  governed  by 
His  spirit. 

"We  were  imdted  yesterday  to  a  breakfast  at  the  Chamber- 
lain's. Without  flattering  myself,  and  without  great  self- 

love,  I  could  very  well  understand  the  correctness  of  my 

stepmother's  diplomatic  hint,  namely,  that  the  breakfast  was 
given  on  my  account.  The  host  did  me  les  Jionneurs  of  his 
handsome  house ;  his  splendid  furniture,  his  Athenienne, 
with  a  thousand  little  sumptuousnesses  ;  his  many  arrange- 

ments, for  convenience,  and  for  the  pleasant  enjoyment  of 
life  ;  nay,  I  must  even  see  his  own  expensive  toilet.  Wliilst 
I  thus  wandered  with  him  through  his  rooms,  I  in  vain 
sought  for  a  picture  of  actual  value,  or  an  object  of  higher 
interest ;  I  found  nothing  of  the  kind,  and  I  could  not  say 
much  about  the  rest  of  the  ornaments. 

Wilhelm  Brenner's  eye  was  often  watchfully  directed  upon 
me,  whilst  I  was  receiving  so  much  of  the  host's  attention. 
He  on  the  contrary  was  taken  up  with  a  very  pretty  Mrs. 
Z. — the  same  with  whom  I  had  seen  him  at  the  gallery — a 
widow,  and  rich.  "  Z.,"  says  a  writing  copy,  "  is  in  the 
Swedish  language  a  superfluous  letter;"  and  so  methought 
was  Mrs.  Z.  at  this  breakfast.  By  the  abstracted  looks  of 
the  Yiking,  I  might  have  presumed  that  he  thought  so  too  ; 
but  for  all  that  he  remained  near  her,  and  amused  himself 
by  observing  me  from  a  distance.  This  rather  vexed  me ; 
and  thus  for  that  reason  I  entertained  myself  more  than 
common  with  the  wit  of  my  courteous  uncle,  said  merry 
thiugs  myself,  and  contributed  in  my  own  way  to  entertain 
the  company,  for  which  I  received  much  applause,  especially 

from  my  stepmother.  Towards  two  o'clock  people  separated, 
and  went  home.   As  the  weather  was  fine,  we  walked.    I  saw 

Geijer. 
I 
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Mrs.  Z.  go  away  on  the  arm  of  tlie  Yiking.  The  Chamber- 
lain accompanied  us,  together  with  other  gentlemen. 

Scarcely  were  we  come  to  the  Castle  Hill,  when  the  Yiking, 
under  full  sail  from  the  side  of  the  Bridge  of  Boats,  joined 
himself  to  us.  He  was  quite  warm,  and  wiped  his  forehead. 
I  had  the  Chamberlain  on  my  left,  Brenner  took  the  right, 
and  heard  how  I  was  making  love — ridiculous !  But  what 
he  had  not  heard  was  the  occasion  for  my  satirical  sally, 

namely,  the  sighs  and  the  little  song  of  my  uncle's  love  and 
the  warmth  of  his  heart !  all  which  cooled  me  indescribably, 
because  I  knew  the  ground  and  the  intention  of  it. 

"  I  think,"  said  I,  "that  never  was  so  much  said  about 
love,  and  so  little  known  about  it  as  in  our  days.  Those 
who  talk  publicly  the  loudest  about  Christian  love,  rend  one 
auother  most  bitterly  ;  and  as  regards  the  love  which  men 
vow  to  women,  the  impulses  to  this  are  of  very  doubtful 
value.  How  many  tender  flames — those  which  are  more 
smoke  than  flame — burst  forth  because  one  has  ennui,  be- 

cause one  wants  to  amuse  oneself  in  some  way  ?  Is  it  not 

thus  in  glowing  Italy  ;  as  you  yoiu'self  have  told  me  ?  Do 
not  people  form  connexions  there  on  purpose  to  drive  away 
time  ?  and  merely  continue  them,  because  they  have  no 
spirit  to  undertake  anything  else  ?  and  so  they  drag  lament- 

ably through  life  with  sighs  and  lemonade.  Here,  in  our 
Xorth,  we  seek  really  a  little  more  substantial  nourishment 
for  love,  seek  the  good  things  which  open  a  prospect  to  com- 

fortable life,  dinners  and  good  suppers,  and  so  on.  Yet  the 

foundation  is  still  no  better,  and  love  just  as — needy." 
"  Have  you  then  never  met  with,  or  seen  '  eeal  love  '  iu 

the  world  ?"  asked  the  Yiking,  with  a  tone  of  displeasure, 
and  as  it  were  of  compassion  for  me. 

"  To  be  sure,"  continued  I,  in  the  same  tone — "  to  be  sure 
I  have  seen  men  feel  actual  love,  nay,  actually  also  become 
quite  thin  from  it.  I  have  heard  tbem  declare,  Avhen  they 
met  with  hard  hearts,  that  their  life  was  gnawed  by  worms, 
and  that  people  would  soon  have  to  weep  over  their  death. 
Yes,  I  believe,  too,  that  this  at  one  time  they  tliemselves 
also  believed ;  but  this  is  certain,  nevertheless,  that  iu  one  or 
two  years  afterwards  I  have  seen  tliese  men  marry  others 
than  those  for  whose  sake  they  would  die,  and  that  too, 

Btout  of  bod3'  and  full  of  joy.     In  one  word,  I  have  seen 
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enough  of  life  and  of  the  world,  to  have  but  little  confidence 
in  this  so  much  spoken  of,  and  in  romances  so  much  com- 

mended love,  and  to  vi^ish  to  have  as  little  as  possible  to  do 

with  it.     It  is  not  worth  one  of  the  sighs  which  it  costs." 
"  Femme  pTiilosophe  .'"  exclaimed  the  Chamberlain,  "  Ton 

reason  perfectly  justly  as  regards  this  passion.     I  value  the 
Eassions  very  little.    Esteem,  delicacy,  mutual  condescension, 
ly  as  good  a  foimdation  for  a  much  more  enduring  happi- 

ness than   " 
We  were  at  this  moment  about  to  cross  the  North 

Bridge.  Elora  just  then  remembered  that  she  wanted  to 

buy  something  at  Medberg's,  my  stepmother  and  Selraa  had 
the  same  thoughts ;  but  I,  who  had  no  such  views,  and 
wished  to  get  home,  said  that  I  would  continue  my  way 
alone,  and  wait  for  the  party  at  home.  I  earnestly  declined 
the  offers  of  my  uncle  to  accompany  me,  and  as  the  rest  of 
the  party  took  their  way  towards  the  Mynt-market,  I  pursued 
my  way  over  the  bridge. 

But  scarcely  had  I  gone  twenty  paces  when  I  saw  the 
Viking  at  my  side,  and  discovered,  I  know  not  how,  that  my 
arm  rested  in.  his.  He  hastened  onwards  with  such  prodigious 
strides,  that  I  had  trouble  to  keep  up  with  him. 

He  turned  round  at  a  right  augle,  just  where  the  bridge 
extends  itself  to  the  right,  and  remained  standing  in  that 
corner  where  the  river  rages  below,  and  the  poplars  of  tho 
river-parterre  ascend  upwards  to  the  granite  balustrades  of 
the  bridge.  Then  he  dropped  my  arm,  and  turning  towards 
me  with  a  confidential  air,  said  with  a  warm  but  suppressed 
voice : 

"  Tell  me  !  Is  all  that  which  you  have  just  now  said,  this 
cursed  gallemathias  of  love,  your  really  earnest  thought  ?" 

"  My  really  earnest  thought,"  repeated  I. 
"  That  I  will  not  believe,"  continued  he  warmly,  "or  1 

pity  you  from  my  whole  heart !  Good  heavens !  how  can 
you  thus  despise  the  highest  and  holiest  in  life  !  When  I 
hear  such  talk  it  makes  me  indignant.  How  can  people  be 
so  contracted,  nay,  I  must  say,  so  stupid ;  and  see  things  in 
such  an  oblique,  such  a  false,  such  a  fundamentally  false 
light !  It  makes  me  angry  to  hear  a  woman,  created  to  love 
and  to  be  loved,  so  mistake  herself,  and  allow  herself  to  be  so 
bewildered  by  the  little  poverties  of  life,  that  she  can  ex* i2 
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change  tliem  for  that  of  which  thought  has  no  idea,  and  the 
tongue  no  word,  and  which  exists  as  certainly  upon  the  earth 
as  it  exists  in  lieaven,  and  which  is  the  only  feeling  by  which 
we  can  comprehend  the  life  of  heaven ;  the  only  feeling 
which  gives  value  to  life.  People  talk  about  science  and 
jihilosophy  as  instructors  of  the  heart  and  of  life!  That  is 
altogether  nonsense,  say  I,  compared  with  the  ennobling  of  a 

noble  love !" 
"  This  is  an  especially  well-chosen  place  for  a  tele-a-tete, 

and  to  preach  a  sermon  on  love  !"  thought  I,  smiling  in  my 
own  mind,  as  I  observed  the  vehement  mien  of  the  Viking, 
and  the  mass  of  walking  and  driving  people  who  were  in 
motion  around  us,  and  of  whom  the  Yiking,  in  his  angry 
mood,  seemed  to  take  no  notice.  I  was  also  somewhat  con- 

founded by  his  belia\'iour  towards  me,  but  I  looked  at  the 
raging  waters  below  me,  and  at  the  raging  spirit  before  me, 
and  I  know  not  what  fresh  breath  of  air  passed  over  my  soul. 
I  was  silent,  and  Brenner  continued  as  before  : 

"  And  this  miserable  glass-cupboard  reason !  It  makes 
people,  from  fear  of  life,  shut  themselves  in  a  birdcage  ;  from 
fear  of  fresh  air,  steam  themselves  to  death  in  the  heat  of 
stoves  ;  and  from  fear  of  strong  feelings  and  great  sufferings, 
waste  their  souls  and  their  time  in  mere  trifles.  Tell  me, 
how  can  you  endure  such  reason  ?  It  is  just  as  false  as  it  is 

miserable.  It  is  good  for  nothing,  say  1 1"  And  the  Yiking 
struck  with  his  clenched  fist  so  violently  upon  the  balustrade, 
that  it  would  have  trembled  if  it  had  not  been  of  stone. 

As  I  still  stood  there  like  Lot's  wife,  changed  by  a  shower 
of  fire  into  a  pillar  of  salt,  and  seized  upon  by  a  strange 

feeling,  he  continued  with  increasing  violence :  "  Tell  me  ! — I 
will  know,  what,  or  who  is  it  that  has  let  you  get  hold  of 
such  a  mistrusting  of  life,  of  mankind  ;  nay,  even  of  our  Lord 
himself.  If  it  be  your  blessed  philosophy,  then — throw  it 
into  the  river !" 

Brenner,  by  the  violent  action  which  he  was  here  making 
with  his  arms,  struck  my  reticule,  which  rested  on  the  balus- 

trade ;  it  fell  into  the  river,  and  was  borne  by  its  waves 
rapidly  forward  into  the  sea. 

This  catastrophe,  and  the  sight  of  the  Viking's  astonish- 
ment, dissolved  at  once  my  immo^•able  state  into  a  hearty 

laugh,  and  as  Brenner  seemed  ready  to  take  the  speediest 
measures  for  saving  the  reticule,  I  held  him  back,  and    said  : 
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"  Do  not  trouble  yourself  about  it.  There  are  only  a  few 
rennets  to  sufter  shipwreck  in  it.  I  care  nothing  about  it. 
Only  let  your  angry  temper  go  with  it  to  the  sea,  for  in  truth 

you  do  me  injustice." 
"Do  I  do  you  an  injustice — thank  God  for  it!"  said 

Brenner,  with  a  look  which  deeply  afiected  me,  and  I  con- 
tinued : 

"Tea,  because,  although  that  which  I  said  just  now,  and 
which  has  made  you  so  angry,  is  actually  my  serious  opinion, 
yet  I  have  my  reservation  as  to  the  object.  I.  distinguish 
between  Amor  and  Eros,  but  I  have  seen  more  of  the  first 

than  of  the  last  in  life,  and  I  spoke  properly  of  that." 
"  But  you  believe  in  the  other  ?" 
"  That  I  do.  That  I  will  say ;  I  believe  in  general  in  the 

truth  and  depth  of  the  feelings  of  which  you  speak ;  but  in 
individual  cases  I  am,  in  consequence  of  certain  experience, 
always  mistrustful.  In  the  mean  time,  I  thank  you  cordially 
for  the  proof  of  friendship  which  you  have  given  to  me.  Ah  ! 
let  me  think  about  love  as  I  will ;  I  believe  in  friendship, 
and  I  feel  that  we  are  friends." 

And  herewith  I  took  his  arm,  and  began  to  proceed  home- 
wards.    The  Viking  said : 

"Love,  friendship  !  should  these  be  thus  separated  ?  And 
how  can  anybody  doubt  the  one  who  believes  in  the  other  ?" 

It  did  not  please  me  to  answer  this  question,  and  our  con- 
versation was  here  interrupted  by  being  overtaken  by  our 

party  who  had  been  left  behind.  They  looked  somewhat 

amazed,  and  said  various  things  of  our  "  speedy  return 
home."     The  Viking  declared: 

"  Miss  Sophia  lost  her  bag  or  reticule  in  the  river." 
But  how  it  was  lost,  he  said  not ;  and  they  began  to  pro- 

pose means  for  recovering  it,  and  the  Viking,  again  in  cheerful 
humour,  made  various  break-neck  and  impossible  proposals. 

Tiie  3rd. 

A  far  handsomer  reticule,  encircled  with  a  bouquet  of 
roses  and  myrtle,  was  sent  to  me  from  him  in  the  name  of 
the  lost  one,  which,  as  he  said,  had  been  fished  out  of  the 

river  in  this  form.  The  "  river  spirit"  wished  in  these  flowers 
to  speak  to  you  of  his  love,  said  the  Viking,  and  he  wondered 
what  kiud  of  an  answer  he  would  receive. 
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I  said,  "  Merely  great  thanks  !" 
"  And  if  he  be  not  satisfied  with  tliat  P"  asked  Brenner. 
"Then,  his  flowers  should  be — sent  back  to  him,"  said  I, 

half  jesting  and  half  seriously. 
"  Ton  would  not  throw  them  into  the  river  F'  said  the 

Viking,  quite  gravely  ;  "  you  are  then  not  afraid  of  wound- 
ing, of  doing  wrong  ?     Tou  can  be  stern,  unsparing.'' 

"  Tou  forget,"  said  I,  interrupting  him,  "that  the  'river 
spirit'  and  his  feelings  are  fictions,  and  I  am  no  longer  of  the 
age  in  which  one  believes  in  svich  things  ;  neither  can  I  see, 
dearest  Brenner,  why  a  pretty  little  joke  should  be  taken  so 
seriously,  which  in  itself  is  very  polite,  and  for  which  I  thank 

you  sincerely." 
The  Yiking  was  silent,  but  looked  dissatisfied ;  I  begin  to 

fear  that  the  man  has  a  very  bad  temper. 
The  7tl.. 

And  a  great  many  faults  has  he  found  in  me  to-day ;  he 
has  reproached  me  for  my  self-will,  or,  as  he  called  it,  my 

"  Finnish  temper."  I  told  him  that  this  was  precisely  my 
best  quality,  and  as  he  shook  his  head,  I  related  to  him  that 
I  was  descended  from  a  race  of  the  Wasastjernar,  wlio  had 
given  to  the  world  the  most  beautiful  example  of  the  Finnish 
national  character.  Thus,  namely,  when  the  Eussians,  in  the 
year  1809,  conquered  Finland,  there  lived  in  the  city  of 
Wasa,  two  brothers,  one  the  judge  of  the  court  of  justice,  the 
other  a  merchant,  who,  when  the  residents  of  the  city  were 
compelled  to  swear  an  oath  of  fidelity  to  the  Emperor  of  the 
Eussias,  alone  and  steadfastly  refused  it. 

"  '  We  have  sworn  an  oath  of  fidelity  to  the  King  of 
Sweden,  and  unless  he  himself  released  us  from  it,  we  cannot 

swear  obedience  to  another  monarch,'  remained  their  con- 
stant answer  to  all  persuasions,  as  well  friendly  as  hostile. 

Provoked  by  this  obstinacy,  and  fearing  the  example  which 

would  be  given  by  it,  the  Eussians  threw  the  stift'-necked 
brothers  into  prison  and  threatened  them  with  death.  Their 
answer  remained  always  the  same,  to  the  increasing  severity 
and  multiplied  threats  of  the  Eussians.  At  length  tlie 
sentence  of  death  was  announced  to  them.  On  a  fixed  day, 
they  were  to  be  conducted  out  to  the  Gallows-hill,  and  there 
to  be  executed  as  criminals,  in  case  their  obstinacy  did  not 
yield  and  they  took  the  required  oath.     The  brothers  were 



SOMETHI]S'G  ASTONISHINO.  119 

immovable.      '  Eather,'    replied  the  judge,  in  the  name  of 
both,  'will  we  die,  than  become  perjured.' 

"  At  this  answer,  a  powerful  baud  struck  the  speaker  on 
the  shoulder.  It  was  the  Cossack  who  kept  watch  over  the 

brothers,  and  now  exclaimed  with  a  kindling  glance,  '  Dobra 
kamerad !'     ('  Bravo  comrade  !') 

"  The  Russian  authorities  spoke  otherwise,  and  on  the  ap- 
pointed day  the  brothers  were  carried  out  to  the  place  of 

execution.  They  were  sentenced  to  be  hanged  ;  but  yet  once 
more  at  this  last  bour,  and  for  the  last  time,  pardon  wat 

offered  tliem  if  they  would  but  consent  to  that  which  was  re- 
quired from  them. 

"  '  IS'o  !'  replied  they,  '  hang,  hang !  We  are  brought  hither 
not  for  speech-making,  but  to  be  hanged.' 

"  This  steadfastness  softened  the  hearts  of  the  Eussians. 
Admiration  took  the  place  of  severity,  and  they  rewarded  the 
fidelity  and  courage  of  the  brothers  w  itli  magnanimity.  They 
presented  them  not  merely  with  life,  but  sent  them  free  and 
safely  over  to  Sweden,  to  the  people  and  to  the  king  to 
whom  they  had  been  true  to  the  death.  The  King  of  Sweden 
elevated  them  to  the  rank  of  nobles,  and  after  this  they  lived 

greatly  esteemed  in  the  capital  of  Sweden  to  a  great  age." 
This  relation  gave  pleasure  to  Brenner.  He  promised 

with  a  beaming  and  tearful  eye  no  more  to  reproach  me  with 

my  "  Finnisb  temper." 
The  9tli. 

Something  astonisbing  on  the  side  of  my  stepmother  and 
on  my  side,  but  not  in  the  way  in  which  my  stepmother 
expected.  For  it  really  was  no  surprise  to  me  that  my  step- 

mother conducted  me  with  a  mysterious  air  into  her  boudoir, 

and  announced  herself  as  "  Envoye  extraordinaire^''  as 
"  ministre  plenipotentiaire,^''  on  the  side  of  my  uncle  the 
Chamberlain,  in  order  to  treat  with  me  of  an  alliance  be- 

tween him  and  me.  But  it  was  unexpected  by  me,  that  my 
stepmother  said  not  a  word  to  persuade  me  to  such  a 
marriage.  On  the  contrary,  she  said  sundry  beautiful,  and 
to  me,  particularly  agreeable  things,  on  the  danger  of  bring- 
ing-about  or  persuading  to  such  things.  She  wished  merely 
my  happiness  ;  I  myself  must  choose  that  Avhich  would  lead 
to  it.  On  one  side,  I  certainly  might  feel  myself  happy  with 

a  husband  like  the  Chamberlain,  and  in  the  "  etat'"  in  which 
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a  marriage  witli  him  would  place  me ;  but  on  the  other  side, 
it  also  was  certain,  that  as  an  uumarried  person  I  might  also 

find  myself  very  well  oft".  Her  house  should  always  be  mine, 
and  she  would  be  happy  to  see  me  there,  and  so  on. — "  She 
had  not  now  undertaken  to  woo  for  the  Chamberlain,  but 
merely  to  hear  whether  he  might  announce  himself  as  a 

hopeful  lover." 
This  circumspection  of  hers  pleased  me  much,  because  I 

can  thus  ward  off  his  attentions,  and  need  not  say  a  word  to 
him,  which  is  contrary  to  my  nature,  that  little  vexatious 

word,  "No!" 
In  the  mean  time  he  has  been  good  to  me,  has  showed  me 

kindness  and  confidence — it  grieves  me  not  to  be  able  to  do 
to  him  a  pleasure — nay,  perhaps,  be  compelled  to  distress 
him.  How  poor  is  man  here  upon  the  earth !  I  feel  myself 
quite  melancholy  and  humble. 

The  10th. 

And  thou,  honest  WilhelHi  Brenner,  shalt  not  hear  from 
me  that  word  of  refusal.  I  understand  now  thy  intentions 

well ;  but  thou  shalt  not  speak  out  that  aloud  w'hich  I  can- 
not answer  according  to  thy  wishes  ;  shalt  not  stretch  forth 

thy  true  hand  to  see  it  rejected.   1  value  thee  too  highly 
for  that ;  I  think  too  much  of  thee  for  that.  I  like  Brenner 
greatly  ;  but  not  so  much  as  I  love  my  own  independence, 
the  peace  of  my  soul,  and  the  prospect  of  a  peaceful  and 
care-free  future.  I  will  be  his  friend,  but  no  more.  I  dread 
marriage  ;  I  dread  that  compulsion,  that  dark  deep  suffering, 
which  the  power  of  one  being  over  another  so  often  exhibits. 
I  have  seen  so  much  of  it. 

I  know  well,  that  in  consequence  of  wise  laws  of  our 
evangelical  church,  marriage  is  not  an  indissoluble  bond,  but 
that  a  divorce  can  be  obtained  on  various  grounds  ;  where- 

fore the  polemic,  which  from  certain  quarters  one  hears 
against  wedlock  and  conjugal  life,  has  reached  the  highest 
degree  of  uselessness  and  absurdity  conceivable.  For  what 
pure  and  thinking  being  enters  into  marriage  without 
seriously  regarding  it,  as  our  marriage  formula  so  beautifully 
expresses — acknowledging  in  this  act  a  public  declaration  of 

Grod's  thought,  and  which  therefore  ought  to  be  regarded  as 
law  and  rule  on  earth  ?  If  He  who  only  once  or  twice  spoke 
to  the  children  of  earth,  and  then  left  them  to  unfold  the 
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meaning  of  his  words — if  even  He  tad  not  by  his  worcis 
strengthened  the  principle  of  marriage,  "which,  pure  in  the 
early  times  of  the  world,  had  its  origin  in  the  incorrupted 
sense  of  the  human  race,  yet  would  human  prudence  alone 
lead  to  the  establishment  of  some  law  and  regulation  for 
marriage,  with  its  glance  directed  to  the  chUdren,  which  are 
its  fruit.  The  marriage  which  calls  forth  in  the  wedded  pair 
the  knowledge  of  the  meaning  and  object  of  their  union, 
elevates  them  thereby  to  a  point  of  moral  greatness,  from 
which  the  accidental  provocations  that  arise  in  marriage  are 
easily  conquered.  And  certainly  this  union  would  make 
more  people  infinitely  happy  if  they  allowed  themselves  to  be 
rightly  consecrated  by  marriage,  in  its  high  and  holy  spirit. 
Yes,  if  mankind  once  rose  so  high  in  moral  greatness,  that 
marriage  might  be  released  from  all  legal  bonds,  they  would, 
precisely,  by  reason  of  this  moral  greatness   maintain  the 
marriage. 

I  know  also  that  very  often  is  the  woman  the  cause  of  un- 
happiness  in  marriage.  I  know  that  many  a  wife  is  for  her 
husband,  as  it  were,  a  cause  of  living  irritation  ;  and  for  the 
terror  and  warning  of  all  bad  wives,  I  will  write  down  here 
what  occurred  lately  in  my  neighbourhood. 

A  young,  honest,  and  industrious  man,  who,  with  a  wife 
and  three  children,  made  a  good  income  by  his  industry, 
took  arsenic  a  few  days  ago.  Whilst  under  the  most  terrible 
effect  of  this,  his  wife  would  insist  upon  his  drinking  sweet 
milk.     But  he  thrust  her  from  him,  saying : 

"  Let  me  die  in  peace !  You  have  gnawed  at  me  for  these 
years  like  rust  upon  iron ;  I  can  live  no  longer." 

But  the  wife  in  his  last  hours  let  him  have  no  peace,  but 

heaped  upon  him  reproaches,  and  demanded :  "  Do  you  not 
know  that  you  have  committed  a  great  siu  against  me  and  my 

poor  children  ?" 
"  You  would  have  it  so,"  replied  he,  coldly,  and  died. 

Listen  to  this,  my  good  women ! 
jSTo  less,  my  good  gentlemen,  is  it  certain  that  the  suffer- 

ing which  I  have  seen  in  marriage  has  proceeded  especially 
from  you,  and  for  that  reason  I  will  take  no  lord  and 
master,  and  will  not  become  a  wife. 

xA-nd  shall  I  on  that  account  be  less  useful  to  society  ? 
Polly,  and  the  belief  of  fools !     Friend,  relation,  citizen — 
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noble  names  and  occupations.     Oh,  who  is  able  fully  to  act 
up  to  them  ! Tlie  11th. 

Again  is  a  sledging  party  talked  of,  and  the  promoters  of 
it  are  Lennartson  and  Brenner.  Lennartson  will  drive 

Flora.  I  suspect  that  he  takes  this  opportunity  of  giving 
her  pleasure  and  having  conversation  -with  her  undisturbed. 
He  is  evidently  observant  of  her  mood  of  mind,  and  this  has 
been  for  several  days  in  the  highest  degree  disturbed. 

The  Yiking  has  invited  me  to  his  sledge,  and  I  have  con- 
sented, on  the  condition  of  his  eldest  sweet  little  daughter 

Eosine  going  with  us.  To  that  he  has  agreed,  but  only 
compelled  by  necessity.  I  will  not  take  so  long  a  drive  iete- 
a-tete  with  the  Viking,  but  I  will  carefully  make  use  of  the 
first  opportunity  to  turn  aside  his  schemes  of  conquest,  and 
to  tell  him  of  my  determination  of  remaining  independent, 
of  letting  friendship,  and  not  love,  be  the  pulse  in  tlie  life  of 
my  heart. 

Selma  has  declared  merrily  that  nobody  shall  drive  her,  but 
that  she  herself  will  go  with  her  mother  in  their  new  covered 

sledge,  and  will  be  drawn  by  their  beautiful  "  Isabella." And  that  thus  it  shall  remain. 

There  will  be  a  train  of  some  fifty  sledges.  Selma  and 

Flora  rejoice  in  it — like  young  girls.  Tlie  gentlemen  equip 
their  sledges  witli  the  beautiful  skins  of  wild  beasts.  We 
have  talked  already  for  a  week  of  nothing  else.  May  the 
weather  only  remain  favourable. 

Yet  is  it  a  purely  northern  enjoyment,  which  a  purely 
northern  life  has — such  a  pleasure-excursion  as  this  in  the 
clear  winter  air,  vuider  the  bright  blue  heaven,  upon  the  snow- 
white  earth !  They  fly  away  so  gaily  and  lightly — the  open 
ones  covered  with  skins  and  with  white  nets  fluttering  over 
fiery,  foaming  horses,  they  fl}^  along  so  fleetly  to  the  play  of 
the  jingling  bells.  And  it  feels  so  irresistibly  pleasant  thus 
to  drive  away  over  the  earth  in  a  train  of  joyous  people,  and 
by  the  side  of  a  friend  who  participates  in  every  feeling, 
every  impression. 

All  this  I  felt  yesterday,  and  yet  I  now  retain  a  troubled 
impression  of  our  party  of  pleasure.  Thus  is  it  with  all  the 
pleasure  of  the  world. 

Still  it  was   magnificent  in  the  beginning.      Our  drive 
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resembled  a  triumphal  procession  as  we  proceeded  through 
the  principal  streets  of  the  city,  and  were  seen  and  admired 
by  a  vast  number  of  people,  as  well  without  as  within  their 
houses.  After  this,  when  we  advanced  from  the  city-gate 
into  the  country,  how  white  shone  the  snow-fields — how 
beautiful  was  the  snow  through  the  pine  and  fir-woods — how 
■vN-e  flew  like  magic  over  land  and  lake,  whilst  the  craggy, 
woody  shores  fled  past  us!  I  was  glad  and  enchanted,  and 
Brenner  enjoyed  my  delight,  and  that  sweet  girl  between  us 
increased  it  by  her  child-like  joy. 

After  a  tolerably  long  drive  we  stopped  at  an  inn  at  the 
Park  Well,  where  we  were  to  dine.  Dinner  was  ready  to 
be  served  as  we  arrived,  and  was  quite  splendid  and  cheerful, 
and  without  that  ofiensive  ostentation  and  superfluity  which 
OTight  to  be  banished  from  the  society  of  thinking  people. 
Our  hosts,  Lennartson  and  Brenner,  were  the  life  and  joy  of 
the  dinner.  Songs  also  were  sung,  in  which  the  voice  of  the 

Viking  produced  a  great  efi"ect.  When  we  have  advanced  a 
little  in  our  friendship,  I  will  counsel  him  to  moderate  his 
voice  a  little. 

After  dinner  Lennartson  asked  me  to  play  a  nigar-polska, 
and  this  immediately  set  the  whole  company  in  lively  motion 
with  its  grotesque,  but  merry  flourishings  and  jokes.  Even 
Aunt  Pendelfelt  got  upon  her  legs  and  flourished  about  with 
the  rest.  Selma  and  Flora  signalised  themselves  by  their 
grace,  altliough  in  different  ways.  At  length  people  must 
begin  to  think  of  their  return,  and  cool  themselves  before 

they  set  off". 
A  part  of  the  company  was  already  leaving,  when  Brenner 

called  my  attention  to  two  portraits  which  hung  in  the  room  ; 
the  one  represented  the  great  Queen  Elizabeth  of  England, 
the  other  the  noble  Princess  Elizabeth  of  Thiiringia. 

"  Which  of  these  would  jow  be  ?"  asked  Brenner. 
In  jesting  tone  I  asked  back  again,  "  Have  you  not  heard 

speak  of  a  person,  who  when  asked  whether  he  would  have 

warm  or  cold  milk,  answered,  '  Might  I  ask  for  a  little  ale- 
posset  ?'  I  must  now  answer  you  somewhat  in  the  same 
way,  since  I  am  right  joyful  that  I  am  not  obliged  to  be  one 
of  these  Elizabeths,  and  choose  rather  to  be  that  which  '  I 
am,'  though  somewhat  less." 

Brenner  smiled  and  said  :  "  But  if  you  must  choose  between 
these  two  —  could  you  be  undecided?     How  beautiful  ia 
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that  affectionate,  self-sacrificing  wife,  beside  the  cold,  wordlj^- 

prudeut  Egotist  r" 
"  Granted  !"  I  replied  ;  "but  the  question  always  is  what 

a  woman  loves,  and  for  whom  she  sacrifices  herself.  Thus, 
for  example,  it  always  seems  to  me,  that  the  exclusive  love 
of  one  human  being  would  be  too  mean  an  object  for  a  human 
life,  for  the  citizen  of  a  divine  kingdom.  And  I  fancy  tliat 
he  who  sinks  himself  in  so  contracted  an  existence  in  one 

individual,  gives  up  the  noblest  in  life." 
"  Ah  !  how  contracted — and  how  incomprehensibly  vexa- 

tious is  that  remark  !"  exclaimed  the  Yiking. 
"  Not  so  contracted  as  you  think,"  said  I,  somewhat 

proudly,  "  after  that  which  I  have  seen  of  life.  And  then, 
have  I  not  seen  many  a  young  girl,  with  a  rich  soul,  with  a 
mind  open  to  all  that  is  good  and  beautifid  in  humanity,  and 
full  of  will  to  work  for  it ;  have  I  not  seen  how  this  same 
girl,  some  years  after  her  marriage,  is  shrunk  together  into  a 
narrow  circle  of  cares  and  joys — the  sense  for  the  general 
and  the  whole  lost  for  ever,  and  more  aud  more  compressed 
into  the  petty  sphere  of  self,  till  she  at  last  had  lost  sight  of 
her  higher  goal,  and  scarcely  could  lift  her  eyes  above  the 
sill  of  her  own  house." 

"  But  my  best,  gracious  Miss  Sophia,"  exclaimed  the 
Viking,  "  that  is  an  entirely  mistaken,  an  entirely  insane 
view  of  the  question,  an  entirely  absurd  idea.  AVhy  should 
people  for  tlieir  own  sakes  overlook  the  true  and  the  real  ? 
If  a  young  girl  gives  herself  away,  or  if  she  is  given  away  to 
a  dolt  or  a  block  of  wood,  or  to  any  other  beast,  then  indeed 
she  must  take  the  road  as  she  finds  it ;  and  I  have  nothing  to 
do  with  it,  neither  has  love,  in  its  true  sense.  Because  true 
love  is  that  which,  while  it  unites  two  beings  with  each 

other,  unites  them  only''  the  more  closely  with  social  life  and 
with  humanity  ;  the  true  marriages  consecrate  people  for  a 
higher  and  a  richer  world ;  the  true  home  is  that  where  the 
fear  of  God  rules  like  an  invincible  spirit,  and  all  members 
of  it,  each  one  according  to  his  strength  and  according  to  his 
gifts,  is  made  useful  for  tlie  great  home  of  the  world.  This 
is  clear  as  sunlight  !  I  cannot  comprehend  how  people  see 
these  things  in  an  oblique  point  of  view,  and  argue  against 
them  accordingly.  That,  methiuks,  is  really  contracted ; 

and  pardon  me  if  I  say,  a  little  STrpiD !" 
"  I  forgive,"  replied  I,  smiling,   "  because  I  begin  to  be 
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accustomed  to  your  calling  me  stupid  ;  and  your  descriptiou 
of  these  connexions  in  their  beauty  aiiects  me,  but  such  are 
seldom  found  on  earth,  and  I  have  not  seen  tbem  upon  my 
path.  On  the  contrary,  I  have  seen  and  heard  so  much  that 
is  bitter  in  domestic  life,  which  knits  itself  up  with  marriage, 
that  I  am  become  afraid  of  it,  and  for  my  part  have  deter- 

mined not  to  let  myself  be  bound  by  it,  but  to  live  inde- 
pendently, certain  of  this,  that  I  in  this  manner  can  best 

accomplish  my  human  mission." 
"  That  you  will  not,"  said  Brenner,  very  decidedly.  "  Tou 

mistake  yourself.  As  yet  you  are  young,  and  full  of  life  ;  as 
yet  the  world  meets  you;  as  yet  you  are  surrounded  by 
pleasures  ;  but  a  time  will  come  in  which  the  world  will  be 
benumbed  towards  you,  in  which  you  yourself  will  be  be- 

numbed, be  frozen  for  want  of  warm  hearts,  of  true  '  bands 
which  will  knit  you  to  earthly  life.'  " 

"  Through  the  power  of  God,  I  hope  neither  to  petrify  nor 
to  freeze,"  replied  I,  smiling.  "  The  human  soul  also  has  its 
sun,  which  beams  high  above  all  earthly  suns ;  and  besides 
this — why  should  I  feel  the  want  of  warm  hearts  as  long  as 
ray  own  heart  is  warm  ?  And  that  does  not  feel  as  if  it 
would  grow  cold,  even  if  all  the  snow  in  the  world  were 

piled  upon  it." 
In  the  mean  time  we  were  come  down  to  the  ground-floor, 

where  a  mass  of  people  were  putting  on  their  furs.  The 
light  of  the  full  moon  shone  over  the  landscape,  which,  from 
the  height  where  we  stood,  spread  itself  out  in  winterly 
pomp.  But  all  was  snow-covered  and  stiff.  The  trees  shone 
with  crystals  of  ice  in  the  cold  moonlight.  The  cold  was 
severe.  An  involuntary  shudder  passed  through  me.  The 
Viking  had  taken  my  fur  cloak  from  the  servant,  and  warmed 
it  on  his  heart. 

"  The  snow  of  life,"  said  he,  softly  and  inwardly.  "  Oh, 
how  you  should  preserve  yourself  from  it !"  He  wrapped  the 
cloak  around,  but  it  was  not  this  which  made  me  conscious 
of  a  soft  embrace,  warm  as  a  summer  wind. 

'We  were  soon  seated  in  the  sledge,  but  the  company  had separated  themselves,  and  drove  in  little  parties  back  to  the 
city,  Lennartson  and  Brenner  remained  together,  and  then 
came  my  stepmother  in  the  covered  sledge,  with  Selma  and 

Mrs.  Eittersvard.    "We  were  the  last  of  the  party,  because 
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the  hosts  considered  it  as  tlieir  duty  to  watch  over  the  de« 
parture  of  all  the  guests.  As  we  had  been  warned  that  the 
ice  was  not  very  strong,  every  one  had  agreed  that  during 
tiie  drive  over  the  lake  they  were  to  keep  at  a  distance  of 
from  twenty  to  thirty  paces  from  each  other. 

The  moonlight  was  beautiful,  and  beautiful  its  lighting  up 
of  the  white  ice-fields  of  the  dark  shore.  Far  off  in  the 
background  we  saw  the  lights  of  Stockholm  glimmer.  The 
drive  was  romantic,  but  its  effect  was  lost  on  me.  The  little 
Eosine  soon  fell  asleep  with  her  head  resting  on  my  bosom, 
and  the  Viking  made  use  of  the  opportunity  to  lead  the  con- 

versation in  the  direction  which  1  feared,  therefore  I  evaded 
it  with  a  few  short  and  cold  answers.  He  was  vexed,  and 
said  provoking  things  to  me,  to  which  I  was  silent.  At 
length  he  too  was  silent.  We  were  both  of  us  out  of  tune, 
and  with  a  melancholy  feeling  I  contemplated  the  passing 
shore,  the  clouded  heaven,  and  the  dark  fir-branches,  which 
here  and  there  protruded  from  the  ice  to  show  the  open 
places,  and  which,  in  the  increasing  dusk,  resembled  horribly 
fantastic  shapes  of  animals  and  men.  Some  words  spoken 
by  Brenner  had  wounded  my  heart.  The  gloomy  impression 
of  the  moment  made  me  feel  this  deeper — I  could  not  help 
weeping,  but  quite  silently.  I  know  not  whether  lie  con- 

jectured what  was  passing  within  me,  but  after  a  while  he 
said  with  a  gentle  voice  : 

"  Have  I  been  disagreeable  again  ?  Forgive  me !  Do  not 
be  angry  with  me,  good,  sweet  Miss  Sophia!"  and  he  laid 
his  hand  gently  upon  mine.  I  pressed  it  without  replying, 
for  I  could  not  then  speak.  Further  communication  was 
prevented  by  a  dull  cry  for  help,  which  forced  itself  on  our 
ears,  and  in  which  we  could  distinguish  the  voice  of  a  child, 
which  complained  lamentably.  Brenner  pulled  up  his 
sledge. 

"  Perhaps  somebody  who  has  driven  into  a  hole  in  the  ice," 
said  he.  "  I  must  see  what  it  is.  Might  I  take  you  and 
Eosine  to  your  stepmother's  sledge  ?  As  soon  as  possible  I 
will  return." 

"  We  will  leave  the  little  girl  there,"  said  I;  "but  why 
should  I  now  part  from  you,  when  I  probably  in  some  way 

or  other  may  be  helpful  to  you.     Nc  !  I  go  with  you." 
Tiie  Viking  made  no  answer;    w-^  looked  about  for  th^ 
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sledge  of  my  stepmother,  and  a  feeling  of  anguish  took  bold 
of  me  as  we  could  not  discover  it. 

At  that  same  moment  two  sledges  came  driving  furiously 
over  the  ice,  from  the  point  where  the  cry  was  heard.  In 
the  first  sate  two  boisterous  and  noisy  gentlemen,  whose 
voices,  as  well  as  their  mode  of  driving,  made  it  evident  that 
they  were  in  no  sober  state.  They  drove  so  furiously  upon 
our  horse,  that  if  Brenner  had  not  suddenly  checked  it,  pro- 

bably some  misfortune  might  have  happened.  A  dark  cloud 
concealed  the  moon,  and  the  deep  twilight  prevented  us  from 
distinguishing  the  countenances  of  the  noisy  gentlemen,  but 
I  thought  that  I  recognised  the  Eutschenfelts  in  the  voice. 
The  other  sledge  paused  a  moment,  and  a  voice,  which  I 
knew  for  that  of  Felix  Delphin,  said  : 

"  Hold !  hold  !  Really  I  believe  that  we  have  driven  over 
the  boy  behind  us  there." 

"Ah,  a  pretty  joke!"  replied  the  other,  who  I  would 
wager  was  St.  Orme  ;  "  he  only  got  a  little  blow,  that  I  will 
swear.  Let  the  cursed  youngster  howl,  if  it  amuse  him.  Let 
go  the  reins  !  else  we  shall  come  too  late,  and  the  others  will 
get  the  best  of  the  supper.  See  there,  now  he  is  still !  Let 

us  go !" And  the  sledges  rushing  at  the  most  rapid  speed,  passed 
us  towards  Stockholm. —  (N.  B.  The  gentlemen  whom  I 
thought  I  now  recognised,  had  declined  to  be  of  our  sledging 
party  on  the  pretence  that  they  were  invited  out  for  the  day.) 

As  we  were  turning  in  the  direction  whence  the  cry, 
although  weaker,  was  still  heard,  we  saw  that  Lennartson 
also  had  driven  thither,  and  heard  Flora  exclaim  with  anxiety : 

"  Certainly  the  ice  at  the  edge  is  brittle,  and  we  shall  all 
go  down  together." 

Lennartson  gave  the  reins  to  the  servant,  and  whilst  he 
ihrew  himself  out  of  the  sledge,  called  to  us  to  stop  and  take 

him  with  us.  "We  stopped,  he  sprang  upon  the  sledge  beam, and  we  drove  rapidly  forward. 
We  were  now  on  the  spot  where  feeble  tones  of  lamenta- 

tion made  themselves  still  heard,  and  the  moon  shone  over  a 
singular  group.  A  young  lady  in  the  most  elegaut  winter 
dress,  with  light  red  feathers,  which  waved  in  a  Avhite  silk 
bonnet,  stood,  bending  over  a  boy  clothed  in  rags,  whom  a 
servant  in  livery  had  raised  up  ;  an  old  man  of  tall  stature, 
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with  a  staff  in  his  hand,  stood  near,  and  stared  up  towards 
heaven  with  blind  eyes. 

The  young  lady  was  Selma,  who  having  heard  tlie  cr}-  for 
help  earlier  than  we,  and  who  seeing  the  other  sledges  con- 

tinue their  drive,  had  prevailed  on  her  mother  to  turn  to- 
wards this  side,  in  order  to  see  if  they  could  help.  My  step- 

mother remained  with  her  sledge  immediately  on  the  place. 
The  old  man  related  how  two  sledges  had  driven  so  rapidly, 

that  he  and  the  boy  had  not  time  to  avoid  them.  The  first 
sledge  had  knocked  the  boy  dowTi,  and  the  second  driven 
over  him,  and  notwithstanding  their  cries,  had  contisued  on 
their  way.  The  old  man  appeared  not  to  have  sufiered  at  all, 
but  the  boy  was  severely  hurt ;  and  after  Leunartson  had  in 
the  best  manner  bound  him  with  our  pocket  handkerchiefs, 
he  carried  him  to  the  sledge  of  my  stepmother,  where  he  wat 
Left  under  the  care  of  Selma.  Our  servant  was  ordered  to 

accompany  the  blind  man  to  his  dwelling  in  the  Park,  but  he 
was  vinwilling  to  separate  from  the  boy,  who  was  his  only 
comfort  and  his  only  support  since  the  death  of  his  children, 
the  parents  of  the  boy  ;  and  he  was  for  that  reason  seated 
with  the  coachman,  and  went  with  us. 

We  turned  now  again  upon  our  homeward  way,  and  met 
Flora,  who  was  slowly  driving  towards  us.  Lennartson  took 
his  seat  again  beside  her ;  but  I  fancy  that  the  return  was 
not  very  agreeable  to  either  of  them. 

On  arriving  at  home  Lennartson  instantly  fetclied  a  phy- 
sician to  the  boy,  and  this  morning  he  is  taken  into  the  hos- 

pital. He  is  fortunately  not  dangerously  hurt,  and  will  in  a 

month's  time  be  again  restored.  In  the  mean  time  he  is 
Selma's  and  my  child.  Lennartson  and  Brenner  have  adopted 
the  old  man,  whose  disease  of  the  eyes  is  of  that  kind  which 
admits  of  an  operation,  and  he  may  regain  his  sight. 

Flora  pouts  and  looks  askew  on  all  this  affair,  and  on  the 
common  interest  which  has  sprung  up  between  Lennartson 
and  Selma  through  their  protege,  whilst  the  dissimilar  beha- 

viour of  the  two  young  girls  on  this  occasion  seems  to  have 
made  a  strong  impression  on  Lennartson. The  17th. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  examine  Felix  on  the  ice-drive  and 
its  adventure.  He  pretends  to  be  ignorant  and  hurt  in  the 
highest  degree,  but  a  certain  painful  confusion  in  his  manner 
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convinces  me  tliat  I  have  not  suspected  him  and  the  others 
in  an  unjust  manner.  I  have  heard  from  Ake  Sparrskold 
that  St.  Orme  often  misleads  young  men  to  drink,  and  then 
to  gamble,  and  thus  wins  from  them  their  money ;  and  that 
he  had  invited  Felix  and  his  friends  to  an  orgie  of  the  lowest 
kind  on  the  day  of  the  sledging  party.  I  now  spoke  seriously 
and  warmly,  nay,  almost  sisterly,  to  Eelix,  and  warned  him 
of  this  false  and  dangerous  friend.  I  reminded  him  of  hia 
promise  to  Selma,  and  on  that  which  depended  upon  it.  He 
answered  not  a  word,  but  looked  unhappy,  and  left  us  quickly. 
I  fear,  I  fear  that  he  is  pursuing  a  dangerous  course.  His 
more  regular  life  for  some  time  after  his  conversation  with 
Selma  seems  not  to  have  lasted  long,  and  he  is  so  weak  that 

the  Eutschenfelts  "  Do  not  be  beguardianed,  Pelix !  Be  a 
man !"  or  their  jest  that  "  He  is  already  under  petticoat  go- 

vernment," are  sufficient  to  lead  him  into  every  possible 
foUy.  I  have  had  an  impulse  to  talk  myself  with  St.  Orme, 
and  to  call  forth  the  good  spirit  in  him  ;  but  think  !  if  the 
wicked  one  show  his  teeth  to  me  !  In  the  mean  time  I  will 

let  these  thoughts  concoct  yet  a  while;  over-hasty  words 
seldom  fall  in  good  ground. 

The  20th. 

Our  children,  the  seven-years- old  and  sixty-years-old,  go 
on  hopefully  and  joyfully.  The  aged  man  is  operated  upon, 
and  it  has  succeeded  excellently.  Lennartson  was  here 

to-day,  and  related  to  us,  in  his  lively  way,  the  particulars of  the  affair. 

The  joy  of  the  old  man  that  he  could  again  see  the  sun 
and  his  child ;  that  he  again  could  work,  and  lay  aside  the 

beggar's  staff,  affected  us  all.  We  took  into  consideration 
the  future  of  our  children,  and  adopted  unanimously  Len- 

nartson's  plans. 
Selma  has  found  means  to  draw  Flora  into  this  affair,  so 

that  she  now,  like  the  others,  takes  part  in  it,  and  appears 

warmly  to  interest  herself  in  it,  namely — in  Lennartson'a 
presence. 

The  23rd. 

The  Baron  has  received  additional  honours  in  titles  and 
stars.     As  he  came  to  us  this  evening  decorated  with  the 
latter,  Hora  exhibited  great  joy  on  that  account,  whilst 
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Selma  and  I  wished  him  joy  in  all  simplicity.  Lennartson 

received  Flora's  exaggerated  tokens  of  joy  with  coldness,  and 
was,  for  the  rest,  not  quite  in  good  humour.  My  stepmother 
noticed  this,  and  said  jestingly  : 

"  It  seems  as  if  Lennartson  quarrels  with  his  good  fortune 
precisely  when  it  adorns  him  most  handsomely." 

"  Good  fortune  !"  said  Lennartson,  smiling  sorrowfully. 
"Tes,"  replied  my  stepmother;  "at  least,  what  most 

people  would  regard  as  such." 
"  Ah  !"  said  Lennartson,  whilst  he  seated  himself  beside 

her  with  a  kind  of  filial  confidence,  "  it  is  exactly  that  which 
vexes  me,  that  people  often  regard  such  things  as  good  for- 

tune, and  set  value  upon  them,  without  asking  whether  they 
be  a  sign  of  merit ;  w4iether  they  have  any  real  meaning  ; — 
it  makes  me  angry  that  it  should  be  so,  and  that  I  myself  am 
childish  enough  not  to  be  rightly  free  from  this  weakness. 
It  quite  torments  me.  But  the  superficiality  of  life  is  so 

infectious.     Therefore  I  long  to  release  myself  from  it." 
"  But  in  all  the  world  not  to  quit  tlie  service  on  that  ac- 

count ?"  said  my  stepmother,  terrified. 
"No!"  replied  Lennartson,  "that  is  quite  another  thing. 

I  will  only  be  released  that  I  thereby — may  come  deeper 
into  life.  I  know  well  when  I  could  be  indifterent  to  all  this 

outward  glitter,  and  warm  and  rich  from  the  reward  which 

no  human  eye  sees,  from  a  look,  a  quiet  approval." 
"  And  where  is  this  Eldorado  ?"  asked  my  stepmother, 

affected,  and  at  the  same  time  suspicious. 
With  a  voice,  which  was  at  the  same  time  softened  and 

rendered  more  full  by  deep  feeling,  Lennartson  said : 

"  I  had  it  once  in  the  heart  of  my  mother ;  I  would  meet 
with  it  in  the  heart — of  my  wife  ;  if,"  continued  he,  with 
emphasis,  "  if  she  understood  me,  if  she  were  such  as  my 
soul  desires,  and  my  heart  seeks  after.  Many  a  one  con- 

gratulates me  on  my  happiness  in  having  made  my  own  way 
in  Hfe,  and  I — consider  myself  not  to  have  been  happy,  that 
1  have  not  yet  properly  lived — at  least,  since  my  earliest 

youth,"  added  he,  mournfully. 
All  this  was  said  half  aloud  to  my  stepmother,  who  was 

evidently  aftected,  and  spoke  kindly  words  regarding  the 
future,  though  it  might  not  be  in  a  cheerful  tone. 

I  looked  at  the  youn^;  girls  :  Flora  blushed  deeply  ;  that 
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Selma  grew  pale,  I  could  merely  suppose  ;  because  at  my 
glance  she  rose  and  left  the  room. 

Here  have  I  then  become  acquainted  witb  one  of  the  Len- 
nartson  faults  of  which  the  Viking  spoke.  But  the  way  in 
which  he  discovered  it  has  made  the  man  only  more  inte- 

resting in  my  eyes. 
The  1st  of  March. 

Brenner  will  not  understand  me,  will  not  attend  to  my 
hints.  He  seems  as  if  he  would  give  his  heart  free  play  in 
making  an  attack  on  my  heart.  Well,  then !  May  his, 
during  the  combat,  only  not  be  wounded.  I  will  not  lose  a 
friend  in  the  lover,  and  a  friend  so  noble  and  so  dear  to  me 
as  Wilhelm  Brenner.  I  never  was  happy  in  love.  Where  I 
loved  I  have  not  been  again  beloved,  and  where  I  have  been 
beloved  with  true  affection  I  could  not  return  the  same  feel- 

ing. But  I  have  to  thank  friendship,  pure-minded  friend- 
ship, for  my  highest  delights  on  the  earth.  A  rejected  lover 

may  easily  become  the  truest  friend,  and  that  he  is  not  so  is 
often  the  fault  of  the  beloved  woman. 

In  this  case  it  will  not  be  ray  fault,  that  I  feel  in  myself. 
I  know  nothing  more  sorrowful  than  when  an  acquaintance, 
which  begins  in  cordiality,  extinguishes  itself  in  bitterness ; 
or  where  warm  feelings  change  themselves  into  cold  ones. 
Every  seed  of  tenderness  which  the  All-good  has  sown  upon 
the  earth,  should  unfold  itself  into  a  plant  and  flower ; 
should  here  sprout  up  at  His  footstool,  to  blossom  sometime 
yet  more  gloriously  before  His  throne.  If  it  be  otherwise  ; 
if  the  flower  die  in  its  bud,  then  is  it  the  fault  of  man,  and  a 
very  sorrowful  thing.  I  write  this  in  the  odour  of  the  lilacs 
whicb  I  have  received  from  my  friend,  and  with  a  heart  that 
is  warm  towards  him.     It  is  calm  and  light  within  me. 

Thou  that  allay'st  the  restless  heart's  commotioii, 
Illuminator  of  life's  midnight  hour ! 
To  whom  was  given  the  ancient  world's  devotion, 
And  even  now  art  our  most  glorious  dower ; 
Thou  who  wast  by,  when  Chaos  was  up-broken; 

Who  played'st  in  joy  in  the  Creator's  sight; 
Thou  who  wast  by  when  primal  words  were  spoken, 
And  heights  and  depths  gave  Being  forth  to  light. 

Life's  mom  and  evening  star,  0  Wisdom  !  brightly, 
When  I  in  darkness  lay,  thy  light  was  shown ; 

Since  then  'tis  wei  with  me,  my  heart  beats  lightlr, 
Burning  with  love    but  love  for  Thee  alone  I £2 
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The  2nd. 

The  miserable,  misfortune-bringing,  poisonous  and  poisoned 
Lady-Couucillors-of-Commerce !  I  would  that  they  sat 
turned  to  stone  up  aloft  on  the  hill  of  difficulty,  and  could 
move  neither  foot  nor  tongue !  I  would  they  had  been 
fettered  yesterday.  Then  should  I  not  have  been  obliged  to 
go  thither  to-day  with  the  heaviest  burden  which  life  has, 
and  to  come  back  without  any  alleviation ;  then  had  I  not 
been  obliged  to  sit  here  as  now,  and  to  WTite  with  a  sort  of 
desperation,  whilst  tears  fall  upon  my  paper  rather  than  the 
words  which  I  throw  upon  it,  almost  without  seeing  them. 

But  now  came  those  birds  of  misfortune  yesterday  after- 
noon, and  darted  down  by  my  stepmother.  I  was  sitting  with 

her  at  my  painting,  and  I  was  amused  in  listening  to  the 
round  which  these  three  ladies  made  among  our  near  and 
distant  acquaintances.  Already  had  they  gone  through  a 

long  list  of  "  They  believe,  they  say,  they  assert,"  when  Mrs. 
P.  vehemently  exclaimed,  "  Now  for  a  bit  of  news  which  is 
sure  and  certain !  What  think  you  of  our  honest  Colonel 

Brenner  having  last  week  received  '  a  basket'  from  the  rich 
widow,  Mrs.  Z.  ?  That  I  know  from  your  own  sister-in-law, 
who  related  the  whole  affair  to  me.  She  herself,  as  regarded 
him,  was  not  disinclined,  but  the  five  step-children  would 
have  terrified  her." 

"Tes,  the  poor  man!"  said  Miss  P.,  "  he  will  not  find  it 
easy  to  get  a  wife  with  that  crowd  of  children ;  at  least  not 

a  wife  who  has  money." 
"  Need  Colonel  Brenner  then,  in  the  choice  of  a  wife,  make 

money  so  much  an  object  ?"  asked  I,  in  no  enviable  state  of mind. 

"  A  man  always  must  do  that  who  has  five  children  to  care 
for,  and  who  lias  no  other  property  than  his  profession,"  re- 

plied Mrs.  P.  "  Brenner's  wife  had  nothing  ;  and  he  himself, 
although  a  man  of  rank,  has  been  no  good  husbander  of  his 

income." 
"  Is  Mrs.  Z.  an  estimable  person  ?"  asked  I  again ;  and Miss  P.  made  answer : 

"  Oh,  the  person  is  well-behaved  enough,  I  fancy  ;  but  she 
has  neither  head  nor  heart ;  but  with  a  fine  complexion,  a 

liandsome  figure,  and  large   landed  property,*   one   needs 

•  Uuldasa  sateri,  an  estate  which,  according  to  the  Swedish  laws,  can  only  be 
beld  by  a  noble. 
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neither  head  nor  heart  to  enchant.  A  little  vain,  a  little  mad 

about  getting  married,  is  she  to  be  sure   it  is  an  un- 
fortunate passion  that,  of  wishing  to  get  married !  I  say 

with  Madame  de  Sevigne,  I  would  rather  get  drunk  !" 
"  I  also,"  said  I ;  "  but  is  it  known  for  certain  that  Colonel 

Brenner  paid  his  addresses  to  Mrs.  Z.  last  week  ?" 
"  Quite  certainly  is  it  known,  my  sweetest  of  friends  i 

Her  own  sister-in-law  told  me  of  it.  Besides  this,  there  are 
documents  in  the  affair ;  for  it  was  negotiated  by  letters, 
which  certainly  must  have  been  very  affecting,  for  Mrs.  Z. 

,  has  cried  days  and  nights  over  them — there  must  singly  and 
solely  on  that  account  have  been  a  wash  of  pocket-handker- 

chiefs. But  she  has  her  own  friends,  and  will  console  her- 
self, and  thinlt  about  a  certain  gentleman  without  children, 

and — apropos,  people  say  also  in  the  world  that  Colonel 
Brenner  too  will  endeavour  to  console  himself,  and  will  seek 
for  his  consolation  in  this  house  ;  people  assert  even  that 

Miss  Sophia  Adelan  knows  something  more  of  the  affair." 
Eeddening  like  a  guilty  person,  and  proud  as  an  innocent 

one,  I  repelled  the  charge,  and  declared  myself  wholly  un- 
acquainted with  it.  And,  as  the  sisters  persisted  in  jesting 

with  me,  my  stepmother  said,  with  a  graceful  dignity  which 
pleased  me  infinitely : 

"  As  Colonel  Brenner  has  so  lately  paid  his  addresses  to 
Mrs.  Z.,  it  would  very  little  accord  with  the  esteem  which  he 
cherishes  for  Sophia,  and  with  his  own  character,  if  he  should 
so  quickly  solicit  her  hand.  Besides,  I  fancy  that  this  match 
would  very  little  suit  Sophia.  It  is  no  joke  with  so  many  step- 

children. If  my  Sophia  wishes  to  be  married,  she  will  not 

lack  opportunities  of  choosing  among — um,  um,  um  !" 
"  Oh,  of  course  !  That  is  certain  !  When  a  person  has  so 

many  charms  and  talents,  and  so  much  property,  there  lacks 
nothing ;  and  people  talk  already  of  a  certain  Baron  and 

Chamberlain — perhaps  one  may  already  offer  congrattda- 
tions." 

I  scarcely  was  able  to  give  a  token  of  disavowal,  and  was 
glad  that  a  servant  came  to  say  that  the  carriage  was  at  the 
door,  in  which  the  Lady- Councillors-of-Commerce  took  leave, 
and  my  stepmother  and  Flora  drove  out  to  pay  visits. 

"  Let  nobody  come  in !  say  that  nobody  is  at  home  !"  said 
I  to  the  Philosopher  (the  old  trusty  servant  of  the  house, 
whose  business  it  is  to  watch  through  the  whole  day,  half 
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bleeping  in  the  hall),  and  I  threw  myself  in  the  arm-chair, 
before  the  piano,  in  the  drawing-room.  One  single  light 
burnt  in  the  chandelier  with  a  long  wick.  It  was  twilight 
in  the  room,  it  Avas  twiliglit  in  my  own  soul. 

"  It  is  the  property !  It  is  a  speculation  !"  thought  I. 
My  mind  was  in  so  painful  a  state  that  I  wept.  The  image 
of  the  Viking  was  dimmed  in  my  inmost  soul.  I  saw  him 
before,  so  pure,  so  noble,  so  far  from  all  worldly  modes 
of  action,  and  now  !  But  no !  I  will  not  give  way  to  the 

thoughts  which  the  news  I  have  heard  awakens  in  me.  "  Still ! 
still !"  said  I  to  the  tormenting  spirits,  "  leave  me  my  faith 
in  him,  and  let  me  retain  my  friend.  Besides,  why  should 
I  believe  that  he  will  woo  me.  He  will  not.  He  seeks  in 

me  merely  a  confidant,  a  friend,  a  sister  !"  And  I  let  all  the 
five  little  children  come  up  before  me  in  order  to  explain  his 
courtship  of  Mrs  Z. 

The  "  Sonate  pathetique "  of  Beethoven  lay  upon  the 
music  desk,  and  I  began  to  play  it.  This  wild  agitato  re- 

moved the  tumult  from  my  soul,  and  hushed  it ;  it  elevated 
itself  on  the  streams  of  sound,  and  burst  with  them  through 
all  thwarting  hindrances  to  the  earnest,  lovely,  all-releasing, 
all-reconciling  unveiling,  to  the  glorious  closing  notes.  So 
deeply  was  I  absorbed  by  my  music  that  I  did  not  hear  a 
conversation  which  was  taking  place  in  the  hall,  and  which 
ended  in  the  Philosopher  opening  the  door  and  saying  in  a 
voice  which  resembled  that  of  the  ghost  in  Hamlet : 

"  Miss  Adelan,  Captain  Brenner  is  in  the  hall,  and  will 
resolutely  come  in.     Shall  I  beg  him  to  go  away  ?" 

"  Did  I  not  say  that  nobody  was  to  be  admitted  ?"  asked  I. 
"  Yes,  he  said  that,"  said  a  well-known  voice.  "But  I 

told  him  that  I  am  already  admitted  !"  And  Brenner  at  one 
spring  stood  before  me,  with  outstretched  hand,  so  kind,  so 
joyous,  so  cordial,  that  I  nearly  forgot  all  the  impressions 
with  which  I  had  just  then  combated,  and  my  heart  moved 
itself  towards  him. 

He  gave  me  a  bouquet  of  beautiful  flowers,  as  he  con- 

tinued, "  Only  do  not  say  to  me  that  1  must  go  away !" 
Kindly,  but  sorrowfully,  I  said,  "  Ah,  no !  Stay  here 

now.     My  mother  will  soon  be  home." 
"  Oh,  that  is  not  of  muclj  consequence  to  me,"  said  he. 

"  T  would  now  ratlier  talk  alone  with  you." 
My  heart  beat  Irom  secret  anxiety.     He  looked  at  me, 
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and  my  appearance  must  have  indicated  fully  my  state  of 
mind,  for  he  was  suddenly  uneasy,  and  asked  tenderly  and 
with  his  whole  heart,  whether  I  were  ill. 

"  No,  I  am  very  well."  Whether  I  was  vexed  ?  "  Tes, 
I  must  confess  that ;  I  had  heard  something  which  had  dis- 

composed me."  Whether  he  might  not  share  it,  whether 
he  might  not  endeavour  to  be  my  comforter  ?  I  was  silent. 
Should  I  tell  him  all?  thought  I.  Tet  no!  That  were 
indeed  a  foUy.  He  would  fancy  that  I  was  in  love  with  him. 
He  renewed  his  questions  with  more  and  more  warmth. 

"JN^o!"  replied  I,  at  length;  "not  now — perhaps  at  some 
future  time  "   Whether  I  were  vexed  with  him  ?     "  Tes 

— No   He  must  not  ask  any  more." 
"  ISTot  ask  any  more  ?"  exclaimed  Brenner.  He  was 

silent  for  a  while,  and  began  then  again,  with  a  gentle, 

tremulous  voice  :  "  And  yet  I  came  now,  on  purpose,  to  ask 
you  a  serious  question,  a  very  important  question — a  question 
which  has  often  thrust  itself  to  my  lips,  and  which  I  can  no 
longer  keep  back — a  question,  upon  which  depends  the  weal 
or  woe  of  my  life.  I  came  on  purpose  to  ask — Sophia,  will 
you,  can  you  love  me  ?  I  have  long  loved  you  unspeakably ! 

Will  you  accompany  me  through  life,  in  pleasure  and  pain  ?" 
The  voice,  the  look,  the  expression,  even  the  pressure  of 

his  hand,  which  had  seized  mine   Oh,  what  eloquence  of 
the  heart !  And  all  this  he  had  consecrated  the  week  before 
to  Mrs.  Z.  And  Mrs.  Z.,  without  head  and  heart,  with  a 
fine  complexion  and  landed  property,  ascended  like  a  ghost 
between  Brenner  and  me,  and  caused  me  indescribable 
anguish. 

Oh,  if  he  had  but  been  to  me  that  which  he  had  been  ouly 
a  few  hours  before,  how  candidly  and  how  warmly  should  I 
have  talked  to  him  ;  how  could  I  have  refused  his  hand  with- 

out wounding  his  heart ;  how  could  I  have  removed  the 
lover,  and  yet  have  retained  him  for  ever  a  friend. 

But  in  the  darkness  which  had  now  risen  in  my  soul,  I 
recognised  neither  him  nor  myself;  the  whole  world  was 
changed.  A  crippling  coldness,  a  petrifying  stupor  over- 

came my  whole  being  ;  I  felt  myself  turned  into  a  marble 
image,  and  therefore  I  let  Brenner  talk  Avithout  understand- 

ing him  ;  heard  him  speak  of  his  children,  "  children  which 
it  was  a  delight  and  honour  to  have ;"  heard  him  say  how  he 
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and  his  children  -would  make  me  happy  by  love  and  gratitude ; 
saw  him  bend  his  knee  before  me,  conjuring  me  to  listen  to 
him  and  answer  him.  But  I  could  not  answer,  could  move 
neitlier  hand  nor  tongue ;  my  eyes  were  still  and  staringly 
riveted  upon  him  ;  yet  I  felt  as  if  my  eyes  were  filling  by 
degrees  with  tears.  Then  he  reproached  nie  jestingly  with 
keeping  him  so  long  before  me  on  his  knees  ;  and  with  a  sudden 
turn  he  seated  himself  at  my  feet,  embraced  my  knees,  and 
declared  that  he  would  not  rise  till  I  had  given  to  him  my 
"  Yes." 

This  manoeuvre  had  almost  entirely  overcome  me.  I  was 
just  about  to  lean  myself  towards  his  beloved  head,  and  open 
my  whole  heart  to  him ;  but  at  that  same  moment  I  heard 
a  bustle  in  the  hall,  and  the  voices  of  many  persons  who  had 
entered. 

In  that  same  moment  I  awoke  to  a  full  consciousness,  and 
to  the  whole  bitterness  of  my  position. 

"  Stand  up  !  In  God's  name,  stand  up  !"  said  I  to  Bren- 
ner.    "  Some  one  comes!" 

"  The  whole  world  may  come!"  replied  he,  with  defiance 
and  aftection  ;  "  I  shall  not  stand  up  without  an  answer  from 

you."
 A  thought  of  hell  arose  in  my  mind  ;  he  will  surprise  thee, 

he  will  compel  thee,  he  Avill  remain  here  at  thy  feet  to  make 
it  impossible  for  thee  to  refuse  his  hand  ! 

"With  proud  resentment  in  look  and  voice  I  sprang  up,  and said: 

"  Captain  Brenner  I  I  have  done  wrong  to  leave  you  so 
long  in  uncertainty.  Pardon  me,  and  hear  now  my  last 
answer.  My  hand  and  my  property  I  will  preserve  inde- 

pendent. I  esteem  no  man  high  enough  to  give  him  right 
and  rule  over  them." 

Brenner  on  his  part  had  risen  up — and  at  my  stem  reply 
fixed  upon  me  a  look  fuU  of  inexpressible  astonishment.  It 
vas  as  if  he  could  not  thoroughly  understand  me.  Merry 
voices  and  the  steps  of  several  persons  approached  the  draw- 

ing-room door  from  the  hall.  I  betook  myself  to  the  door 

which  led  to  Selma's  chamber.  Here,  with  my  hand  upon 
the  lock,  I  turned  round  and  looked  at  Brenner.  He  stood 
immovable,  his  eyes  directed  to  me  ;  their  expression  I  cannot 
describe,  and  I  could  not  rightly  comprehend ;  but  I  read  in 
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them  an  eternal  farewell ;  and,  with  a  soul  assailed  by  inde- 
scribable and  contending  feelings,  I  fled  to  my  room.  That 

which  I  felt  to  be  the  bitterest  and  the  most  painful  at  this 
moment  was  that  Brenner  and  I  were  for  ever  separated.  I 
called  up  anew  Mrs.  Z.,  in  her  whole  terrible  shape,  and 

Brenner's  conduct  to  her,  in  order  to  excuse  and  to  explain 
my  own  conduct ;  but  then  came  the  remembrance  of  Bren- 

ner's last  look — that  strange  loolf,  which  went  throiigh  bone 
and  marrow,  and  all  his  culpability  vanished,  and  I  alone  was 
the  guilty  one,  the  one  worthy  of  condemnation. 

I  was  interrupted  in  this  combat  by  Selma,  who  besought 
me  to  join  the  company.  I  thought  at  first  to  excuse  my- 

self ;  but  when  I  found  that  Lennartson  was  there,  a  thought 
or  suspicion  arose  within  me,  and  I  followed  Selma. 

I  had  a  fever  from  excitement  of  mind.  I  soon  observed 

that  Lennartson' s  glance  was  directed  to  me  with  an  inquir- 
ing expression,  and  soon  also  he  seated  himself  on  the  corner 

of  a  sofa,  and  said  in  a  low  voice  : 

"  As  I  came  here  this  evening,  I  found  Brenner  alone  ia 
the  drawing-room,  in  a  strange  state,  and  he  could  or  would 
not  give  any  explanation  of  it.  Have  you  seen  him  this 

evening  ?" 
"  I  pray  you,"  said  I,  and  answered  his  question  by  another, 

"  tell  me  whether  it  be  true,  as  I  have  lately  heard,  that 
within  these  few  days  a  marriage  has  been  spoken  of  betwixt 

Brenner  and  Mrs.  Z.  ?  Ton  are  Brenner's  friend,  you  must 
know." 

"  I  cannot  deny  it,"  replied  the  Baron,  smiling. 
"  Is  it  true  that  a  marriage  was  spoken  of?" 
"  Yes,  actually  was  spoken  of." 
"  He  has  then  really  paid  his  addresses  to  her  ?" 
"  Hum  !  that  is  again  another  question,"  said  Lennartson, 

smiling. 

"  How  !  Did  you  not  say  that  a  marriage  had  been  spoken 

of?" 
"  Does  it  then  follow  of  necessity  that  he  must  have  made 

the  proposal  ?" 
"  Not  ?  I  fancied  so.  I  pray  you  jest  not  in  this  affair, 

but  tell  me  out  plainly  how  it  hangs  together.  It  is  to  me 

inexpressibly  important — more  important  than  I  can  say." 
"  Well,  then,  what  T  know  of  the  affair  is,  in  a  few  words, 
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this  :  ̂Irs.  Z.  wished  to  have  AVilhelm  Brenner  for  her  hu8« 
baud ;  he  did  not  wish  her  altogether  for  liis  wife.  A  third 
person  went  with  the  proposal — and  with  the  refusal  to  and 
fro  between  them." 

"  Oh,  God  !  is  it  possible  ?  And — pardon  me  ! — From 
whom  do  you  know  this? — From  Brenner  himself?" 

"  No,  certaiuly  not ;  but  exactly  from  this  third  person, 
who  ought  for  two  reasons  to  bid  adieu  to  the  office  of 
spokesman.  It  pleases  me,  Miss  Adelan,  to  be  able  to  give 
you  an  explanation  of  an  affair  in  which  you  have  been  so 
badly  informed.  And  now — best  Miss  Sophia,  permit  me,  as 

Brenner's  and  your  friend,  a  question.  What  is  the  occasion 
of  his  strange  state  of  mind  this  evening  ?" 

"  It  is  my  fault !  my  unpardonable  fault !"  I  could  say  no 
more  ;  I  was  crushed  to  pieces. 

Lennartson  was  silent ;  he  regarded  me  with  his  serious 

prudent  eyes.  After  a  minute's  silence,  he  said  gently,  al- 
most flatteringly : 

"  I  shall  probably  see  him  to-night.  May  I  not  take  to 
him  from  you  a  message — some  kind  of  greeting  ?" 

"  Ah,  what  is  the  use  of  it  ?  He  cannot,  he  ought  not  to 
forgive  me  !  We  are  separated  for  ever  through  my  fault — 
through  my  unworthy  mistrust.  But,  if  you  will,  impart  to 
him  this  our  conversation." 

And  with  this  it  was  ended ;  but  now  began  for  me  the 
pangs  of  conscience. 

Oh,  what  talisman  is  there  indeed  against  the  bitter  crush- 
ing feeling  of  having  been  unjust  towards  a  noble  friend — 

having  cruelly  wounded  his  heart,  his  dearest  feeling ;  to 
have  murdered  the  faith  in  that  which  he  loved — to  have  dis- 

turbed his  happiness !  And  for  such  a  deed  no  comfort  can 
be  found.  Oh,  AVilhelm  Brenner!  now  I  understand  thy 
looks  full  of  condemnation,  and  full  of  godlike  sorrow  over 
me.  Tet  when  thou  knowest  that  I  have  bathed  my  pillow' 
with  tears,  and  yet  in  tlie  midst  of  my  suffering  felt  a  proud 
joy  over  me,  and  thanked  God  that  I  can  bear  thy  image 
clear  in  my  breast,  wouldst  thou — wouldst  thou  not  forgive 
me  ? 

I  passed  the  night  without  slumbering  in  the  least.  I 
waited  for  the  morning  with  impatience — I  hoped  that  with 
it  Lennartson  would  come.     The  morning  came,  grey  and 
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cold,  and  no  Lennartson,  and  no  single  sunbeam  in  my  noc- 
turnal soul.  One  hour  went  after  the  other — that  waiting 

was  insuiierable  to  me  ;  read  T  could  not,  music  was  to  me  a 
torment,  and  the  most  common  topics  of  conversation  only 
increased  my  anguish.  All  at  once  the  proverb  came  into 

my  mind — 
That  which  wounds  the  heel  wounds  not  the  soul ; 

and  at  the  same  time  the  hill  of  difficulty  came  before  my 
inmost  mind,  and  it  seemed  to  me  a  particular  refreshment 
to  ascend  this.  I  felt  the  necessity  of  calming  the  soul  by 
the  fatigue  of  the  body ;  and  with  an  advertisement  out  of 
tlie  daily  paper  in  my  reticule,  I  rambled  in  mist  and  cold 
towards  the  South,  up  the  heaven-aspiring  mountain,  far 
forth  upon  the  endless  street  which  begins  on  the  other  side 
of  the  same.  Our  own  state  of  mind  often  lends  its  colour 

to  objects,  but  on  this  day  my  state  of  mind  and  the  objects 
which  met  me  had  actually  a  deep  sympathy.  The  adver- 

tisement led  me  to  a  dwelling  where  mould  and  damp  covered 
the  walls.  Neither  was  it  to  be  wondered  at  that  the  pale 
dropsy  abode  there.  On  the  long  ill-built  street  I  saw  a 
herd  of  ragged,  pale  children,  old  women  and  aged  men, 
living  pictures  of  sickness,  of  poverty,  and  age ;  and  I  con- 

templated misery  in  all  gradations  of  human  life — in  all  its 
weeping  shadows. 

Aad  amid  all  these  shadow-figures  there  yet  probably  was 
not  one  who  would  have  exchanged  his  lot  with  mine,  if  he 
could  have  seen  into  my  heart.  Ah !  the  severest  kind  of 
wretchedness  is  not  that  which  exhibits  its  rags  in  the 
streets,  and  at  night  conceals  itself  in  great  deserted  build- 

ings— it  is  that  which  smiles  in  polite  companies,  which 
shows  to  the  world  a  joyful  exterior  whilst  sorrow  gnaws  its 
heart. 

Had  I  been  somewhat  more  joyous  of  mood,  I  might  have 
thought  with  pleasure  on  the  round  earthen  jugs  which  many 
carried  in  their  bands,  and  on  the  warm  soup  which  Mercy 
cooks  by  the  never-extinguished  fixe,  and  which  now  these 
poor  people  were  carrying,  yet  steaming,  for  their  dinners. 
When  I  came  home,  I  hoped  for  some  word,  for  some 

tidings.  But  no,  nothing !  Several  hoius  have  passed. 
Perhaps  Lennartson  comes  this  evening. 
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No,  he  came  not.  I  have  obtained  by  management  news 
of  Breuuer.     He  did  not  go  home  last  night. 

The  3rd. 

Again  a  sleepless  night.  It  is  again  morning.  "Whither shall  I  go  to-day  ? 
"  When  a  man  is  no  longer  his  own  friend,  then  goes  he 

to  his  brother,  who  is  so  still,  that  he  may  talk  gently  with 

him,  and  may  give  him  life." 
These  words  of  Jean  Paul  awoke  in  me  the  desire  to  go  to 

my  Selma,  but  I  was  ashamed  of  the  confession  which  I  had 
to  make  to  her.  She  then  came  to  me  with  her  lovely  eyes, 
and  asked  so  tenderly,  so  sorrowfully,  the  cause  of  my  distress, 
I  could  do  no  other  than  let  her  look  into  my  heart.  And 
how  tenderly  she  comforted  me  !  How  warmly  she  defended 
me  from  my  own  self-a€Cusations  !  How  clearly  she  saw 
before  us  the  hour  of  reconciliation  !  Ah,  I  dare  not  hope 
for  this !  If  I  could  only  know  how  it  now  is  with  him,  how 
he  feels  towards  me. Evening. 

I  know  now.  Lennartson  came  in  the  afternoon,  but  not 

gaily. 
Yet  it  is  good  that  he  came.  I  could  hardly  have  sup- 

ported such  another  night.  To  my  inquiring  look,  he  said 
immediately : 

"  I  have  just  seen  Brenner  ;  I  have  communicated  to  him 
our  conversation  here  that  evening." 

"  "Well,  then,  and  he   "  asked  I,  almost  lifeless. 
"  He  said,  he  had  himself  imagined  that  some  kind  of  mis- 

understanding must  have  been  the  occasion  of — what  he  did 

not  say." 
"  And  besides  that — did  he  say  nothing  ?" 
"  He  added,  if  anybody  had  said  to  me  anything  bad  of  her, 

I  should  not  have  believed  it." 
"  And  that  was  all !     Said  he  nothing  more  ?" 
"  No  !"  said  Lennartson ;  "  but  it  was  evident  that  he  had 

suffered  much  in  mind,  and  suffered  stiU.  What  unfortunate 
misunderstanding  has  put  you  both  so  out  of  tune  with  each 
other,  separated  two  beings  who  I  fancied  should   but  you 

are  not  separated.     That  is  impossible.     I  know  Brenner's 
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heart.  Give  me  a  word,  a  cordial  word  for  him,  and — let  me 

conduct  him  to  your  feet." 
"  Impossible !  I  pray  you  do  nothing  now  in  this  affair. 

You  would  not  wish  that  yourself,  if  you  knew  all.  Tell  me 
only — do  you  think  that  Brenner  cherishes  any  hatred  to- 

wards me?" 
"  Hatred  is  a  feeling  which  cannot  easily  find  place  in 

Brenner's  heart,  and  certainly  never  towards  you.  The 
words  which  he  says  of  you,  he  speaks  with  seriousness  and 
tenderness." 

"  Thus  I  may  hope  then  that  he  does  not  abhor  me.  This 
is  much.     I  thank  you  from  my  heart  for  your  kindness." 

"  Thank  me,  by  giving  me  a  soothing  greeting  for  my 
friend.  He  looked  to  me  as  if  he  had  not  slept  for  several 

nights,  and  would  not  be  able  to  sleep  for  yet  more." 
"  Tell  him  that  neither  have  I  slept,  since   and  now  let 

us  not  talk  further  on  this  affair.  It  belongs  to  the  things 

which  must  alone  depend  upon  our  Lord's  guidance." 
Lennartson  bowed  with  quiet  seriousness,  and  as  he  saw 

me  weep  he  took  my  hand,  and  spoke  gentle  words  with  the 
voice  of  an  angel.     Oh,  how  good  is  he  too  ! 

It  is  Twelve  at  Night. 

I  am  now  calmer.  I  have  arrived  at  certainty.  It  is  then 
ended,  this  friendship  which  gave  me  so  very  much  pleasure, 
which  was  to  last  into  eternity,  ended  through  my  fault. 

I  found  in  the  stream  of  life  a  costly  pearl,  but  I  threw  it 
heedlessly  away.     I  deserved  it  not. 

*  *  *  *  *     _ 

"  If  they  had  told  me  anything  bad  of  her  I  should  not 
have  believed  it."  What  a  crushing  reproof  for  me  is  there 
in  these  loving  words  ! 

But  I  deserve  all  this.  Therefore  I  will  bear  it  without 

complaint.  I  shall  not  sleep  this  night,  perhaps  not  for  many 
nights.     I  wish  I  knew  that  he  slept. 

Without,  it  is  restless.  Clouds  driven  by  the  northern 
tempest  fly  over  the  castle.  The  lamps  on  the  bridge  and  on 
the  quay  flicker  ;  their  light  trembles  in  the  agitated  waters  ; 
one  after  the  other  is  extinguished  in  the  storm.  Poor 
flickering  flames,  good  night ! 



142  A  DTART. 

The  7  th. 

Brenner  lias  set  out,  on  the  business  of  the  fleet,  to  severa] 
of  the  seaport  towns  of  Sweden.  He  will  be  absent  several 
weeks.     That  is  good. 

It  is  cold  to-day,  clear  air  and  cold.  The  snow  lies  upon 
the  ice  of  the  Eiddarfjerd,  upon  the  southern  mountains, 
white  and  still — still  and  cold  as  inditference.  I  will  lay  it 
upon  my  heart.    Tet  no  !  tliat  will  I  not.    Let  it  suffer  still. 

I  was  too  proud  of  my  philosophy,  of  my  strength  and 
prudence,  and  am — punished.  Burn  therefore  thou  holy 
pain,  thou  purifpng  fire ;  burn  to  the  very  roots  this  selfish 
vain  temper.     Burn  and  consume  ! 

In  the  Evening. 

I  shall  overcome  this  suffering;  I  feel  that  I  shall  over- 
come it,  for  I  have  a  clear,  inward  presentiment  that  he  has 

forgiven  me,  that  he  feels  and  thinks  mercifully  towards  me. 
And  for  the  first  time  I  feel  the  necessity  of  the  mercy  and 
the  compassion  of  a  fellow-being.  Such  presentiments  of  the 
state  of  feehng  of  persons  who  are  dear  to  me  I  have  often 
had,  as  well  in  bad  as  in  good,  and  they  have  never  yet  de- 

ceived me. 

The  sentiment  which  united  Brenner  and  me  has  really  not 
been  of  a  common  kind,  nor  can  the  over-hastiness  of  a 
moment  annihilate  it.  It  is  deeply  based  in  the  nature  of 
our  being.  And  I  know  it.  Wilhelm  Brenner,  we  shall  yet 
once  more  meet  and  be  united  in  sincerity,  in  harmony,  even 
if  it  first  be  when  the  scene  of  this  life  is  ended ;  I  know  it, 
and  never  have  felt  more  certain  than  in  this  moment,  when 
we  are  apparently  more  separated  than  ever. 

I  have  written  to  Brenner.  AVords  like  those  which  I 

said  here.  They  will  meet  him  when  he  returns  to  Stock- 
holm. 

To-niglit  the  stars  glow  brighter.  No  cloud  overshadows 
them.  Good  night,  Wilhelm  !  To-night  thou  wilt  sleep,  to- 

night I  also  shall  sleep,  and  to-morrow  I  shall  again  wholly 
live  for  mankind,  for  the  interests  which  surround  me.  Thou 
hast  given  to  me  an  example  of  activity,  and  I  will  follow  it. 

The  nth. 

And  the  drama  which  is  being  acted  in  my  neighbourhood 
demands  truly  all  attention.     I  seek   stiii  for  the  thread 
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which  can  lead  the  captives  out  of  the  labyrinth ;  but  that 
St.  Orme  is  the  Minotaur  I  see  plainly ;  and  it  seems  as  if 

Flora's  prophecy  of  herself,  that  she  was  possessed  by  hia 
evil  nature,  was  really  about  to  be  fulfilled.  But  why  should 
Selma  become  her  victim  ;  why  should  the  sylph  lose  her 
wings  in  the  struggle  ?  Selma  has  been  for  some  time  an 

actual  martyr  to  Mora's  perpetually  unhappy  temper,  who 
seems  to  have  a  certain  delight  in  tormenting  her  with  ill- 
humour,  with  severity,  and  with  absurd  suspicions.  Selma 
bears  this  with  wonderful  gentleness,  but — the  joyous  song 
is  silenced,  and  the  light  dancing  gait  becomes  ever  stiller. 

Yesterday  I  poured  out  before  her  the  vial  of  my  wrath 
against  Plora. 

"  Forgive  her,"  prayed  Selma,  with  her  beautiful,  tearful 
eyes  ;  "  she  is  herself  so  unhappy  !" 

And  this  is  true.  My  stepmother,  who  does  not  under- 

stand Mora's  condition,  but  who  would  willingly  see  all 
around  her  joyful,  endeavours  to  cheer  her  by  all  kinds  of 
dissipations  and  pleasures  ;  but  these  now  appear  to  have 
lost  all  power  over  Flora,  whilst  her  evil  demon  strikes  his 
talons  ever  deeper  into  her  life. 

Towards  evening,  when  the  few  visitors  had  left  us,  and 
we  ladies  of  the  family  were  together  with  St.  Orme,  Flora 
stood  a  long  time  sunk  in  thought  before  the  portrait  of 
Beatrice  Cenci. 

"  Do  you  thiuk  of  copying  that  lady,  that  you  contemplate 
her  so  exactly  ?"  asked  St.  Orme,  in  his  scornful,  disagree- able tone. 

"  Perhaps  !"  replied  Flora,  in  a  voice  which  sounded  almost 
terrible.  "  Then,"  continued  she,  in  an  altered  tone,  "  I 
endeavour  to  fancy  how  she  felt  in  mind." 

"Before  or  after  the  murder  of  her  father?"  asked  St. 
Orme,  as  before. 

"After,"  replied  Flora.  "Before,  I  understand;  I  know." 
"  How,  my  sweet  Flora,  how  can  you  enter  into  such  hor- 

rible thoughts  P" 
"  Yes,  I  can  do  so,"  replied  Flora.  "  She  had  attempted 

everything — everything,  St.  Orme — to  free  herself  from  her 
unhappy  condition ;  she  did  not  express  her  pangs.  She  was 
reduced  to  the  most  extreme  point,  was  reduced  to  despair 

—in  sh  3rt,  I  understand  her  deed  ;  but  after  it — after  it—-' 



IM  A  DTAET. 

"  "WTiy,  yes,"  rejoined  St.  Orme,  "  after  it,  she  thought  on the  preparation  for  her  own  death,  on  the  scaffold,  on  the 
executioner !" 

"It  is  related,"  continued  Plora,  "that  at  the  moment  in 
which  she  went  to  death,  at  the  moment  when  she  must 
ascend  the  scaffold,  a  stream  of  words  burst  from  her  lips,  so 
full  of  joy  and  thankfulness,  so  full  of  what  is  most  beautiful 
and  most  sublime  in  the  human  soul,  that  they  who  should 
have  consoled  her  were  dumb,  and  their  pity  changed  itself 
into  admiration :  it  is  said  that  never  was  her  beauty  more 
touching,  her  look  more  beaming,  than  at  the  moment  when 
she,  as  a  penitent,  but  ransomed  sinner,  met  death  enfran- 

chised and  victorious  ! — nor  is  that  a  wonder  to  me.  But  I 
do  wonder  how  she  felt — ah !  how  she  felt  herself  to  be  free  ! 
free  and  happy  !  I  do  wonder  how  she  felt,  I  do  wonder 

how  she  felt,  I  do  wonder  how   " 
Flora  repeated  these  words  several  times  like  an  insane 

person,  and  sank  suddenly  to  the  floor. 
Our  astonishment  was  great.  Flora  was  carried  into 

Selma's  chamber,  and  here  our  attentions  soon  brought  her 
again  to  consciousness,  but  only  to  fall  into  a  hysterical 
state,  after  which  she  only  sunk  into  repose  after  the  lapse 
of  a  few  hours. 

When  she  again  awoke  it  was  night.  She  lay  still,  her 

eyes  fixed  upon  Virginia's  portrait,  that  hung  at  the  foot  of 
Selma's  bed  (on  which  Flora  lay),  and  said  passionately  to herself : 

"  She,  too,  was  lovely  and  unhappy ;  she,  too,  died  in  the 
bloom  of  her  age,  died  of  a  broken  heart.  But  she  died, 
killed  by  her  still  suffering — like  many  a  woman,  died  with- 

out glory  and  revenge.  Beatrice  was  the  happier  of  the 

two." 
"  The  Eternal  Judge  only  knows  that,"  said  I,  with  gentle voice. 

"Yes,  what  do  we  know?"  continued  Flora.  "I  know 
nothing,  excepting  that  T  am  more  unfortunate  than  tliese 
two.  It  is  strange,  but  for  some  time  thoughts  on  a  bloody 
action,  on  a  murder,  for  instance,  have  something  refreshing 
in  them.  A  great  change  must  take  place  in  the  souls  of 
men  who  have  done  something  terrible — something  that 
admits  of  no  return,  no  uncertainty,  no  fear,  no  hope  mor© 
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Then,  indeed,  might  the  JLiggling  spirit  depart,  and  the  hu- 
man being  comprehend  himself !  It  might  become  calm  and 

cool  in  the  heart,  when  the  hour  of  death  is  near,  and  all  ia 

past  from  earth ;  feelings  might  arise — feelings  of  humiliation 
and  subjection,  and  then — there  perhaps  might  come  some 
angel  of  the  Lord,  and  kindle  a  light  ia  the  dark  soul  ere  one 
died.  But  thus  will  man  die  ?  Die,  be  laid  low  ia  the  black 

earth,  moulder,  turn  to  dust,  be  trampled  of  men — ha !  no  ! 
no  !  I  will  not  die.  No.  Why  is  it  so  dark  within  me  ? 
why  do  you  let  me  lie  as  in  a  funeral  vault  ?  Bring  me  more 
light.  And  Selma !  where  is  she  ?  She  used  to  love  me. 

But  she  has  left  me,  like  all  the  rest !" 
"Never!  never!"  replied  an  affectionate  voice,  and  from 

the  depths  of  the  alcove,  on  the  other  side  of  Flora's  bed's- 
head,  arose  slowly  Selma's  white-garmented  beautiful  figure. 
She  took  Flora's  hand  in  hers,  and  besought  her  with  tears : 

"  Oh,  Flora,  Flora  !  if  you  yet  love  me,  hear  what  I  have 
to  say  to  you.  You  are  day  by  day  more  unlike  yourself; 
there  lies  some  heavy  secret  at  yoiu'  heart  which  makes  you 
unhappy.  Oh  speak,  Flora,  tell  us  what  it  is — tell  us  all ! 
Tou  know  how  we  love  you.  How  possible  it  will  be  for  us 
to  find  out  some  means  of  consoling  and  calming  you !  Oh, 
confide  in  us !  JIow  free  will  you  feel  when  you  have  opened 

your  heart,  and  have  become  clear  to  those  who  love  you!" 
"  Clear  !"  repeated  Flora,  "  and  if  I  were  to  open  my  heart, 

and  it  were  to  appear  merely  darker  to  you  than  before  1 

Selma,  how  should  you  bear  that  r"' 
"  Ah  !  I  could  bear  all,  except  seeing  you  so  unhappy  and 

BO  changed  as  you  are !" 
"  Tou  think  so,"  said  Flora,  "  but  you  deceive  yourself. 

You  belong  to  the  good,  to  the  discreet,  who  abominate  every- 
thing that  is  unusual  and  eccentric,  because  they  consider  it 

wrong,  because  they  do  not  understand  it.  They  cannot 
look  the  reality  in  the  face  without  trembling ;  they  do  not 
love,  except  through  illusions,  which  they  have  no  strength 
to — but  forgive  me,  I  will  not  be  severe.  I  myself  need  help 
and  forbearance.  Help  me,  you  cannot,  Selma,  nobody  can 
—but  you  can  soften  the  struggle.  And  now — wUl  you  read 
Bomething  to  me,  something  which  will  calm  me  ? — what 
have  you  there  ?  The  hymn-book !  Eead  something  from 

ityif  you  will.  It  is  a  long  time  since  I  looked  into  such  a  one." L 
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As  I  left  the  two  young  friends,  I  heard  Sehna  read  with 
a  voice  which  she  endeavoured  to  make  firm. 

How  the  whole  earth  reposes. 

The  next  day  Flora  was  better  ;  but  Selma's  countenance 
bore  the  traces  of  a  deeply-depressed  mind.  I  proposed  to 
her,  after  breakfast,  to  go  to  the  Museum  to  see  some  new 
statues  which  had  lately  come  there.  She  willingly  con- 

sented ;  Flora  declined  the  invitation  to  accompany  us,  which 
was  not  unpleasant  to  me. 

We  had  not  been  long  among  the  noble  works  of  art  before 
I  saw  the  young  pupil  of  Ehrensvard  become  cheerful,  and 
whilst  contemplating  the  beautiful  and  the  sublime,  her  soul 
freed  itself  from  the  burden  which  bowed  it  down.  I  ac- 

knowledged with  joy  how  a  cultivated  taste  for  art  or  nature 
can  release  the  human  soul  from  the  pang  which  is  called 
fortli  by  the  pressure  of  circumstances,  or  by  the  excitability 
of  the  heart.  Tet  he  cannot  always  be  released  from  it, 
neither  should  he  be.  There  are  sufferings  which  are  more 
elevating  than  all  enjoyments,  I  mean  nobler.  These  must 
not  be  annihilated.  They  may  free  us,  they  may  give  us 
wings.  Even  the  larva  of  suffering  can  receive  wings,  can  fly 
in  the  night,  and  be  lighted  by  its  stars,  and  bathe  in  its  dew. 

A  tender  melancholy  displaced  more  and  more  the  suffer- 

ing, dejected  expression  of  Selma's  countenance,  as  my  ob- 
servations excited  her  to  think  and  to  express  her  thoughts. 

At  Niobe's  statue  I  said,  that  Niobe  appeared  to  me  too 
unfeeling ;  I  wished  to  see  in  her  countenance  more  despair, 
more  anger. 

"  She  combats  with  higher  powers," replied  Selma;  "  neither 
revenge  nor  hope  are  possible  to  her.  Besides,  this  is  the 
first  time  that  she  knows  misfortune  ;  and  it  comes  so  sud- 

denly, so  mightily,  that  it  overpowers  her ;  she  cannot  suffer 
much,  she  is  stunned.  See !  observe  her  from  this  side ;  see 
the  expression  of  trembling  pain  about  her  mouth.  One  sees 
that  there  needs  only  one  movement,  only  one  arrow  now, 

and  she  suffers  no  more ;  she  is  turned  to  stone." 
I  looked  at  Selma.  There  was  at  this  moment  a  strange 

resemblance  betw^een  Niobe's  expression  and  hers.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  thus  vrould  she  suffer,  thus  turn  to  stone. 
But  God  defend  my  young  sister ! 
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When  we  reached  the  antique  head  of  Zeno  I  said,  "  Do. 
you  not  see  in  this  countenance,  as  if  it  were  a  prototype  of 
Christendom?" 

"  Tes,"  replied  she;  "  it  is  the  renunciation,  but  without 
the  exaltation." 

She  would  not  turn  to  stone  ;  thought  I  again,  with  a  look 
at  her  countenance  beaming  with  soul,  she  would  free  her- 

self, she  would  conquer  herself.  The  sylph  would  not  lose 
her  wings  for  long. 

"We  now  heard  somebody  whispering  near  us  : 
"  Lieutenant  Thure  does  not  go  to  the  ball  to-night.  It  is 

very  vexatious." 
"  Nor  the  royal  secretary.  Von  Bure,  either.  Yet  he  told 

me  that  he  would  come  for  my  sake.  But  one  cannot  depend 
on  the  gentlemen.  He  had  as  good  as  engaged  me  for  the 
first  waltz.  I  wiU  be  really  ungracious  the  next  time  he 

comes,  and  is  so  civil." 
"  Tes,  it  seemed  as  if  you  had  made  a  conquest   Do  you not  think  that  the  marble  head  there  is  like  Von  Bure  ?    Do 

you  know  what  sweet  thing  he  said  to  me  last  evening  ?" 
The  sweet  thing  was  said  so  softly,  that  I  did  not  hear  it. 

"We  had  already  recognised  Hilda  and  Thilda  Engel,  who were  complaining  of  their  lovers  before  the  bust  of  Septimiis 
Severus.  They  were  now  aware  of  us,  and  we  mutually 
saluted  each  other.  As  it  now  began  to  be  cold  in  the  marble 
gaUery,  I  proposed  that  we  should  take  a  walk  towards  the 
park,  across  the  Skeppsholm,  and  we  asked  the  Engels  if 

they  would  accompany  us.  "  They  would  indeed,  gladly,  but 
  four  ladies  without  one  gentlemen — how  would  that  be  ?" 

Selma  and  I  assured  them,  laughing,  that  it  would  be  excel- 
lent ;  especially  if  we  went  two  and  two  ;  and  we  wandered 

off,  each  with  an  Engel  (angel)  by  her  side,  but  had  con- 
siderable weariness  therefrom. 

Outside  the  park  we  met  Mrs.  Eittersvard  and  her 
daughter.  They  were  cordially  friendly,  and  so  merry  that 
it  infected  us.  Mrs.  Eittersvard  was  much  better  as  re- 

garded her  health,  and  Hellfrid  was  quite  happy  to  be  again 
after  a  long  time  in  the  fresh  wood.  It  was  glorious.  The 
snow  melted  in  the  noonday  sun,  the  fir  shoots  gave  forth 
fragrance,  and  lichens  and  mosses  grew  greenly  fresh  in  the 
field,  and  on  the  tree  stems.     HeUfrid  was  an  old  acquaint- 

1.2 
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ance  of  all  these,  and  related  in  answer  to  Selma's  and  my 
questions,  so  much  of  their  lives  and  peculiarities,  as  excited 
a  great  desire  in  our  minds  to  become  better  acquainted  with 
tliese  children  of  nature.  In  the  mean  time  ■we  wished  Hell- 
frid  joy  of  this  her  knowledge  and  fresh  spring  of  enjoyment. 

But  the  Engels  became  ever  more  and  more  sullen,  and  I 
recognised  in  them  that  lamentable  poverty  of  soul  which 
our  mode  of  education  often  fosters,  and  which  often  causes 
people,  in  the  midst  of  treasures  of  art  and  nature,  to  have 
thought  and  memory  only  for  a   ^ball  lover.     Thus  were 
we  now,  six  ladies,  and — no  gentleman !  Fate  was  cruel  to 
the  poor  children.  Their  looks  animated  themselves,  how- 

ever, as  two  young  gentlemen,  arm  in  arm,  approached  us, 
and  I  heard  them  whisper  the  names  of  Thure  and  Bure. 
But  Thure  and  Bure  bowed  and — passed  by  !  The  Engels 
looked  desperate. 

Again  a  gentleman  approached  us ;  and  this  one  passed  us 
not  by,  but,  after  an  exclamation  of  joyful  surprise  and 
friendly  salutation,  accompanied  us  back  to  the  city.  It  was 
Lieutenant  Sparrskold.  But  he  walked  beside  HeUfrid 
Eittersvard.     Hilda  and  Thilda  walked  with  one  another. 

At  a  hint  from  her  mother,  HeUfrid  invited  them  and  the 
rest  of  the  party  to  go  and  drink  a  cup  of  chocolate  in  the 
shadow  of  her  hyacinths.  The  Engels  declined  the  invita- 

tion with  a  look  of  ill-humour,  but  Selma,  young  Sparrskold, 
and  I,  accepted  with  pleasure  the  friendly  invitation. 

In  the  shade  of  Hellfrid's  fragrant  hyacinths  we  drank 
excellent  chocolate,  and  had  a  lively  and  interesting  conver- 

sation on  the  way,  of  best  improving  and  using  life  and  time. 
Kobody  was  better  pleased  to  hear  about  this  than  the 

good  old  lady,  who  finds  even  now  life  to  be  so  affluent  and 
so  full  of  interest,  that  she  wakes  herself  every  morning  at 

six  o'clock  from  fear  of  wasting  time,  which  for  her  flies  too 
fast. 

Young  Sparrskold  declared  jestingly,  that  people  did  a 
great  deal  better  to  sleep  ;  and  with  that  kissed  her  hand  with 
filial,  yes,  almost  childlike  tenderness. 

Heilfrid  looked  on  both  with  tears  in  her  eyes. 
A  horrible  catastrophe  changed  this  scene  of  love  and  good- 

will, into  one  of  horror.  A  dull  pistol-shot  was  heard,  and 
seemed  to  have  been  fired  in  the  room  under  that  where  we 

were.     Sparrskold  sprung  up. 
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"  It  was  in  Captain  Eummel's  room  !"  exclaimed  he  ;  and, 
as  if  seized  upon  by  a  horrible  foreboding,  rushed  from 
the  room.  A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  this  he  came  up 
again,  very  pale.  Captain  Eummel  has  shot  himself!  All 
was  already  over  with  him.  People  had  for  some  time 
talked  of  his  deranged  affairs,  and  of  his  inclination  for  strong 
liquors  ;  he  seemed  already  to  have  laboured  at  his  own  ruin. 
This  was  now  accomplished. 

Excited  and  horrified,  we  separated. 

"  He   was  one   of  Felix's   intimate  acquaintance,"    said 
Selma,    on  our  homeward  way.     "May  he  not   "     She did  not  conclude. 

It  was  terrible  news  with  which  we  had  now  to  surprise 
my  stepmother. 

The  13th. 

Captain  Eummel's  unfortunate  end  quickly  flew  through 
the  city.  The  Lady-Commissioners-of-Commerce  informed 
us  to-day  that  "people  said  that  he  had  handled  too  freely 
the  money  of  the  regiment ;  that  he  could  no  longer  conceal 
this,  and  would  not  outlive  his  disgrace  ;  that  one  and  another 
young  gentleman,  sons  of  rich  families,  who  were  involved  in 

Eummel's  affairs,  had  fled.  People  said  that  several  occur- 
rences similar  to  this  would  follow." 

From  the  misfortune,  however,  one  good  thing  has  arisen. 

Ake  Sparrskold  Avas  Rummel's  next  successor,  and  received 
the  company  after  him.  Notliing  then  hinders  any  longer 

his  and  Hellfrid's  union,  and  the  happiness  of  the  whole family. 
The  14th. 

The  Rutschenfelts  now  also  have  driven  off!  "  God  pre- 
serve Felix!"  with  these  words  my  stepmother  entered  at 

noon,  and  was  so  cast  down  by  the  news  and  so  uneasy  about 
its  consequences,  that  all  thoughts  of  startling  me,  and  all 
the  Metternich  deportment,  were  forgotten. 

Among  those  who  have  made  their  escape  for  debt,  are  the 

Mr.  Bravanders  (the  same  who  on  New-Tear' s-day  chal- 
lenged the  devil  so  industriously  to  fetch  them) . 

The  15th. 

"  Has  Felix  been  here  ?    Do  you  know  anything  of  him  ?" 
asked  Lennartson  to-day,  as  he  entered  the  draAving-room 
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and  as  v^e  answered  in  the  negative  he  appeared  vexed, 
although  he  tried  to  conceal  it.  St.  Orme,  the  Chamberlain, 
and  a  few  other  gentlemen,  together  with  Lennartson,  were 
here  to  dinner.  The  conversation  soon  turned  to  the  Eut- 

scheufelts  again,  who  in  part  had  taken  flight,  and  in  part 
were  suspected  of  designing  to  take  flight.  Many  persona 
were  mentioned  whom  they  had  deceived,  who  had  been 
robbed  by  them  of  the  little  which  they  possessed  ;  families 
who  were  sunk  in  the  deepest  sorrow ;  mothers,  brides, 
whose  hope  was  annihilated,  whose  future  was  for  ever 
darkened.  The  old,  venerable  father  of  one  of  the  fugitives  had 
had  a  stroke  in  consequence  of  liis  grief — but  it  would  be  going 
too  far  to  draw  forth  all  the  misfortune  which  was  now 

passingly  spoken  of. 
Lennartson  was  silent  in  the  mean  time,  but  I  gave  vent 

to  my  heart  in  a  few  excited  words.  St.  Orme,  who  always 
sets  himself  in  opposition  to  me,  shrugged  his  shoulders  at 
the  tragical  way  in  which  people  took  such  every-day  affairs, 

the  fuss  which  people  made  about  a  young  man's  youthful 
follies.  He,  for  his  part,  pitied  them  sincerely,  but  he  judged 
no  man ;  people  must  not  be  too  severe  against  the  young. 
Tliey  must  have  time  to  run  out  their  course ;  after  this  they 
returned  to  sense  and  prudence. 

"  That  is  very  well  said,"  remarked  the  Chamberlain,  with 
a  fine  voice  and  fine  satire,  "  and  for  my  part,  I  will  always 
say,  '  the  blessed  (late)  Eummel,'  although  I  will  not  take  an 
oath  that  the  blessed  man  really  is  blessed  ;  still  I  think  that 
people  should  pay  their  debts  and  live  decently  in  the  world, 
and  I  think  that  it  is  rather  venturesome  to  go  over  into  the 

other,  like  Eum   like  the  blessed  Eummel." 
Lennartson  now  took  up  the  aftair,  and  with  great  serious- 

ness ;  and  fixing  a  quiet  firm  glance  on  St.  Orme,  he  censured 
the  conduct  which  had  been  described,  and  the  temper  of 
mind  which  could  find  it  innocent.  He  described  the  opera- 

tion of  this  on  social  life  in  general ;  he  described  a  peo[)le  in 
its  decline — laxity  of  principle,  its  poisoned  root — lust  of 
pleasure  and  frivolity,  taking  the  upper  hand — the  sanctity 
of  a  promise  despised — order  and  honesty  fled — with  them 
confidence,  security,  readiness  to  oblige,  all  pure,  all  beneficial 
sentiments — all  human  ties  poisoned — the  sanctity  and  fresh 
gladness  of  life  fled  for  ever.  Thus  was  it  with  the  old  natious 
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as  they  advancel  towards  their  dissolution,  towards  their 
ignominious  tardy  death,  a  spectacle  for  pity  and  contempt. 
Thus  will  it  be  with  us,  if  we  do  not  seize  with  earnestness 

on  life  and  on  ourselves.  "  I  wish,"  continued  Lennartson, 
whilst  his  eyes  flashed  and  the  words  came  like  thunder  from 

his  lips — "  I  wish  that  all  honest  men  would  brand  with  their 
abhorrence,  and  the  better  part  of  social  life  with  its  scorn, 
all  those  idlers,  those  young  deceivers,  who  sacrifice  all  for 
the  sake  of  satisfying  their  bad  passions.  I  know  only  one 
character  more  worthy  of  punishment,  more  despicable  than 
these,  and  that  is  he  who,  under  the  guise  of  cleverness. 
poisons  their  principles  ;  under  the  guise  of  friendship  seduces 
them  to  misery,  whilst  he  makes  them  the  instruments,  the 
victims  of  his  selfishness,  of  his  low  schemes — in  one  word, 

the  snake  in  social  life,  the  calculating  seducer !" 
AVas  it  the  intention  of  Lennartson  to  hurl  a  lightning 

flash  at  St.  Orme,  or  was  it  the  evil  conscience  of  the  latter 
which  seemed  to  strike  him  ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  for  the 
first  time  I  saw  him  deprived  of  scornful  assurance,  for  the 
first  time  saw  him  smitten  and  confused.  The  blood  had 

vanished  from  his  cheeks.  He  attempted  to  smile,  but  the 
thin  lips  trembled  convulsively.  Flora  saw  him  with  amaze- 

ment, and  a  sort  of  enjoyment!  She  seemed  to  feast  on 
his  pangs.  She  laughed — hideously — there  was  a  stillness 
as  of  death  at  the  table,  and  at  once  my  stepmother  made  the 
move  to  rise,  although  the  dessert  had  not  been  served,  and 
aU  followed  readily. 

St.  Orme  recovered  himself;  we  heard  him  soon  after 
laughing  and  joking  with  the  Chamberlain,  but  his  laugh 
was  not  natural.  He  soon  left  the  company,  after  he  had 
cast  a  keen,  poisonous  glance  on  Lennartson. 
When  our  guests  were  gone,  we  were  all  of  us  extremely 

out  of  tune.  I  endeavoured  to  fix  my  stepmother's  attention 
by  one  of  the  questions  of  the  day,  but  it  did  not  succeed. 

It  succeeded  much  better  with  the  "  Lady-Councillors-of- 
Commerce,"  who  came  full  of  news,  which  they  were  as 
desirous  of  imparting  as  we  of  hearing.  It  concerned  for  the 
most  part  the  Eutschenfelt  company,  and  the  disorder  and 
misery  which  the  fugitives  had  left  behind  them  ;  the  causes 
of  the  ruin  of  young  men  were  also  spoken  of — among  these 
were  often  mentioned  unwise  parents,  bad  example,  neglected 
oversiglit  in  youth.   With  all  these  sorrowful  relations,  Mrs. 
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and  !Miss  P.  helped  us  througli  the  long  evening.  Dui-ing 
this,  two  messengers  had  been  sent  to  inquire  after  Felix, 
but  they  had  not  met  with  him  at  home. 

After  people  had  separated  for  the  night,  Selma  and  I 
lingered,  as  we  often  do,  among  the  pictures  in  the  inner 
drawing-room,  and  contemplated  them  by  the  soft  lamplight. 
Selma  stood  long  before  a  painting  after  Guido  Eeni,  which 
represents  St.  Michael,  who,  with  the  flames  of  anger  in  hia 
divinely  beautiful  countenance,  plants  his  foot  upon  the  breast 
of  Satan,  and  pierces  him  with  his  spear. 

"  Why  does  my  Selma  look  at  this  picture  solong  ?"  asked 
I,  joining  her ;  "  it  has  something  quite  horrible  in  it." 

"  But  something  quite  beautiful  also,"  replied  she.  "  It 
teaches  us  to  understand  what  a  holy  anger  is.  Look  at  St. 

Michael's  countenance  !  Tell  me,  does  it  remind  you  of — is 
it  not  like" — Selma  paused,  and  crimsoned  with  confusion. 

"Lennartson,  as  we  saw  him  to-day,"  said  I,  ending  her 
sentence  ;  and  Selma's  look  told  me  that  I  had  expressed  her 
thoughts. 

We  were  now  disturbed  by  some  one  who  opened  tlie  door 
of  the  drawing-room.  It  was  the  figure  of  a  man  wrapped  in 
a  wide  cloak.  This  was  thrown  off,  and  we  recognised  Felix 
Delpbin.  But  how  changed  he  was !  The  pale,  disfigured 
countenance  had  scarcely  a  trace  of  its  former  beauty. 

"  Selma !"  said  he,  with  an  agitated  voice,  "  do  not  be 
afraid  of  me.     I  will  merely  say  farewell  to  you,  before   " 

"  Before  what,  Felix?" 
"  Before  I  leave  you  and  Sweden  for  ever !  Oh,  Selma ! 

I  wished  to  see  you  once  more,  that  I  might  pray  you  to 

think'  of  me,  and  to  pray  for  me  when  I  am  far  from  you !" 
"  Felix,  why  must  you  go  ?" 
"  Why,  because  I  am — ruined,  ruined  by  my  weakness, 

by  my  folly.  Property,  health,  honour,  all  are  lost !  I 

cannot,  I  will  not  live  over  my  disgrace  here." 
"  But  is  there  no  help  ?     Cannot  Lennartson   " 
"  No !  once  before  he  rescued  me  from  the  hands  of  the 

usurer.  Then  I  gave  him  my  word  of  honour  never  again  to 
be  betrayed  into  them.  I  have  broken  this,  liather  would 
I  die  than  meet  his  look!" 

"  But  I,  but  Flora !  We  are  your  nearest  relations  ;  we 
have  some  jewels   " 

"Hushjiiood  aifiel!     I  am  not  sunk  yet  so  deep  as  to 



FELIX  IS  SATED.  153 

avail  myself  of — and  besides,  what  purpose  would  that  serve  ? 
Ah,  Selma  !  all  must  now  be  ended  between  us.  Here,  have 
you  your  ring  again.  I  am  not  worthy  of  you.  Pray  Len- 
nartson  to  forgive  me  !  Give  my  love  to  Flora !  May  she 
be  wortliv  of  liim  !  And  you,  good  angel — heaven  bless  you ! 
Farewelll" 
He  kissed  the  folds  of  her  dress,  and  was  about  to  rush 

out,  but  was  prevented  by  a  man  who  stepped  in  the  door- 
way and  seized  his  arm  with  a  stern   

'■'  Whither,  Felix  ?" It  was  Lennartson.  Felix  gasped  for  breath,  but  in  the 
next  moment  he  made  a  violent  effort  to  tear  himself  loose 

and  to  fly,  but  the  Baron  held  him  with  a  strong  hand,  and 
said  sternly : 

"  Be  quiet,  boy !  no  stupidity !  Will  you  make  a  scene 
before  the  people  outside  ?  Besides,  this  avails  you  nothing 
now.     Tou  now  must  follow  me  !" 

"  Tou  will  dishonour  me !"  stammered  Felix,  pale  with 
impotent  frenzy. 

"  You  will  dishonour  yourself,  but  /  will  save  you  even 
against  your  own  will,"  said  Lennartson. 

"  It  is  too  late  !"  exclaimed  Felix. 
"  It  is  not  too  late,"  answered  Lennartson.  "  I  know  all, 

and  I  promise  to  save  you  ;  and  to  this  end  I  demand  only 
one  thing  from  you,  that  you  at  this  moment  enter  into  a 
bond  with  me,  body  and  soul,  and  take  not  one  step  without 
my  will  or  knowledge,  but  obey  me  in  all  things.  And  in 
the  first  place,  I  desire  that  you  foUow  quietly  to  my  carriage, 
which  stands  before  the  door." 

Lennartson  had  said  all  this  with  a  low  voice,  as  if  he 
woidd  be  heard  by  Felix  only,  but  the  strong  emphasis  which 
he  laid  upon  his  words  caused  me,  although  I  stood  at  a 
distaneie,  not  to  lose  one  of  them.  Felix  seemed  annihilated  ; 
his  will  was  subjected  to  that  of  a  mightier  than  himself,  but 
he  could  scafcely  endure  himself.  He  supported  himself 
almost  fainting  against  the  wall. 

"  Lean  on  me,"  said  Lennartson,  quickly  and  tenderly,  as 
he  took  the  youth  in  his  arms — "  why  are  you  afraid  ?  Am 
I  not  your  friend,  your  fatherly  friend  ?  Confide  yourself 
to  me  !     Come  !  be  a  man !" 

Felix  took  courage  truly  at  the^je  words,  and  said  mildly ; 
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"  Do  \vitli  me  -what  you  will,  I  will  obey." 
Lennartson  seeing  that  he  hesitated,  seized  his  arm,  nodded 

to  us  kindly  but  deprecatingly,  as  we  were  about  to  call  for 

help,  and  with  a  look  which  said  "  Be  calm,"  led  the  unfor- 
tunate young  man  away. 

Selma  threw  herself  into  my  arms  agitated  by  excited  feel- 
ings. I  did  not  leave  her  througli  the  night,  which  past  sleep- 

lessly  for  us  both,  and  I  have  written  this  in  her  chamber. 

The  ]  7th. 

Febx  is  ill,  but  they  say  not  dangerously.  They  have  bled 
him,  and  Lennartson  has  watched  by  him  through  the  whole 
night.  Flora  has  also  come  this  moment  from  him,  and  I 
am  glad  to  see  her  really  excited  and  uneasy  about  his  con- 
dition. 

In  the  Afternoon. 

Lennartson  has  just  been  here,  so  good,  so  full  of  consola- 

tion !  Felix's  affairs  are  not  nearly  so  bad  as  he  himself 
itiiagined.  A  sudden  influx  of  his  creditors,  who  ̂ ere  alarmed 
by  the  flight  of  his  friends,  their  threats,  his  entire  want  of 
money,  together  with  his  ignorance  of  the  real  state  of  his 
affairs,  had  occasioned  his  desperate  determination.  Len- 

nartson was  quite  sure  of  being  able  to  save  him  out  of  his 
embarrassments,  although  various  difficulties  were  to  be 
overcome. 

As  we  expressed  our  vexation  about  the  trouble  and  the 
time  which  this  wretched  business  would  cost,  Lennartson 
said  mildly : 

"  May  Felix  only  allow  himself  to  be  saved  by  this  grave 
warning !  I  will  then  not  complain  about  that  which  has 

happened,  neither  on  my  account  nor  on  his !" 
"  How  good  you  are  !  How  infinitely  good  you  are  !  Ah, 

that  Felix,  and  we  all  of  us,  could  only  once  righth*  thank 
you !"  AVith  these  words,  Selma  turned  herself  involuntarily 
to  Lennartson,  with  tearful  and  beaming  eyes. 

He  seemed  surprised,  and  his  cheeks  coloured  as  he  said  : 
"  Such  words  from  Miss  Selma  ?  Can  I  deserve  them  ? 

But  I  will  do  that,  will  do  anything  which  in  any  way  can 

contribute — to  make  you  happy  !" 
There  was  melauclioly  in  the  earnestness  with  which  he 

said  this,  whilst  he  took  Selma's  hand,  and  looked  deeply 
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into  her  eyes.  But  her  eyelids  sank  hastily,  and  she  grew 
pale,  whilst  she,  as  it  were,  retreated  before  his  searching, 
warm  glance.  At  this  moment  Eiora  entered,  and  threw 
upon  both  a  look  of  flaming  jealousy.  Selma  withdrew  quickly. 
Lennartson  was  silent  and  abstracted,  and  soon  went  away. 

Elora  then  turned  to  Selma,  and  said  sharply,  "  That  was 
indeed  a  very  affecting  scene  which  I  disturbed!  Might 
one  inquire  what  kind  of  tender  outpourings  took  place  ? 
Silent  ?  It  looks  as  if  you  all  were  in  compact  against  me. 
Selma  blushes  like  a  guilty  person.  Tou  also  Selma,  you 

against  me  also  ?     Tes,  then  I  am  solitary,  forsaken." 
"  Flora  !  Flora  !  Ko  such  words  if  you  will  not  kill  me  !" 

cried  Selma,  with  the  expression  of  tke  most  violent  pain, 
and  rushed  out. 

"  Flora!"  said  I,  "you  are  really  not  deserving  of  such  a 
friend  as  Selma." 

"  Let  me  be  !"  replied  she ;  "  I  do  not  trouble  myself 
about  the  whole  world." 

I  followed  Selma,  and  found  her  in  the  room,  fallen  upon 
her  knees,  and  with  her  head  bowed  in  her  hands. 

"  Selma  !"  prayed  I,  "  do  not  let  Flora's  absurd  words  go 
to  your  heart.  Tou  yourself  know,  and  so  do  we  all,  how 

innocent  you  are." 
"  ]S"o  !  no!"  exclaimed  Selma,  with  vehemence.  "I  am no  longer  innocent !  Oh,  Sophia,  it  is  that  which  makes  me 

unhappy.  I  am  false  towards  her.  I  feel  it  now.  Innocent 
indeed  as  to  all  intention,  all  wishes  ;  but  not  as  to  all  feel- 

ings, all  secret  thoughts.^   Oh,  Sophia,  lam  guilty  !" 
"  That  are  you  not !"  said  I,  confidently ;  and  I  now  used 

all  my  eloquence  to  reconcile  the  young  girl  with  herself.  I 
made  it  clear  to  her  that  she  would  not  annul  Lennartson' s 
connexion  with  Flora ;  nay,  even  that  she  would  sacrifice  her 
own  happiness  to  promote  theirs.  This  Selma  acknowledged, 
and  raised  her  head.  Then  I  said  to  her  that  such  a  love  as 
hers  for  such  a  man  as  Lennartson  was  not  a  sentiment  of 
which  any  one  need  be  ashamed.  It  was  at  the  same  time 
both  noble  and  ennobling.  And  at  last  I  hit  upon  a  happy 

thought,  that  of  representing  myself  as  a  rival  of  Flora's,  but 
as  an  obdiu-ate  one,  because  no  noble  female  mind  could  re- 

main indifl^erent  to  manly  worth  and  manly  amiability  like 
his ;  and  I,  on  this  ground,  gave  myself  full  permission  to 
love  Lennartson. 
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Selma  could  not  help  smiling  at  this,  and  smiling  through 
tears,  she  threw  her  arms  round  my  neck.  I  left  her,  recon- 

ciled in  some  measure  to  herself",  to  find  Flora.  She  also  was 
in  her  chamber,  and  as  I  entered  I  saw  her  hastily  concealing 
in  her  bosom  a  small  white  bottle  which  she  held  in  her 

hand  ;  her  cheeks  became  alternately  crimson  and  pale.  As 
I  saw  how  deeply  unhappy  she  was,  I  talked  gently  with 

her ;  spoke  of  Selma's  purity  and  tenderness ;  of  all  our 
\vi;die3  to  see  her  herself  calm  and  happy.  I  prayed  her  with 
warmth  to  meet  us,  and  to  have  confidence  in  us. 

Flora  listened  to  me  with  a  depressed  brow,  and  said  all  at 
once,  with  warmth : 

"  Sophia  !  I  have  been  for  some  time  fearfully  unhappy  !  1 
am  afraid  of  myself.  There  are  moments  when  I  am  capable 
of  anything  merely  to  obtain  the  end — the  end !  Yes,  if  it 
then  were  merely  at  an  end,  for  ever  at  an  end !  But  I  know 

  or,  more  properly,  I  fear  that  which  may  come  after- 
wards !  Ah,  that  nothing  can  end !  I  am  so  weary  ! — If 

you  have  any  love  for  me,  do  not  leave  me  much  alone !  I 
cannot  then  answer  for  myself.  How  the  sun  out  there 
shines  so  whitely  upon  the  snow,  as  if  there  were  no  con- 

fusion and  darkness  in  the  woi'ld.  It  is  all  one  !  Will  you 
go  with  me  to  the  Unknown  ?  Perhaps  she  may  have  a 

composing  word  for  me." 
I  was  willing,  and  soon  ready.  "We  went.  But  as  we neared  the  house  of  the  Unknown,  we  found  on  tlie  narrow 

path  fresh  fir-tree  twias  strewn  upon  the  snow;  it  led  us  to 
tier  door,  which  was  fastened.  The  Unkno^vn  had  the  day 
before  removed  to 

The  death-still,  fir-cro^vned  couch, 

in  the  Solna  churchyard. 

."  This  door  closed  also  !"  said  Flora,  darkly,  as  we  betook 
ourselves  homeward.  But  now  opened  themselves  the  flood- 

gates of  my  eloquence,  and  in  the  deep  desire  to  comfort 
Flora,  and  in  the  strong  feeling  of  what  life  has  of  great  and 
good,  I  said  many  things — well,  I  believe.  But  people  flatter 
themselves  always  in  that  way.  It  did  not,  however,  tail 
entirelv,  for  Flora  listened  to  me  calmly,  and  as  we  came  to- 

wards home,  she  pressed  my  hand  with  a  friendly,  almost 

melancholy  "Thanks,  Sophia!"  Yet  she  remained  reserved as  before. 
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Ail !  I  preach  wisdom  to  others,  and  yet  have  acted  un- 
wisely myself;  I  try  to  give  comfort,  and  yet  there  is  no 

peace  in  my  own  heart.  At  home  is  disquiet.  My  step- 
mother is  cool  towards  me,  and  yet  I  know  not  why. 

Wilhelm !  Thou  with  the  rich,  warm  heart,  thou  who 
wast  open  to  nie  at  all  times,  at  all  times  affectionate  towards 
me,  where  art  thou  ?  Oh,  what  a  pang  to  have  wounded 
thee,  to  have  removed  thee !    Por  thee — at  thy  feet  fall  these 
burning,  penitent  tears.     Thou  hast  never  shed  such ;   
well  for  thee ! 

The  23rd. 

Heavy,  black  days — days  in  which  life  resembles  a  sleep, 
where  nothing  will  go  forward  ;  not  even  self-improvement, 
which  ought  never  to  stand  still !  There  hangs,  as  it  were, 
a  heavy  cloud  over  us.  Flora  is,  as  usual,  torn  by  restless 
spirits,  and  Selma  is  no  longer  what  she  was. 
My  stepmother  is  in  an  excited  state  of  mind.  I  see 

plainly  that  the  singular  conversations  which  I  have  some- 
times with  one  and  another  in  the  family  do  not  please  her. 

She  looks  as  if  she  suspected  me  of  exciting  commotions  in 
the  house. 

Felix  in  the  mean  time  13  better,  but  his  health  appears 
deranged  by  the  irregular  life  which  he  has  led.  He  recovers 
slowly.  Lennartson  endeavours  to  animate  his  mind,  and  to 
cheer  his  spirits.  He  often  spends  the  evenings  in  reading 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  romances  to  him. 

True  are  the  words,  "  Nobody  is  so  good  as  the  strong." 

The  2oth. 

A  little  joy!  "Ake  Sparrskold  and  Hellfrid  Eitters* 

yard  are  betrothed!"  "With  these  words  my  stepmother 
startled  me  to-day,  and  was  herself  enlivened  by  the  occur- 

rence, which  has  given  great  pleasure  to  her  good,  old  friend 
My  stepmother  will,  in  order  to  celebrate  this  betrothal,  giv 
next  week  a  soiree,  which  will  redound  to  the  honour  of  the 
house.  She  seems  to  wish  by  this  to  check  various  unquiet 
reports  respecting  the  affairs  of  the  family  which  have  began 
to  circulate,  but  as  I  hope — without  foundation.  But  so 

long  as  St.  Orme  comes  stealthily  here,  and  has'  private  con' 
versation  with  my  stepmother,  I  am  not  sure.    Another  bad 
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si^ii  is  also  t1i;\t  our  "spasmodic  acquaintance"  have  not been  seen  here  for  some  time. 
The  29th. 

The  cloud  sinks  lower  and  lower ;  it  becomes  more  and 
more  twilight  around  us.  My  stepmother  wished  yesterday 
to  have  a  new  carpet  in  the  great  drawing-room  for  her  fes- 

tival. The  old  one  has  long  been  disagreeable  to  her,  and 
has  besides  this  several  stains ;  in  one  word  she  wished 
altogetlier  to  have  a  new  and  handsome  carpet.  But  Selma 

opposed  herself  mildly,  and  said  beseechingly,  "  Ah,  let  us 
have  no  great  outlay  just  now,  not  till  we  see  how  our  affairs 

stand!" 
From  this  I  remarked  with  terror  that  Selma  (who  manages 

the  domestic  economy  of  the  house)  cherished  suspicions 
which  she  had  hitherto  concealed  from  me. 

The  Philosopher  came  in  at  that  moment,  and  said  in  his 
gloomy  voice : 

"  The  bills,  your  honour,"  and  laid  a  bundle  of  papers  on 
the  table.  My  stepmother  threw  an  uneasy  look  upon  it, 
and  pushed  it  from  her  as  she  said  to  Selma : 

"  Sly  sweet  girl !  look  them  through — I  cannot  do  it  now. It  is  horrible  what  a  miserable  voice  Jacob  has  sometimes. 

He  quite  terrifies  me — I  confess  that  at  times  it  makes  me 

quite  poorly." 
Selma  embraced  her  mother  silently,  took  the  accounts, 

and  went  with  them  into  her  own  room.  My  stepmother 
was  still  and  thoughtful.  She  leaned  her  head  back  on  the 
sofa  cushion,  and  there  was  something  in  her  handsome  pale 
countenance  that  went  to  my  heart.  It  was  late  in  the 
evening  and  the  lamp  burned  dim.  I  fear  that  shadows  of 
care  and  anxiety  gather  around  her,  and  that  thereby  her 
fece  became  ever  paler,  ever  older.  Quiet  wishes  for  the 
repose  of  the  grave,  for  all,  pressed  through  my  soul. 

The  3rd  of  April. 

To-day  after  breakfast,  as  I  was  alone  with  my  stepmother, 
she  introduced  the  affair  of  the  carpet.  She  could  not  bear 

the  dirty  spots.  Besides  this,  we  were  to  have  on  "Wednesday an  elegant  musical  soiree.  How  could  one  let  such  a  carpet 
lie  on  the  floor ;  what  would  people  think  of  the  family  that 
coidd  endure  such  a  one  ?     A  new  one  should  be  purchased 
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this  verA'  day.  I  attempted  to  oppose  it  a  little,  spoke  of 
the  expense  and  of  the  superfluity  of  such  an  outlay,  and  so 
on ;  all  with  the  greatest  friendship  and  mildness ;  but  my 
stepmother  took  it  very  ill,  and  exclaimed  at  once  : 

"  I  must  pray  you,  my  best  Sophia,  not  to  be  at  all  troubled 
about  my  private  afiairs — and  I  wish  also  that  in  other  cases 
you  would  not  too  much  rule  in  my  house.  I  have  hitherto 
been  able  to  rule  pretty  well  and  to  provide  for  myself  and 
mine,  and  I  do  not  think  I  am  quite  incapable  of  doing  so 
still.  Emancipate  yourself  as  much  as  you  like,  that  I  can- 

not prevent ;  but  let  me  also  have  my  freedom,  I  beseech  of 

you!" The  absurdity  of  this  sally  excited  and  troubled  me  at  the 
same  time.  I  sate  silent  with  tearful  eyes,  and  was  thinking 

whether  and  how  I  should  answer,  when  we  heard  St.  Orme's 
voice  without  in  the  hall.  "With  a  kind  of  shock  my  step- 

mother started  and  said  to  me,  "  TeU  him  that  I  am  not  well, 
and  that  I  cannot  receive  him  ;"  and  with  that  she  hastened into  her  room. 

"Alone!"  exclaimed  St.  Orme,  as  he  entered,  where  are 
the  others  to-day  ?     I  come  to  say  farewell  to  you  for  a  few 
weeks.     I  am  intending  to  go  to  W   s  for  a  little  fresh 
air  and  hunting.  But  I  am  afraid  you  will  miss  me  very 

much  ?" 
I  was  silent.  Jest  I  could  not  now,  and  I  could  not  say  to 

him  seriously,  as  I  thought,  "  It  pleases  me  indescribably  that 
you  are  going  away." 

"  Tou  are  silent !"  continued  St.  Orme,  "  and  who  is  silent 

consents,  it  is  said.  Where  are  the  other  ladies  ?  "Will  they 
remain  invisible  to-day?" 

"  My  stepmother  is  unwell  and  can  see  no  one,"  replied  I ; 
"  Flora  is  gone  to  her  brother,  and  Selma  is  otherwise  en- 

gaged." "  Then  it  looks  as  if  we  should  have  a  tete-a-tete, ^^  continued 
St.  Orme.  "  I  have  no  objection,  because  I  have  one  or  two 
things  to  say  to  you.  Listen,  my  best  cousin  !  I  have  several 
reasons  to  believe  that  you  are  not  of  the  best  service  to  me 

in  this  house.  "VVTiat  have  you  against  me,  if  I  may  ask  ? 
Perhaps  I  have  not  been  polite  enough  to  you,  have  not  flat- 

tered you  enough  ?  In  the  mean  time,  I  advise  you  as  a 

firiend,  not  to  intrigue   against  me,  you  have  '  affaire  a  trop 
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forte  partie  •'  you  would  do  better  to  come  over  to  my  side, 
aud  persuade  Flora  to  consent  to  that  which  she  cannot 

escape." 
"  I  do  not  understand  you,"  answered  I,  somewhat  proudly, 

"  neither  do  I  understand  intrigues ;  but  I  mean  always  to 
speak  out  openly  my  honest  thoughts  when  any  one  asks  for 
them,  and  neither  flattery  nor  threats  shall  prevent  mv  doing 

eo." "  Superb,  and  Finnish  in  an  especial  manner,"  said  St. 
Orme,  as  he  looked  at  me,  with  a  cold,  sarcastic  mien,  which 
would  have  confused  me,  if  it  had  not  operated  in  the  con« 

trary  manner,  namely,  steeled  me.  "I  see  how  it  is,"  con- 
tinued he  a  moment  afterwards  with  contemptuous  coldness, 

"  and  I  will  tell  you  how  it  will  be.  All  your  Finnish  magic 
arts  will  be  in  vain,  and  the  conquest  will  remain  mine  yet. 

Adieu!  many  greetings.  Forget  me  not!"  "With  this  he seized  my  resisting  hand,  and  shook  it  with  a  malicious, 
triumphant  look. 

Flora  entered  at  this  moment,  and  her  suspicious  mind  saw 
a  friendly  alliance  in  that  which  was  almost  the  contrary. 
She  cast  some  lightning  glances  upon  St.  Orme  and  me,  and 
turned  her  back  to  him  as  he  approached  her.  He  then  said, 
coldly : 

"  Adieu,  belle  cousine  !  au  revoir  w'"  and  went. 
"  How !  have  you  and  St.  Orme  become  suddenly  such 

good  friends  r"  asked  Flora,  as  she  approached  me  with 
almost  a  wild  look.  "  Have  you  made  a  compact  with  him  to 
betray  me  ?  Confess  it,  confess  it  honestly,  Sophia !  Tou 

do  not  wish  me  to  be  Lennartson's  wife,  you  consider  him  too 
good  for  me  ;  you  wish  him  to  have  another.  Deny  it  not ! 
People  do  not  so  easily  deceive  me,  and  I  have  seen  through 
you  for  a  long  time.  But  to  enter  into  complot  with  St. 
Orme — I  did  not  think  that  you  would  have  carried  your 
hatred  to  me  so  far." 

This  new  injustice  caused  me  more  pain  than  anger.  I 

said,  warmly,  "  Oh,  Flora,  how  unjust  you  are  to  me  !  But 
you  are  unhappy,  and  I  forgive  you." With  these  words  1  went  out  of  the  room. 

I  found  that  it  was  my  destiny  to-day  to  be  misunderstood 
at  home,  and  felt  a  certain  longing  to  go  out.  I  dressed  my- 

self therefore,  and  went. 
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It  was  as  if  the  heaAy  cloud  which  had  rested  so  long  above 
me  now  sent  down  ail  its  lightning  flashes  upon  my  head.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  I  must  resemble  the  scapegoat,  and  shf»uld 

be  burdened  with  other  people's  faults  and  failings  ;  a  thou- 
sand excited  feelings  boiled  in  my  breast,  till  I  came  out  of 

the  city-gate,  and  felt  the  aii  breathe  cold  upon  my  brow. 
The  spirit  of  spring  had  breathed  upon  the  earth,  and  it 

thawed  strongly — foot  passengers  walked  carefully  upon  the 
melting  ice  ;  glittering  drops  fell  from  the  roofs.  The  heaveua 
were  the  colour  of  lead ;  but  here  and  there  opened  them- 

selves the  eyelids  of  the  clouds  and  sent  forth  some  pale 
beams  of  light,  which  resembled  smiles  in  tears.  The  air  was 
still  and  somewhat  heavy,  but  there  was  a  twittering  of 
hundreds  of  little  birds  wliich  played  in  the  leafless  trees, 
and  these  had  I  know  not  what  strange  odour,  which  re- 

minded me  of  the  sea,  and  of  fir  woods,  and  was  full  of  spring 
life.  I  remained  standing  on  the  field  covered  with  trees, 
which  is  directly  opposite  to  the  castle,  and  drank  in  full 
draughts  of  the  spring-air,  listened  to  the  rushing  of  the 
river,  and  let  my  eyes  contemplate  the  manifoldly  changing 
world.  Then  was  it  to  me  as  if  the  spirit  of  the  heaths  of 
Finland  blew  upon  me,  and  awoke  the  child-feeling  in  my 
soul.  Clouds  and  mist  fled,  and  like  singing  larks,  uprose 
tlie  bright,  the  great  thoughts  which  make  life  beautiful. 
Conscious  purity  exercised  itself  strong  in  victory,  and — in 
one  word,  I  was  as  if  changed. 

I  know  not  whether  it  is — as  one  of  my  friends  savs — 
"  better  to  be  a  magic  spirit  than  nothing  ;"  but  certain  is  it, 
that  there  lives  in  me  somewhat  of  that  magic  nature  which, 
from  the  very  ancient  times,  is  said  to  have  its  home  in  my 
native  land.  This  something  I  do  not  comprehend  myself, 
but  I  feel  it  as  a  something  wonderful,  a  momentarily  up- 
flaming  strength,  which  will  and  which  can.  In  such  mo- 

ments nothing  is  impossible  to  me.  I  am  conscious  of  a 
power  to  loose  and  to  bind  the  spirits  of  others.  Primeval 
words  stir  within  me ;  yes,  there  are  moments  when  I  feel 
that  I  can  enchant  human  souls  to  me,  and — I  do  it !  In 
my  younger  days,  I  had  much  of  this  heathenish  magic.  This 
since  then  has  been  baptized  in  the  spirit-waves  of  sufferings 
christened  in  the  fire  of  love ;  but  rooted  out  ;t  is  not,  and 
it  arises  in  me  sometimes  quite  unexpectedly.     I  know  that 

M 
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it  has  played  nie  many  pranks  ;  but  I  know  also,  that  when 
reason  iias  not  lielped  me,  magic  has,  and  has  given  to  me 
both  words  and  songs,  to  sing  myself  free  from  the  chains  of 
life,  and  has  enabled  me,  like  the  old  Wainemoine,  to  sing 
both  sun  and  moon  into  the  thread  of  my  life.  And  there 
are  moments  in  which  I  can  turn  every  stick  which  may  lie 
as  an  impediment  in  my  path  into  a  winged  steed,  upon 
which  I  can  ride  out  of  the  narrow  chimneys  of  life — not 
exactly  to  Blakulla — but  forth  into  the  free,  fresh,  blue 

space.* The  difficulty  in  such  life-strong  moments  is  the  not 
having  any  difficulties  to  overcome,  no  in) pediments  to  con- 

quer, no  hero  deeds  to  achieve.  That  was  my  sorrowful  con- 
dition. Because  to  seek  out  and  purchase  a  splendid  carpet 

to  lay  at  my  stepmother's  feet,  a  carpet  with  a  heaven-blue 
ground,  strewn  with  stars,  flowers,  and  magic  figures,  would 
require  no  magic  power.  In  the  mean  time  I  felt  a  delight  in 
it ;  and  whilst  in  spirit  I  pleased  myself  with  overcoming  St. 
Orme,  Flora,  and  the  whole  world,  and  wrote  letters  to  all 

my  friends — for  it  is  astonishing  what  I  do  at  such  times — I 
wandered  without  any  plan  on  the  quay  by  the  river,  and  saw 
the  ice-blocks  break  up  on  the  Eiddarfjard,  and  the  heaven 
softly  clear  itself  over  the  liberated  waters.  Downwards 

along  the  river  parterre  my  "  spiritus  "  led  me,  and  towards 
the  side  where  the  waves  boomed  most  mightily. 

Ah !  it  was  there  where  I  once  stood  with  Wilhelm 

Brenner,  heard  the  waves  rage  in  his  breast,  and  saw  a 
heaven  clear  itself  in  his  eyes.  And  these  remembrances 
seized  on  my  soul  with  painful  power — but — gracious  heaven  ! 
AVas  it  indeed  true  ?  Was  it  he  who  again  stood  there, 
leaning  over  the  iron  railing,  and  looking  down  into  the 
foaming  deep  ?  It  was  he  !  One  look  was  sufficient  to  con- 

vince me  of  it,  and  I  softly  approached  him.  The  magic 
arose  again  within  me.  I  knew  tliat  he  could  not  escape  me, 
knew  that  I  at  this  moment  should  have  power  over  him. 
What  I  felt,  of  life  and  \\i\\  and  warmth  within  me,  no  words 
could  express ;  but  all  tliis  I  laid  in  my  hand,  and  I  laid  it 
Boftly  upon  his  arm.  He  started  up  as  if  touched  by  an 
electric  spark,  and  looked  strong  and  full  into  my  face.  I 
looked  quietly  at  him,  and  merely  whispered: 

•  In  case  this  manuscript  should  fall  into  the  hands  of  strangers,  I  »rill  here- 
with expressly  declare,  that  this  must  not  be  taken  literally. 
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"Wilhelm!" 
He  continued  to  look  at  me,  but  his  glance  changed ;  it 

became  inexpressibly  heartfelt,  and  with  a  sigh  from  the 
depths  of  his  soul,  he  said : 

"  Sophia,  is  it  thou?" 
And  we  were  thou  and  tJiou,  for  we  were  wholly  one  at 

this  moment. 

Again  he  said  slowly  and  softly,  "  Is  it  thou,  Sophia  ?  It 
is  a  long  time  since  I  have  seen  thee." 

"  Art  thou  still  angry  with  me?"  asked  I ;  and  my  tears 
fell,  for  I  saw  by  his  countenance  that  he  had  suffered. 

"  I  cannot  be  so,"  answered  he — "  I  cannot  be  so  if  I 
would.  Thoughts  on  thee  soften  my  sold,  and  when  thou 
lookest  on  me  thus  with  thy  clear,  lovely  eyes,  then  methinka 

that  all  is  good.     Thou  knowest  thy  power  well,  Sophia." 
"  Oh,  Wilhelm  !  then  we  are  friends,  friends  for  ever.  It 

cannot  indeed  be  otherwise  if  my  faults  do  not  part  us.  I 
never  had  a  brother,  but  I  have  wished  very  much  for  one. 
Be  to  me  a  brother !" 

He  answered  not,  but  looked  at  me  mildly,  although  gravely. 
But  I  was  happy  in  this  mildness,  so  happy  to  have  again 

found  my  friend,  and  to  be  able  to  feel  again  the  strong 
inward  harmony  which  united  us,  that  I  regarded  this  new 
compact  as  ratified,  and  talked  to  him  of  it  out  of  the  fulness 
of  my  heart,  how  it  had  been  between  us,  and  how  it  yet 
would  be  ;  of  the  exalted  strength  and  sweetness  of  friend- 

ship ;  of  its  power  to  ennoble  the  heart  and  to  beautify  life. 
He  heard  me  calmly,  but  he  replied  not.  At  length  he  cut 
short  the  discourse  rather  abruptly  by  saying : 

"  Hast  thou  been  comfortable  at  home,  since  I  last  saw 
thee  ?  How  do  Lennartson  and  Flora  go  on  ?  What  is  St. 

Orme  doing  ?" 
I  was  happy  to  open  my  heart  to  Brenner,  and  to  be  able 

to  tell  him  what  it  had  endured  during  his  absence.  When 

he  heard  of  St.  Orme's  behaviour  and  threats,  the  Viking 
raged,  and  was  about  to  leave  me,  to  call  him  to  account. 

"  He  has  left  Stockholm,"  said  I  hastily,  "  and  does  not 
return  for  some  time."  "  Take  council  of  the  storm  how  to 

still  the  tempest,"  said  I  to  myself,  whilst  the  Viking 
grumbled  at  St.  Orme  for  his  intrigues,  and  at  Flora  for  her 
want  of  integrity,  and  at  me  for  not  having  cleared  up  the 

m2 



biisiuess,  and  for  not  having  earlier  communicated  to  him  an 

iirt'air  which  so  nearly  concerned  Lenuartson. 
"  2s'ow  there  again,"  thought  I,  "  I  shall  always  be  blamed 

for  misfortune." 
"  The  only  thing."  continued  Brenner,  "  which  consoles  me 

is  the  secret  persuasion  that  it  would  be  good  for  Lennartson 
if  he  were  well  rid  of  Flora.  She  is  in  reality  not  at  all 
suitable  for  him,  and  I  am  very  much  deceived  if  he  do  not 
liiiiiself  feel  this,  and  secretlv,  in  the  depths  of  his  heart, 
incline  to  another — what  thinks  Sophia?  Is  not  thy  sister 
St  Ima  the  one  whom  he  loves,  and  who,  according  to  my 

tlioughts,  is  formed  to  make  him  happy  ?" 
I  could  do  no  other  than  tell  Brenner  that  I  participated 

iji  his  suspicions  and  his  wishes ;  but  still  Flora  lay  near  to 
)iiy  heart.  The  rich  gifts  of  her  soul,  her  excited  and  un- 
liappy  condition,  had  fettered  me  to  her. 

"  When  St.  Orme  comes  home  again   "  said  Brenner. 
}Ie  did  not  end  his  sentence,  but  I  heard  in  the  depths  of  his 
soul  that  he  would  compel  him  to  speak  out  for  good  or  bad. 

We  were  now  by  my  home,  and  as  we  were  about  to  sepa- 
rate, I  said  beseechingly  to  the  Viking : 

••  Tliou  wilt  come  again  to  us,  to  me,  my  brother  Wilhekn  r" 
"  Yes  !     I  will  come." 
"  When  ?" 
"  When  thou  wishest  it." 
'•  To-morrow  ?" 
"  To-morrow- !" 
"  Thanks !" 
He  pressed  my  hand  kindly  and  warmly  as  before,  and 

with  a  liappier  and  a  lighter  heart  than  I  had  had  for  a  long 
time,  I  hastened  up  to  my  room,  that  I  there  in  stillness 
might  sing  Te  Deum  out  of  the  fulness  of  my  soul. 

I  then  thought  about  establishing  peace  with  my  step- 
mother ;  but  for  this  purpose  I  must  go  to  work  in  a  diplo- 

matic manner. 

People  who  are  intrinsically  good  always  speedily  repent 
of  the  violence  and  unreasonableness  into  which  their  tempers 
have  misled  tlieni  ;  and  I  now  know  my  stepmother  suf- 

ficiently to  be  certain  that  she  was  vexed  with  herself  for  her 
excess  towards  me,  and  would  gladly  make  the  amende  honor- 

able, if  this  were  only  consistent  with  her  character  and  her 
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dignity.  To  come  to  her  now  with  the  new  carpet  would 
have  been  to  humiliate  her ;  she  could  not  have  borne  tliia 
and  her  own  injustice.  The  affair  must  be  managed  in 
another  way. 

I  went  down,  therefore,  and,  as  if  nothing  had  happened, 
entered  the  room  where  my  stepmother  was  sitting  on  the 
Bofa  with  a  gloomy  and  annoyed  look,  whilst  Selina  sat  read- 

ing in  a  window,  and  presented  myself  unaffrighted,  as  m 
great  want  of  some  black  silk  for  my  dress. 

"  I  believe  that  I  have  some  of  the  same  kind,"  said  my 
stepmother,  rising  up  hastily  from  her  sofa,  and  going  to  her 
drawer,  where  several  pieces  of  black  silk  soon  showed  them- 

selves, which  she,  with  the  most  friendly  zeal,  besought  me 
to  take  and  use.  And  I  allowed  myself  to  take  them, 
together  with  some  beautiful  black  lace,  which  I  did  not 
want,  but  which  my  stepmother,  in  the  warmth  of  her  heart, 
felt  a  necessity  of  giving  to  me  ;  herewith  she  ended  with  a 
little  gratuitous  treatise  on  prohibitive-measures,  luxury,  and 
national  economy  ;  and  of  this  I  also  obtained  more  than  I 
wished.  But  I  was  in  a  grateful  state  of  mind,  and  received 
this  like  the  rest,  as  was  right. 

As  now  my  stepmother  was  become  so  considerably  lighter 
by  articles  of  luxury  and  learning,  I  could  without  any  scruple 
burden  her  with  the  carpet ;  but  I  determined  to  wait  with 
it  till  the  next  morning.  I  was  now  for  myself  satisfied  with 
the  position  of  affairs,  and  thought  that  my  stepmother  was 
so  too,  and  betook  myself,  with  peace,  to  my  own  room.  It 
was,  therefore,  a  surprise  to  me  as  I  saw  my  stepmother 
enter,  and  heard  her  say  with  the  most  amiable  kindness,  and 
with  tears  in  her  eyes : 

"  I  must  beg  Sophia  to  forgive  ray  violence  this  morning : 
I  cannot  tell  how  1  could  be  so  disagreeable.  But  thou 
knowest  well  that  thy  old  mother  does  not  mean  so  ill,  thougii 
she  is  sometimes  irritable  when  many  things  weigh  on  her 

temper.   In  the  mean  time  I  can  hardly  forgive  myself   '' 
This  was  in  truth  too  much,  and  I  was  very  near  falling  at 

my  stepmother's  feet,  in  deep  reverential  feeling.  We,  how- 
ever, sank  merely  into  each  other's  arms,  but  never  rested  we 

with  more  heartfelt  affection  on  one  another's  breast ;  or, 
more  correctly,  that  was  the  first  time  that  we  eve"  had  so 
tested.     I  was  deeply  excited,  according  to  my  ancient  usage 
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on  such  occasions.  Mv  stepmother  was  less  so ;  but  sho 
spoke  well  and  beautifully  of  herself  and  her  failings,  and  of 
our  duty  in  all  ages  of  life  to  amend  our  faults  ;  she  thought 
on  tins  subject  with  Madame  de  Genlis — "  I  cannot  bear  to 
liear  elderly  people  say,  I  am  too  old  to  mend.  I  would 
rather  forgive  young  ones  if  they  said,  I  am  too  young  ! 
Because  when  one  is  no  longer  young  one  must  especially 
labour  to  perfect  oneself,  and  to  replace  by  good  qualities 

what  one  loses  in  the  agreeable." 
I  did  justice  inwardly  to  my  stepmother  and  Madame  de 

Genlis,*  and  noted  down  the  words  for  my  own  account  ; 
and  satisfied  with  one  another,  and  somewhat  satisfied  with 
ourselves,  my  stepmother  and  I  parted. 

The  4th. 

The  carpet  was  spread  out  this  morning  by  the  servants  of 
the  house,  and  received  my  stepmother  as  she  came  in  to 
breakfast.  She  was  as  much  surprised  and  pleased  as  I  could 
have  wished,  and  Selma  regained  her  former  temper,  and 
danced  before  her  mother  upon  the  stars  and  flowers  of  the 
carpet. 

This  little  scene  has  diffused  some  look  of  joy  through  the 
house. 

"  By  presents  and  excliange  of  presents  is  friendship 
cemented,"  says  one  of  our  prudent  old  bards. 

My  stepmother  is  now  full  of  joyful  thoughts  respecting 
our  soiree  on  Wednesday  evening,  and  has  desired  us,  the 
daughters  of  the  house,  to  make  a  handsome  and  elegant 
toilet. 

April  5th. The  Viking  has  received  the  command  of  the  frigate 
Desiree,  which  sails  in  spring  to  the  Mediterranean.  He 
remains  out  perhaps  two  years.  This  news  startles  me. 

"Why  will  he — yet  perhaps  it  is  best  so.  In  the  mean  time it  is  hard  to  me. 
The  8th. 

Yesterday  was  our  soiree,  and  right  beautiful  it  was,  and 

turned  out  well.  Flora,  who  since  St.  Orme's  absence  has 
seemed  to  breathe  more  freely,  had  again  one  of  her  times  of 
beauty  and  bloom.     She  was  dressed  as  when  I  saw  her  at 

•  But  T  hog  jarHon  of  my  sfppmoth"r  and  Madame  de  Genlb,  it  Ls  Madame  d« 
Sevigii^  who  Jias  said  tlii-sc  good  words  in  one  of  her  letters. 
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first,  in  crimson  gauze.  Selraa  in  light  blue  crape,  and  I  in 
white  muslin  and  lace.  My  stepmother  contemplated  ua 
with  pleasure  as  we  assembled  ourselves  in  the  room  before 
the  guests  came,  and  was  proud  of  her  daughters,  whom  she 

called  les  trots  Graces,  and  said  that  I  looked  "vestal-like." 
A  quantity  of  beautiful  flowers  adorned  the  room — it  was 

quite  festal  and  beautiful.  The  new  carpet  glowed  under 

our  feet,  and  warmed  my  stepmother's  heart. 
Such  an  evening  has  its  fate,  like  everything  else  in  the 

■world ;  and  if  it  be  not  worth  while  to  place  much  importance 
upon  it,  still  it  is  pleasant  if  the  fairy  of  joy  and  not  of  ennut 
holds  the  sceptre. 

A  great  deal  depends  upon  whether  any  one  in  the  company 
can  or  will  take  the  magic  staff  in  hand  ;  and  the  sylph  did 
that  this  evening,  and  continually  spun  her  invisible  flowery 
chains  around  the  company.  As  my  stepmother  herself  re- 

ceived all  the  guests  in  the  inner  drawing-room,  all  collected 
themselves  there,  and  it  was  much  crowded  and  very  hot. 
??elma  therefore  took  the  arm  of  Hellfrid  Eittersvard,  and 

proposed  to  her  and  some  other  young  ladies,  that  "  they 
should  go  and  found  a  colony"  in  the  other  drawing-room. 
They  did  so,  and  others  of  the  company  soon  followed  them, 
80  that  the  colony,  as  Selma  jestingly  remarked  to  her  young 
friends,  flourished  very  much  in  a  short  time.  Gentlemen 
and  ladies  did  not  divide  themselves  into  separate  herds  as  is 
the  usual  and  wearisome  way  in  our  northern  assemblies,  but 
joined  in  little  circles,  and  endeavoured  mutually  to  be  agree- 

able to  each  other,  and  a  lively  and  a  noisy  conversation  arose. 
That  we  had  with  us  some  literary  and  scientific  notables, 

some  "  lions"  (N.B.  of  the  noblest  breed),  added  importantly 
to  the  splendour  of  the  evening.  My  stepmother  was 
brilliant.  Hellfrid  Rittersvard  and  her  bridegroom  looked 
inwardly  happy,  and  her  agreeable,  easy,  and  calm  demeanour 
diffused  as  usual  gladness  around  her.  A  skal  for  her  was 
])roposed  by  my  stepmother  at  supper,  and  was  drank  with 
solemnity. 

Flora's  sister,  "  The  Beauty,"  looked  this  evening  uncom- 
monly little  of  a  beauty.     One  saw  plainly  that  the  charm  of 

her  youth  was  over,  and  that  the  time  approached  when 

people  would  say,  "  She  does  not  please  me." 
'  For  my  part  1  never  very  much  liked  Flora's  sititer,  and  X 
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never  found  that  she  liad  more  than  two  thoughts  in  her 

soul,  "  the  theatre  and  dress."  But  there  dwelt  this  evening 
on  her  countenance  an  expression  of  dejection  and  secret 
pain,  which  made  me  seek  her  out  when  she  withdrew  from 

the  animated  drawing-room  into  my  stepmother's  room, 
which  was  merely  lighted  by  a  shaded  lamp,  and  adorned 
with  white  flowers.  In  this  pretty  blooming  little  world  sate 

the  fading  "  Beauty,"  supporting  her  brow  upon  her  hand.  I 
spoke  friendly  words  to  her,  and  my  voice  must  have  testified 
of  my  sympathy,  for  by  degrees  she  opened  her  inmost  heart, 
and  this  had  now  interest  for  me. 

"  I  feel,"  said  she,  among  other  things,  "that  I  have  sacri« ficed  too  much  to  the  world.  The  world  and  mankind  are  so 

thankless  !  I  have  wished  too  much  to  please  people.  This 
will  now  no  longer  succeed.  Now  that  I  am  no  longer 
young,  nor  rich,  nor  have  any  longer  that  which  pleases  or 
flatters  them,  they  withdraw  themselves  and  leave  me  alone, 
and  I — I  know  not  whither  I  should  turn  myself.  The 
world  seems  to  grow  dark  around  me — I  feel,  as  it  were,  a 
fear  of  spectres — it  is  so  empty,  so  desolate — I  have  nothing 
which  interests  me — the  days  are  so  long — I  have  ennui  T^ 

The  bitter  tears  which  followed  these  words  expressed 
more  strongly  even  than  words  the  sad  feelings  of  the  corn- 
plainer.  And  what,  indeed,  is  heavier  to  bear  than  the 
emptiness  of  life  ?  What  indeed  is  more  horrible  than  that 
twilight  in  life,  without  a  star  in  heaven,  without  one  single 
little  light  on  earth  ? 

But  if  one  cannot  kindle  for  oneself  such  a  little  light  ? 
If  one  can  borrow  no  fire  from  a  good  neiglibour  ?  Ah ! 
light  and  warmth,  objects  of  interest,  activity  and  joy,  pre- 

sent themselves  so  abundantly  in  life,  that  nothing  is  more 
difficult  for  me  to  comprehend  than  that  any  one  can  suffer 
from  ennui.  One  must  in  that  case  be  bound  hand  and  foot, 
and  then  one  must  be  released  by  friendly  hands  !  And  a 
liberated  soul,  to  whom  life  presents  itself  in  its  beauty  and 
iti  greatness — how  glorious  ! 

I  felt  at  this  thought  like  a  balloon  filled  with  the  air  of 
life,  ready  to  ascend  up  aloft,  and  to  carry  the  Beauty  witli 
me  on  the  journey — to  tlie  sun.  I  began  to  talk  (as  I 
thought,  particularly  like  the  Book  of  Wisdom)  about  life 
and  its  objects,  about  mankind  and  social  life,  of  the  rela- 
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tionship  of  the  individual  to  the  whole,  and  so  on  ;  and  tlien 
turned,  from  this  to  the  particular  sphere  of  life  of  my  auditor, 
and  proposed  to  her  that  she  should  adopt  a  couple  of  orphan 
children,  and  educate  them  for  good  and  happy  human 
beings. 

The  Beauty  on  this  looked  at  me  with  a  pair  of  large  asto- 

nished eyes ;  "  she  really  had  never  thought  of  that,"  said 
she,  rather  coldly,  and  as  if  a  little  affronted  at  the  propo- 
sition. 

I  then  spoke  of  interesting  oneself  in  public  institutions  ; 
of  the  happiness  and  honour  of  managing  such  benevolent 
establishments,  and  thus  to  benefit  society  by  their  life  and 
activity.  I  mentioned  my  wishes  and  schemes  of  living  active 
in  this  manner;  I  spoke  of  one  worthy  object,  of  the  excel- 

lent institution  for  the  care  of  outcast  children,  and  proposed 
to  the  Beauty,  in  my  zeal,  that  the  next  day  she  should  go 
with  me  to  visit  it.  Then  for  the  first  time  I  became  aware 

of  her  looking  at  me  with  a  countenance  that  seemed  to  say, 

'•Is  this  person  actually  insane?"  and  I  then  observed,  too, 
that  I  had  strained  my  sails  too  high.  Half  smiling  at  my- 

self, I  endeavoured  to  direct  my  course  towards  regions  which 
lay  nearer  to  the  sphere  of  the  Beauty  ;  but  I  found  her  to 
be  80  strange  and  stiff  towards  everything  which  appeared  to 
me  beautiful  and  cheerful,  that  I  felt  myself  quite  without 
counsel,  and  only  began  to  breathe  freely  when  I  saw  the 
Chamberlain  approaching  us.  With  the  zeal  with  which  a 
person  turns  from  an  enemy  to  a  friend,  the  Baroness  Bella 
turned  herself  from  me  to  my  uncle,  aud  acknowledged  with 
animation  all  those  politenesses  which  he  showed  towards 
her,  and  among  the  rest,  that  he  had  lent  her  his  box  for  the 

last  representation  of  Norma.  "  I  am  so  full  of  gratitude," 
I  heard  her  say  to  him. 

"  Ah,  my  best  cousin,"  replied  he,  in  his  jocular  tone,  "it 
would  be  a  deal  better  if  you  were  full  of  chandeliers  !  For 
I  just  now  need  such  for  one  or  two  rooms,  and  I  know  not 

where  to  get  any  that  are  suitable." 
The  Baroness  Bella  answered,  laughing,  "  That  although 

she  herself  was  no  furniture-magazine,  yet  she  could  give 
him  the  address  of  one  where  he  covdd  get  quite  divine  chan- 

deliers." 
The  Chamberlain  was  indescribably  glad  to  be  able  to  get 
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"divine  chandeliers,"  and  was  still  more  glad  to  be  enlight- 
ened bv  the  glance  and  taste  of  the  Baroness  Bella.  A  party 

was  arranged  for  the  next  morning  to  see  the  chandeliers, 
and  with  a  side-glance  at  me,  my  uncle  besought  the  Beauty 
to  make  use  of  his  box  at  the  opera  for  the  next  ahonnements- 
day.  She  became  still  fuller  of  gratitude,  and  he  still  fuller 
of  politeness ;  I  felt  myself  more  and  more  superfluous 
during  tliis  tete-a-tete,  and  left  them  somewhat  melancholy — 
but  a  little  amused  also. 

I  returned  to  the  remainder  of  the  company.  The  Viking 
was  there,  but  in  a  grave  and  almost  gloomy  humour  ;  he 
talked  with  nobody,  and  did  not  approach  me.  That  grieved 
me ;  the  more  so  as  I  had  not  seen  him  since  I  had  heard  of 
his  approaching  and  adventurous  journey.  I  would  gladly 
have  said  something  to  him,  but  had  not  the  courage.  I  had 
this  evening  no  magic  tokens  in  me,  but  was  merely  quite  an 
ordinary  woman.  I  saw  by  the  look  of  the  Viking  that  it 
was  stormv  within  him,  and  that  made  me  afraid. 

They  asked  me  to  play  something,  and  as  I  seated  myself 
at  the  pianoforte  and  saw  Brenner  approach,  it  occurred  to 
me  that  I  could  converse  with  him  in  sound,  and  in  this  way 
would  say  to  hini  what  I  could  not  clothe  in  words.  I  se- 

lected, therefore,  one  of  Felix  Mendelssohn's  "  Lieder  ohne 
AVorte,"  whose  character  is  that  under  suffering  and  combat 
it  expresses  a  something  victorious  ;  a  song,  a  poem,  the 
peculiar  beauty  of  which  has  always  deeply  spoken  to  my 
soul.  I  plaved,  too,  with  my  whole  heart,  and  wished  to  in- 

fuse into  Brenner  the  feelings  which  animated  me,  and  to 
elevate  us  both  above  earthly  struggles  and  earthly  sufferings. 
And  I  thought  that  he  knew,  that  he  understood  me. 

Lennartson,  Selma,  and  several  others  had  assembled 
round  the  piano,  and  listened  to  the  music.  When  I  had 

ended,  Brenner's  honest  glance  met  mine.  Lennartson  said to  him : 

"  That  piece  reminds  me  of  the  history  of  your  Egyptian 
vulture,  Brenner!  Tell  it  us,  and  Miss  Adelan  shall  say 

whether  it  do  not  contain  the  words  of  this  song." Brenner  now  related  : 

"  It  was  in  Egypt,  near  to  Thebes.  I  rambled  one  morning 
out  into  the  surrounding  desert  to  hunt,  and  happened  to  see 
a  vulture  sitting  not  far  from  me,  among  the  ruins  oi  fallea 
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monuments.  This  bird  is  known  for  its  strong  power  of  life, 
and  is  dangerous  to  approach  when  it  is  wounded ;  it  has  a 
strength  almost  incredible.  I  shot  at  him,  and  hit  him  on 
the  breast,  and  as  I  believed  mortally.  He  remained,  how- 

ever, sitting  quietly  in  his  place,  and  I  rushed  to  him  that  I 
might  complete  my  work,  but  in  that  same  moment  the  bird 
raised  itself,  and  mounted  upwards.  Blood  streamed  from 
his  breast,  and  a  part  of  his  entrails  fell  out,  but  notwith- 

standing this  he  continued  to  ascend  still  higher  and  higher, 
in  wider  and  wider  circles.  A  few  shots  which  I  fired  after 

him  produced  no  effect.  It  was  beautiful,  in  the  vast  silent 
wilderness,  to  see  this  bird,  mortally  wounded,  and  dyeing 
the  sand  with  his  blood,  silently  circling  upon  his  immense 
wings  higher  and  ever  higher ;  the  last  circuit  which  he  made 
was  unquestionably  a  quarter  of  a  mile  m  extent ;  then  I  lost 

sight  of  him  in  the  blue  space  of  heaven." 
"  Ah,  my  stars  !  To  have  been  in  Egypt,"  now  said  the 

Chamberlain  with  his  refined  voice,  "  and  to  have  seen  vul- 
tures and  crocodiles,  and  such  things  there !  That  must  have 

been  very  interesting." 
"  Ah  !  tell  us  something  more  about  Egypt  and  the  croco- 

diles there,"  exclaimed  little  Miss  M. 
"  Is  social  life  cheerful  in  Egypt  ?  And  how  do  they 

carry  on  conversation  ?"  asked  the  royal  secretary  Krusen- 
berg. 

I  do  not  know  how  Brenner  answered  these  attacks,  for  1 
left  the  circle  as  they  began.  During  the  course  of  the 
evening  we  did  not  again  come  in  contact,  but  I  saw  by  his 
looks,  which  were  often  directed  to  me,  that  his  heart  was 

full ;  and  so,  to  say  the  truth,  was  mine  likewise.  Brenner's 
approaching  journey,  the  images  which  the  music  and  the 
history  of  the  vulture  had  called  up,  agitated  me  powerfully. 

"Was  it  a  secret  wish  of  us  both,  or  was  it  chance  merely,  I 
know  not  in  the  least — but  when  all  the  guests  had  taken 
leave,  and  my  stepmother,  with  Selma  and  Elora,  had  accom- 

panied the  last  out,  and  now  tarried  with  them  in  the  hall  in 
conversation,  Brenner  and  I  found  ourselves  alone  in  the 
white-flowered  boudoir.  We  stood  both  of  us  silent ;  he 
excited,  I  embarrassed  and  depret^sed. 

"  Thou  wilt  take  a  journey,"  said  I,  at  length. He  answered  not. 
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"  It  will  be  a  great  journey,"  said  I  again;  "wilt  thou  be 
long  away  ?" 

"  Yes  !"  replied  he,  with  half-suppressed  vehemence. 
"  Yes,  I  shall  remain  away  a  long  time.  I  go  because  it  is 
too  stifling  for  me,  too  confined  for  me,  at  home;  because 
if  I  would  live  I  must  seek  out  free  space ;  because  I  must 

hence,  to  where  I  no  longer  see,  no  longer  hear  thee !" 
He  seized  my  hand  and  pressed  it  upon  his  eyes,  and  I 

felt  that  it  was  bathed  with  tears.  "  Oh !"  continued  he, 
"  this  is  childishness  !  But  let  me  dream  for  a  moment !  It 
will  soon  be  past.  Be  not  afraid,  Sophia !  I  will,  I  -wish 
nothing  more  than  to  see  thee  for  one  moment  and  to  be 
happy  in  loving  thee,  and  that  I  thus  may  love  thee,  although 
thou  hast  rejected  me.  I  never  loved  any  one  better ;  I  have 
been  happy  in  the  feeling,  in  the  foolish  hope  that  thou  shared 
it  with  me,   that  we  were  made  for  each  other,  that  thou 

wouldst  wish   but  it  is  past!     And  after  this,  n)y  love, 
near  thee,  would  be  my  torment.  When  the  storm  in  my 
breast  has  laid  itself  to  rest,  I  will  return  to  my  children  and 
to  thee.  Think  of  me  when  I  am  far  from  here — think  that 
my  heart  belongs  not  to  those  which  thou  mayest  despise ! 
Weep  not ;  I  do  not  complain.  I  wished  not  to  have  loved 
thee  less.  Upon  the  waves  of  the  ocean,  or  in  the  deserts  of 
Africa,  I  shall  feel  myself  rich  in  tliis  love.  Wish  me  not 
freed  from  it  if  thou  wishest  me  not  a  misfortune.  I  shall 
love  thee  now  and  for  ever.  I  challenge  thee  to  let  it  be 
otherwise,  but — it  is  the  last  time  that  I  shall  speak  to  thee 
on  this  subject.  And  now  farewell !  Farewell  my  Sophia  ! 

God  bless  thee  !"  And  before  I  was  able  to  bethink  myself, he  had  embraced  and   left  me. 
That  was  a  tempest.  I  was  not  calm  after  it ;  I  was  not 

calm  for  a  long  time.  But  if  he  have  found  peace  upon  his 
stormy  sea,  I  should  be  satisfied  that   

The  15th. 

It  is  many  days  since  he  has  been  here.  That  is  sad,  but 
I  dare  not  murmur.  He  does  that  which  is  right  and  manly. 
This  tender  but  proud  heart  will  not  complain,  will  not  show 
its  vvound  ;  but  like  the  bird  of  the  wilderness,  will  conceal 
itself  and  its  pangs  in  the  open,  lofty  space,  where  no  human 
eye  comes  near.     He  is  high  and  noble-minded,  but  I   ? 

A  peace  pervades  the  house  which  we  have  not  known  for 
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a  long  time.  This  ia  occasioned  by  Flora's  more  calm  and 
cheerful  state  of  mind.     But  how  long  will  this  continue  ? 

The  19th  and  20th,  in  the  Night. 

Yesterday  Flora  was  rather  unwell,  and  on  that  account 
stayed  at  home  from  a  dinner  party,  where  my  stepmother 
went  with  Selma.  I  have  a  peculiar  friendship  for  invalids  ; 
think  that  they  are  my  children  ;  and  treat  them  in  a  manner 
luider  which  they  commonly  prosper.  It  was  therefore  a  little 
pleasure  to  me  to  stay  yesterday  with  Flora,  and  whilst  I 
tenderly  and  merrily  took  the  care  of  her  on  myself,  and  we 
spoke  of  various  horrible  things  in  our  great  hatred,  our 
hearts  neared  each  other  more  than  they  had  ever  before 
done.  In  the  afternoon  I  read  aloud  to  her  whilst  she  lay 
upon  the  sofa  in  the  inner  drawiug-room.  As  I  made  a  pause 
in  the  reading  to  rest  myself.  Flora  said  : 

"  You  are  quite  too  good,  Sophia.  And  if  I  were  but 
good,  that  is  to  say,  if  I  were  calm  and  satisfied,  then  per- 

haps, I  should  be  able  to  thank  you  as  I  now  cannot.   1 
am  not  a  bad  person,  but   but  one  may  be  driven  out  of 
oneself,  one  may  become  insane,  if  one  be  hunted  and  fol- 
low^ed  as  I  have  been  for  some  time.  Have  you  not  observed 
a  great  change  in  me  in  the  last  few  days  ?  That  is  because 
my  pursuer  has  left  me  at  peace.     I  have  known  nothing 
about  him  for  some  time ;    I  do  not  understand   can  it 
indeed  be  possible  that  he  has  left  me  for  ever  ? — that  I  am 
liberated  ?  Ah,  that  it  might  be  so !  You  should  see  a 

new   " 

"  How  is  it  here  ?"  inquired  a  clear,  friendly  voice:  and 
Signora  Luna  showed  her  face  at  the  door.  She  is  always  a 
welcome  guest,  and  though  I  now  wished  her  in  the  moon 
because  she  had  interrupted  a  conversation  which  had  a  great 
interest  for  me,  still  she  was  received  as  usual,  and  threw 
herself  comfortably  into  a  corner  of  the  sofa,  and  continued 
with  friendly  talkativeness. 

"  It  is  very  pleasant  to  me  to  find  you  two  alone,  because 
I  shall  sit  myself  down  here  for  the  afternoon,  and  talk  about 
one  thing  and  another  which  lie  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 
Do  you  here  at  home  know  what  report  is  circulating  through 

the  city?" 
"  Of  what  ?  of  whom  ?"  inquired  I. 
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"  Of  Flora.  People  say  that  she  is  to  marry  St.  Onne,  and 
accompany  him  to  Constantinople,  where  he  goes  in  spring  as 

ambassador.     Can  it  be  possible  ?" 
"  I  truly  do  not  know,"  said  I,  with  a  glance  at  Flora. 
Flora  turned  pale.  "  The  rattlesnake  is  near  !"  whispered 

she  ;  "  I  hear  bim  coming." 
"  Ah  !  w^iy  should  not  people  know  things  which  pass 

before  their  eyes  ?"  said  Countess  G   ,  half  impatiently 
^nd  half  jestingly  ;  "  when  all  things  come  round  then  Flora 
does  not  herself  know  whether  she  be  betrothed,  and  with 
whom.  But  what  I  know  is,  that  I  will  do  all  in  my  power 
that  report  may  have  said  that  which  is  untrue.  Flora  is  my 
own  cousin,  and  I  love  Flora,  and  I  do  not  wish  her  to  be 
unhappy,  and  unhappy  she  will  be  with  St.  Orme.  He  is  a 
bad  man  ;  that  I  know.  He  sacrificed  his  first  wife,  and  he 

will  do  the  same  by  the  second  too — depend  upon  me — there 
is  nothing  which  drags  down  both  soul  and  body  more  than 

an  unhappy  marriage." 
With  this  the  beautiful  eyes  of  the  Countess  G   were 

filled  with  tears. 

At  that  moment  we  heard  doors  violently  opened,  and 
proud  steps  go  through  the  room,  and  the  great  Alexander 
soon  entered  the  apartment  where  we  were  sitting.  After 
he  had  shortly  greeted  Flora  and  me,  he  turned  towards  his 
wife,  and  said  with  a  domineering  air: 

"  I  fancy,  my  friend,  that  you  heard  me  say  this  morning 
that  I  wished  you  not  to  go  out  this  afternoon,  but  be  at 

home  when  I  came  from  dining  at  L   's." 
"  Ah,  my  best  friend,  I  had  quite  forgotten  that.  I  did  not 

know  that  the  aff'air  was  so  important." 
"  Important !  It  is  not  my  custom  to  say  anything  with- 

out good  reason,  and  what  I  said  this  morning  I  had  well 
considered,  and  had  sufficient  motive  for.  The  determination 
of  a  man  cannot  be  deranged  by  the  whims  of  a  woman,  and 
therefore  I  hope  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  foUow  me  home 

immediately." 
"  My  best  Alexander,  let  me  stop  here  quietly,  as  I  am 

come  here.  I  sit  so  excellently,  and — I  have  something  of 
importance  to  talk  with  my  friends  about.  I  will  come  home 
to  you  when  this  is  ended.  Let  me  for  once  do  in  the  world 

as  I  wish." 
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"  Not  at  all !  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  accompany  me  im- 
mediately. And  if  you  will  have  a  good  reason  for  it,  see 

here,  I  will  it !  tout  simplement." 
"  But  I  also  have  a  will,"  exclaimed  Signora  Luna  with 

suddenly  kindling  energy,  whilst  her  eyes  flashed  like  actual 

moonstones,  "  till  now  it  has  lain  asleep,  but  if  you  teach  me 
lo  use  it,  it  may  become  stronger  than  yours.  And  now  I 
will  stop  here,  and  not  go  hence  till  J  will.  And  if  you  agree 

not  to  this  separation,  I  shall  soon  seek  a  longer  !" 
The  great  Alexander  was  evidently  greatly  confounded  by 

tliis  sudden  outbreak  of  will  and  passion  in  his  usually  passive 
wife.  He  appeared  to  be  afraid  before  it,  and  murmuring 

something  about  "ladies'  absurdities  and  caprices,"  he  with- drew. 

Scarcely  was  he  gone,  when  Lennartson  came.     Countess 
Gr   wished  not  to  see  him  in  the  excited  state  in  which 
she  was,  and  went  therefore  into  another  room.     There  she 
said  to  me,  after  she  had  composed  herself: 

"  It  will  be  the  best  that  I  go  away  after  a  little  while.  I 
wish  not  to  annoy  him  in  earnest,  but  only  to  show  him  that 
he  must  not  go  too  far  with  his  power.  There  is  much  that 
is  good  in  Alexander,  and  there  would  have  been  much  more 
had  he  not  busied  himself  so  much  with  Aristotle.  Aristotle 

and  logic  have  quite  bewildered  him.  It  is  no  use  such  men 
liking  to  humiliate  women ;  then  they  are  directly  tyrants, 

and  I  shall  show  Alexander — but  go  in,  Sophia,  Flora  looked 
anxious  as  you  came  out ;  go  in,  and  do  not  trouble  yourself 

about  me ; — I  will  go  my  way  softly  and  quietly  when  I 
think  that  it  is  time,  for  he  must  wait  a  little  while  ;  after- 

wards— but  go  in,  go  in  !" 
I  followed  the  injunction,  curious  to  see  what  had  taken 

place  between  Lennartson  and  Flora. 
When  I  came  in,  Flora  was  reading  a  letter  which  Lennart- 

son seemed  to  have  given  her,  and  he  stood  in  the  windov» 
with  his  serious  eyes  fixed  inquiringly  upon  her.  She  was 
quite  pale,  and  said  at  the  moment  in  which  she  laid  down 
the  letter : 

"  I  cannot  read  it — it  is  black  before  my  eyes !  Eead  the 
letter  aloud  to  me,  Lennartson  ;  Sophia  may  willingly  hear 

Lennartson  took  the  letter  and  read  aloud  with  a  firm 
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voice.  It  contained  a  warning  to  Lennartson  not  to  form 
any  connexion  with  Flora,  together  Avith  an  exhortation  to 
break  off  such  a  connexion  in  case  it  were  formed.  Flora 
was  already  bound  by  the  ties  of  love  and  honour  to  another, 
and  proofs  of  this  would  be  made  public  if  this  exhortation 
were  not  attended  to.  The  writer  would  not  willingly  resort 
to  extremities  ;  and  if  Lennartson  quietly  withdrew  from 
Flora,  then  everything  whicli  could  impeach  her  should  be 

buried  in  silence.  The  letter  was  subscribed  "Anonymous," 
and  was  evidently  written  in  a  feigned  hand. 

No  longer  in  a  condition  to  control  herself,  Flora  ex- 
claimed with  frenzy: 

"Mean,  craftj'^,  detestable  St.  Orme !" 
"  Then  it  is  heT'  said  Lennartson,  with  a  flaming  glance, 

•'  it  is  he  who  is  this  disturber  of  peace  !  I  have  suspected  it 
long ;  and  now,  Flora,  now  I  tvill  know  what  right,  what 
ground  he  has  for  doing  so.  This  hour  must  end  our  con- 

nexion, or  cement  it  for  ever.  I  have  more  than  once  be- 
sought for  your  full  confidence — to-day,  I  rwvi&t  demand  \ty 

"Tou  shall  know  all,"  exclaimed  Flora,  with  determination 
— "  and  you  shall  be  my  judge.  But,  oh,  Thorsten  !  remem- 

ber that  even  God's  highest  judgment  is — mercy!" 
Lennartson  made  no  reply ;  lie  sate  grave  and  dark,  and 

seemed  to  wait  for  Flora's  confession. 

"  Well,  then,"  replied  she,  whilst  she  seemed  powerfully 
to  control  herself,  "  all  then  may  be  said.  This  St.  Orme, 
when  he  was  in  Stockholm  five  years  ago,  paid  his  homage  to 
me,  and  acquired — a  certain  power  over  me.  His  bold  con- 

fidence, his  talents,  his  powers  of  mind,  which  I  then  regarded 
as  quite  extraordinary,  made  an  impression  upon  me.  I 
fancied  that  I  loved  him.  He  misused  my  blindness,  my 
inexperience,  in  order  to  seduce  me  into  an  exchange  of 
letters,  and  the  promise  of  eternal  love  and  the  like.  St. 
Orme,  liowever,  troubled  himself  but  little  in  the  fulfilment 
of  the  promises  which  he  made  to  me.  I  was  at  that  time 
poor,  and  he  left  me  for  a  journey  to  Paris,  whence  for  a  long 
time  I  iieard  nothing  of  him.  In  the  mean  time  I  became 
acquainted  with  you,  Lennartson,  and  learned  what  real  love 
is.  I  regarded  myself  as  forgotten  by  St.  Orme,  and  forgot 
also  him  and  my  childish,  foolish  promises.  Ah  !  I  forgot 
the  whole  world,  when  you,  Lennartson,  offered  me  your 
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heart,  and  life  dawned  for  me  in  new  beauty.  But  I  was 
now  rich,  and  St.  Orme  came  again  and  asserted  his  old  pre- 

tensions. He  had  forgotten  Flora,  but  he  called  to  mind  the 

heiress.  And  I  knew  well  that  he  sought  not  after  my  heart', 
but  after  my  property  ;  I  loved  him  no  longer,  but — but  I 
was  obliged  to  conciliate  him,  and  to  operate  in  kindness 
upon  his  hard  heart,  in  order  to  obtain  those  imprudent,  un- 

fortunate letters  which  he  had  in  his  power,  and  which  he 
dishonourably  threatened  to  produce  against  me  if  I  did  not 
break  off  my  engagement  with  you,  and  consent  to  give 
him  my  hand.  See,  then,  Lennartson,  the  secret,  the  many 
months  of  darkness,  contention,  and  opposition,  of  my  exist- 

ence. I  hoped  for  a  long  time  to  be  able  to  conquer  him  ;  I 
have  combated  long — but  this  hour  shows  me  that  all  is  iu 
vain.  St.  Orme  has  driven  me  to  the  utmost  extremity  ;  to 
this  confession,  which  my  pride,  my  womanly  shame,  my  love 
to  you,  Thorsten,  made  me  shun  more  than  death.  And  now 
that  all  is  said,  and  that  this  burden  is  cast  off  from  my  heart 
— now  I  wonder  that  I  shoidd  feel  it  to  be  so  horrible  ;  for, 
Lennartson,  you  cannot  regard  a  youthful  indiscretion  so 
great — you  cannot  for  some  foolish  letters  condemn  me,  de- 

prive me  of  your  love  !" 
"  Have  you  told  me  all,  Flora,  dlf 
"  I  have  told  you  ally 
"Farewell,  Flora!"  He  offered  her  his  hand,  which  she 

held  fast,  and  exclaimed,  ̂ ith  anxiety  : 

"  Where  ? — in  mercy,  in  pity  for  me,  tell  me  where  you 
are  going — what  you  will  do  ?" 

"  By  one  means  or  another  to  get  these  letters  out  of  St. 
Orme's  hands,  and  place  them  again  in  yours." 

"  Thorsten,  you  are  my  redeeming  angel!"  replied  Flora, as  she  threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  him.  Lennartson 
was  gone  already. 

Selma  came  home — alone.  Her  mother  spent  the  evening 
with  Mrs.  Eittersvard.  Selma  was  in  part  made  acquainted 
with  that  which  had  occurred,  and  heard  it  with  astonishment 
and  disquiet ;  yet  most  of  all  she  seemed  surprised  that  Flora 
had  not  earlier  opened  her  heart,  and  disclosed  all  that  it 

contained  to  Lennartson.  "When  she  heard  Lennartson's 
last  words,  she  was  confouiided,  and  exclaimed : 
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"  By  one  means  or  another,  Flora  ?  And  you  have  let 
liim  take  this  resolve !     Tou  hazard  his  life  !" 

"Merciful  heaven!  is  that  possible?"  cried  Flora;  "I 
never  thought  of  that.  But  no !  St.  Orme  would  not  ven- 

ture  " 
"  St.  Orme  will  venture  everything  to  obtain  you.  Len- 

nartson  to  release  you.  St.  Orme  is  known  for  a  fortunate 
duellist ;  Lennartson  shuns  no  danger,  and  I  know  that  he 
regards  duels  in  certain  cases   Flora,  Flora,  what  have 

you  done  ?" 
"  And  what  would  you  that  I  should  have  done  ?  "Would 

you  have  had  me  sacrifice  myself?"  asked  Flora,  gloomily. 
Sehna  wrung  her  hands  in  despair. 

"  Fortunately,"  continued  Flora,  "  St.  Orme  is  not  in 
Stockholm,  and   " 

"  Envoye  St.  Orme  is  without,  and  desires  to  speak  with 
^liss  Flora,"  announced  the  Philosopher,  now  with  an  un- 

earthly voice. 
Flora  turned  pale.     I  fancy  that  we  all  turned  pale. 

"  Go,  Flora,  go  !"  besought  Selma,  almost  commandingly 
— "  go  and  speak  with  him.  Prevent  their  meeting — save, 
pave  Lennartson !" 

Flora  looked  at  Selma  with  a  dark  expression,  and  turning 
to  me,  said  : 

"  Wilt  thou  go  with  me,  Sophia  ?  I  will  not  again  be 
alone  with  this  man,  but  I  will  speak  with  him  yet  once  more 

— I  will  attempt  the  utmost!" 
I  followed  Flora.  St.  Orme  stood  in  the  large  drawing- 

room.  He  looked  calm  and  self-possessed,  went  up  to  Flora, 
and  wished  to  take  her  hand.  She  avoided  this  proudly,  and 
cast  upon  him  an  annihilating  glance. 

He  observed  her  coldly,  and  then  said :  "  I  see  how  it  is, 
and  you  also  will  soon  see.  Well,  tlien,  what  do  you  say  ? 

But— could  we  not  speak  without  witness  ?" 
"  No !  because  I  will  not  be  again  alone  with  a  man  like 

you." "  Aha  !  that  sounds  severe.  Well,  then  !  Tou  must  com- 
plain of  yourself,  if  anything  comes  out  which  you  would 

rather  have  had  concealed." 
**  You  are  a  mean  slanderer,  Adrian  St.  Orme !" 
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"Flora  Delphin,  let  ua  avoid  injurious  words — at  least, till 
there  be  farther  occasion ;  now  they  serve  no  purpose.  Let 

us  now  talk  candidl}-  and  reasonably.  Let  us  look  at  the 
affairs  as  they  are  in  their  nakedness  and  truth  ;  for  what  is 
the  use  of  kicking  against  necessity  ?  Tou  have  no  better 
friend  than  me,  Flora,  and  I  can  prove  that  thus  I  have  been 
true  to  you,  spite  of  your  whims.  I  have  always  behaved 
openly  and  honourably  to  you,  even  in  telling  you  that  you 
must  be  mine ;  that  I  would  defy  heaven  and  hell  to  prevent 
your  becoming  perjured.  My  love  and  my  mode  of  thinking 
are  of  another  kind  to  those  of  ordinary  men ;  they  take 
higher  paths,  and  have  higher  aims.  My  will  bows  not  either 

to  weather  or  wind ; — what-  I  will  that  will  I,  and   " 
"  Spare  your  words,  St.  Orme,"  interrupted  Flora,  im- 

patiently. "  I  know  you  now,  and  I  will  no  more  be  befooled 
with  fine  speeches.  Tell  me  in  short  what  you  wish,  and  I 

will  tell  you  what  I  have  determined." 
"  What  I  wish,  that  you  know — my  love  and  my  wishes 

vou  know.     Let  me  now  rather  say  what  you  wish." 
"  What  do  I  wish  ?" 
"  Yes,  what  you  wish  at  the  bottom.  What  you  must 

wish.  Or,  think  you,  that  I  do  not  know  you  ?  Do  you 
think  that  I  have  allowed  myself  to  be  bewildered  with  these 
revolutions  in  your  feelings,  by  this  spectre  of  a  new  love 
which  has  seized  upon  your  imagination  ?  Child  !  Child ! 
No  one  has  reposed  upon  my  breast  whose  innermost  soul  I 
have  not  penetrated,  whose  slightest  pulsation  I  have  not 
heard.  And  to  yours  have  I  listened  with  the  ears  of  sym- 

pathy and  love — Flora,  you  are  deeply,  deeply  bound  to  me  ; 
not  by  your  letters,  your  oaths,  your  love,  which  you  have 
given  to  me — but  by  a  mightier  bond — by  the  depth  of  sym- 

pathy, by  virtues,  nay,  even  by  failings ;  for  even  your  fail- 
ings are  mine,  and  1  know  myself  again  in  you.  Fools 

command  people  to  reform  their  errors.  I  have  loved  yours 
and  adopted  them,  in  order  through  them  to  make  you  happy. 
Look  ai'ound  you  whether  you  can  find  such  a  love !  And 
from  this  you  will  turn  yourself,  mistaking  yourself  and  me  ! 
Do  you  think  that  your  beauty,  your  talents,  fettered  me  to 

you? — hundreds  possess  these  in  a  higher  degree  than  you! 
No!  it  is  your  deeper  self;  your  sublime,  eccentric  being, 

■wandering  and  wavering,  between  heaven  and  hell !     Upon 
if  2 
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the  journey  between  these  poles  will  I  accompany  you,  you 
sliall  accompany  me — sharing  its  perdition  or  its  bliss !  at 
this  moment  I  offer  you  bliss  !  Confess  yourself;  you  are 
no  Northern  maiden,  Flora,  and  cannot  be  measured  by  the 
temperate  life  of  the  north.  You  are  of  a  southern  nature, 
and  require  for  your  bloom  a  warmer  sun.  Accompany  me 
therefore  to  the  East,  to  tlie  magnificent  Constantinople,  and 
there — learn  to  know  me  rightly.  For  you  know  me  not 
yet.  Flora.  It  is  a  peculiarity  of  my  nature  not  to  open  its 
depths  except  to  a  full  devotedness — ray  love  burns  where  it 
rail  not  bless, — and  you,  yourself  Flora,  shall  dread  me  from 
tliat  moment  in  which  you  turn  yourself  from  me.  I  have 
used  sharp  weapons  against  you,  I  will  use  them  until  the 
moment  in  which  you  resign  yourself  captive !  But  theu, 
too,  will  you  become  acquainted  with  a  love  stronger  than 
tlie  glow  of  the  East,  more  beautiful  than  your  own  beautiful 
and  burning  fancy — trust  me  !  You  will  recognise  yourself 
again  in  the  hour  when  you  fully  return  to  me — your  first, 
your  strongest  love  ;  you  will  find  first  the  fulness  of  life  in 
my  arms.  I  know  you  better  than  you  know  yourself.  For 
your  own  sake  I  conjure  you  turn  yourself  fully  to  me,  throw 
yourself  into  these  arms  which  are  opened  for  you,  come  to 
this  breast  and  find  a  heaven — no  !  that  is  feeble — a  hell  ol 

bliss  !" 
And  St.  Orme  fell  upon  his  knees  before  Flora,  and  ex- 

tended his  arms  to  her. 

She  had  during  these  words  let  her  head  sink  upon  her 
breast.  When  he  had  ended,  she  raised  it,  and  standing  up 
slowly,  said  with  an  agitated  voice  : 

"  What  words  !  what  expressions  !  I  know  them  again — 
they  wake  strings  which  I  thought  were  broken — but  they 
resound  still.  Oh  !  that  I  could  but  believe  you,  and — But 
in  vain  ! — In  this  hour,  when  I  am  bewitched  by  your  words, 
I  feel,  I  know  that  you  will  only  deceive  me,  that  you  do  not 
love  me,  that  you  merely  play  a  part.  Oh,  St.  Orme,  how 
great  would  you  be  !  how  glorious  would  you  be  !  if  you  were 
but  honest!  But  you  fail  of  this  least  and  this  greatest,  and 

with  it  of  all!"' 
St.  Orme  sprang  up  as  if  struck  by  an  arrow,  and  a  great 

ciiange  passed  over  him.  The  so-lately-extended  arms  were 
folded  upon  his  breast,  the  colour  paled  on  his  clieek,  and 
with  an  icy  scorn  he  stepped  before  Flora,  and  said: 
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"  You  can  then  in  this  case  so  much  better  extend  your 
hand  to  me,  for  you  cannot,  indeed,  my  little  Flora,  gravely 

insist  upon  it  that  you  are  what  the  people  call  '  an  honour- 
able woman !'  " 

Flora  felt  this  sting  as  keenly  as  St.  Orme  felt  that  which 
she  gave.     Flaming  with  anger,  she  exclaimed  : 

"  Tes,  too  honourable,  too  good  am  I  in  truth  to  belong  to 
you,  mean  man !  And  let  happen  what  may,  I  never  will 

become  your  wife !" 
"  You  shall  be  my  wife  or  nobody's ;  and  you  shall  go  to 

the  grave  with  a  stained  reputation.  If  you  will  liave  me  for 

an  enemy,  I  will  treat  you  accordingly." 
"  Do  it !  I  fear  you  not,  miserable,  coward-heart !  Thors- 

ten  Lennartson  will  speedily  free  me  from  your  aspersions. 
I  have  seen  you  grow  pale  and  tremble  before  him.  You  shall 

have  experience  of  a  strength  which  shall  tame  yours." 
At  this  reminder,  St.  Orme's  pale  cheeks  coloured,  and 

he  said  with  a  vengeful  smile  : 

"  Thorsten  Lennartson  will  desert  you  when  I  let  him  see 
certain  letters,  in  particular  one  certain  letter — my  poor  little 
Flora,  you  seem  to  have  a  short  memory,  and  not  at  all  to 

remember  that  letter  in  which  you  invited  me   " 
Flora  now  interrupted  him  with  a  torrent  of  words  and 

expressions,  with  which  I  will  not  stain  my  paper.  Their 
principal  meaning  was,  that  St.  Orme  made  use  of  her  good 
faith,  of  her  indiscretion,  to  blacken  her  intentions  and  her 
conduct ;  but  it  was  not  an  innocent  woman  but  a  fury  who 
spoke  in  Flora. 

St.  Orme  heard  her  with  coldness,  and  when  she  ceased 
speaking  from  exhaustion  he  said : 

"  When  you  have  composed  yourself,  you  will  see  that  all 
this  will  not  serve  you  at  all.  You  have  in  any  case  only  one 
course  to  take,  and  that  is,  to  go  with  me  to  Constantinople 
as  my  wife.  You  have  made  the  way  difficult  for  yourself, 

but  it  still  stands  open  to  you.     Shall  I  show  it  to  you?" 
Flora  made  no  reply,  and  St.  Orme  continued : 

"  You  write  to-day  to  Lennartson  and  tell  him,  that  on 
account  of  a  prior  engagement — which  you  had  for  a  moment 
forgotten — you  must  renounce  the  honour  of  becoming  hia 
wife.  You  know  best  how  you  can  turn  it.  And  after  that, 
confer  your  hand  ou  your  first,  true  love,  and — he  will  cou- 
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duct  you  as  bis  dearly  beloved  wife  to  liis  beautiful  villa  near 

Constantinople." 
"  Know,  St.  Orme,"  interrupted  Flora,  "  know,  that  if  this 

*-ook  place — and  something  within  me  at  tliis  moment  says 
that  it  will  take  place — then  you  lead  misfortune  into  your 

house,  your  own  Nemesis!"  With  this  she  stood  up,  pale, 
and  with  outstretched  hand  and  with  a  fearful  expression, 

she  continued  :  "  For  I  shall  hate  you,  Adrian — I  shall  so 
hate  you,  that  you  yourself  shall  be  terrified,  and  shall  fear 
before  —your  own  wife  1  Tes,  laugli  now  !  The  time  will 
come  when  you  will  not  laugh,  tlie  time  will  come  when  I 
shall  see  you  —  take  care  of  yourself,  St.  Orme,  you  have 
awoke  in  me  a  horrible  thirst.  You  have  given  me  a  desire 
to  be  near  you,  to  be  your  wife,  merely  to  punish  you,  merely 
to  be  revenged  on  you.  There — but,  take  off  yourself! — 
there,  take  my  hand,  take  it  if  you  dare,  take  it,  and — with 
it  my  eternal  liate  !" 

"  I  take  it  and  your  hatred !  It  has  amused  me  sometimes 
to  compel  indiflerence — now  it  gives  me  pleasure  to  force 
hate  to  change  into  love.  In  this  respect  I  follow  merely  the 
doctrine  of  Christianity.  Agreed,  lovely  bride  !  On  Sunday 
they  shall  publish  the  banns  for  us  three  times  in  the  church, 
and  eight  days  afterwards  we  will  celebrate  the  marriage.  But 
I  am  charmed  with  you  for  the  beautiful  struggle  and  the 

quick  resolution.     That  well  deserves  a  bridegroom's  kiss." 
With  this,  he  clasped  her  in  his  arms,  and  they  kissed; — 

thus  embrace  each  other  the  spirits  of  hell. 

AVith  a  shudder,  with  a  horrible  "hu!"  Floi'a  recovered her  consciousness.     St.  Orme  had  vanished. 
In  the  same  moment  Selma  stood  in  the  doorway  and 

beckoned  me  silently  to  her.  I  went  to  her,  and  she  whis- 
pered quietly ; 

"  Brenner  is  here  !  He  wishes  to  meet  with  St.  Orme, 
whom  he  iniderstood  to  be  here.  In  my  anxiety  I  have  told 
him  somewhat  of  that  which  has  occurred,  and  have  men- 

tioned to  him  the  meeting  which  I  feared  between  Lennartsou 
and  St.  Orme.  He  seems  to  consider  that  he  has  the  first 

right  to  fight  with  St.  Orme.  I  have  had  a  deal  of  trouble 
to  keep  him  back  till  the  conversation  here  was  ended,  and 
he  can  hear  its  result  from  you.  Come  now  and  speak  to 
him  ;  tell  us  how  it  is!" 
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'  And  she  led  me  to  Brenner,  wlio  was  in  my  stepmother's 
boudoir.  I  found  him  in  the  most  violent  temper,  and  so 
determined  to  fight  with  St.  Orme,  that  it  was  only  with 
difficulty  that  I  could  prevent  his  doing  so,  and  by  telliug 
him  what  turn  the  affair  had  taken,  as  well  as  by  confessing 
my  uncertainty  whether  Plora  deserved  that  such  men  as 
Brenner  and  Lennartson  should  venture  life  and  blood  for 

her.  I  besought  him  earnestly  at  least  to  keep  himself  quiet 
this  one  day,  and  await  further  intelligence.  I  promised  to 
write  to  him  early  in  the  morning  on  this  subject.  With 
this  promise  Brenner  left  us,  and  I  accompanied  Selma  to 
Plora. 

She  paced  rapidly  up  and  down  the  room,  talked  loud,  and 
seemed  not  to  regard  us. 

"  That  is  glorious,  that  is  right  glorious  !"  exclaimed  she  ; 
"  all  is  now  settled ;  all  choice,  all  torment  over  !  He  has 
won  the  game.  But  do  not  rejoice,  then  !  Thou  hast  closed 
07ie  future  to  me,  but  thou  hast  opened  to  me  another.  I 
will — I  have  a  new  goal,  a  nev^  interest  in  life ;  and  that  is, 

to  rack  thee,  to  torment,  to  punish  thee !" 
"  Flora  !"  exclaimed  Selma,  with  an  indescribable  expres- 

sion of  pain  and  tenderness- 

"  Yes,"  continued  she,  "  he  shall  learn  whom  he  has  sub- 
jected !  Ah,  Adrian  St.  Orme  !  We  shall  see  !  we  shall  see  ! 

Long  have  I  wavered  between  heaven  and  the  abyss — the 
abyss  has  won.  Well !  I  will  go  to  school  there  ;  I  will  be 
skilful  in  its  arts,  more  skilful  than  he.  In  such  things  a 

woman  is  always  more  skilful  than  a  man." 
"Flora!  Flora!"  cried  Selma  again. 
"  Who  calls  Flora?"  exclaimed  she,  wildly.  "Is  it  my 

good  angel  ?  then  he  may  know  that  he  calls  on  me  too  late. 
I  will  listen  to  him  no  more.  I  have  now  something  else  to 
do,  and  people  may  curse  me  or  weep  over  me  ;  it  is  all  the 
same,  and  I  shall  not  ask  about  it.  All  my  feelings  and  all 
my  thoughts  are  hatred  and  revenge.  Ah,  that  I  could 

properly  revenge  myself!" 
She  stood  still  awhile,  as  if  she  bethought  herself,  clapped 

her  hands  and  exclaimed ; 

"  I  have  it — I  have  it !  He  thinks  of  obtaining  wealth 
with  me,  but  he  shall  be  mistaken.  Married  to  him,  I  will 
become  a  spendthrift,  a  gambler  ;  I  will  in  every  possible  way 
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lavish  away  money — •will  accumulate  debts  —  ■will  weave 
around  him  a  web  of  trouble  and  vexation  ! — Ha !  shudder, 
St.  Orme  !  How  thou  shalt  be  imposed  upon  !  To  have 
employed  so  much  labour,  so  much  craft,  so  much  eloquence, 
to  have  brought  into  thy  house  poverty  and  hatred !  Gold 
and  liatred  those  thou  mightst  have  embraced;  but  poverty 
and  hatred,  when  they  shall  embrace  thee !  then  perhaps  we 
may  see  this  iron  brow  grow  pale,  this  bold  glance  become 

timid — then  shalt  thou  wish  to  escape,  but  shalt  not  be  able." 
In  this  manner  and  in  this  spirit  continued  Flora  for  a 

long  time.  Selma  had  vanished  in  the  mean  time.  It  had 
become  dark ;  a  wild  storm  raged  without,  and  showers  of 
hail  and  rain  poured  clatteringly  down.  The  uproar  in 

nature  seemed  to  allay  the  uproar  in  Flora's  soul.  She  be- 
came calmer.  She  stood  long  in  the  window,  obsen'ing  the 

contest  without.  In  a  while  her  tears  began  to  flow.  She 
wept  long,  and  appeared  to  obtain  ease  from  so  doing. 

AVhen  she  had  somewhat  composed  herself,  she  seated  her- 
self at  her  writing-desk,  saying  : 

"  Xow  I  will  write  to  Lennartson,  and  beseech  of  him  to 
give  up  all  thoughts  of  me.  I  shall  tell  him  that  I  am  un- 

worthy of  his  devotion,  his  esteem.  That  is  not  true  ;  but 
what  matters  it  ?  In  this  way  I  shall  preserve  him  from  all 

danger,  and — I  am  now  quite  indifferent  towards  myself." 

Deeply  affected  by  these  words,  I  exclanned  :  "  "Wait  yet  a while,  Flora.  Let  us  think;  let  us  consider;  some  outlet, 

some  help  must  yet  present  itself." 
"  No,  there  is  none,"  sighed  Flora,  with  a  kind  of  quiet 

desperation,  "  and  I  am  tired  of  labouring,  of  struggling 
against  an  irresistible  destiny.  This  St.  Orme  is  my  dark 
destiny  ;  I  must  be  his,  that  I  feel.  Oh  this  Lennartson  ! 

so  strong  and  yet  so  good — he  alone  could  have  saved  me. 
Tes,  if  he  could  have  loved  me  as  I  loved  him,  beyond  every- 

thing. But  he  could  not  thus  love  me.  And  yet  I  am  not 
altogether  unworthy  of  his  love.  I  have  a  something  in  me. 

which  under  his  protection,  by  his  side,  might  have  deA-eloped 
itself  to  great  beauty.  Oh,  Lennartson  !  had  I  been  thine, 
how  different  had  I,  had  everything  been.  That  which  thou 
hast  loved  should  I  liave  loved  ;  and  talents,  wealth,  all  the 

gifts  which  I  ]wssetis,  and  which  now  will  be  changed  into  a 

cui-se,  would  in  thy  hands  have  been  changed  into  a  blessing 



AN  ANGEL  OF  tOTE.  185 

Oil,  to  stand  near  such  a  goal,  and  see  it  vanish  ;  to  hold  in 

one's  hand  life's  best  lot,  and  to  see  it  snatched  away  !  To 
be  compelled  to  renounce  a  Lennartson,  to  be  the  outcast  and 

despairing  prey  of  a  St.  Orme  !     Oh,  why  do  I  not  die  ?" 
And  in  a  new  outbreak  of  the  most  violent  pain  Flora 

threw  herself  upon  the  floor. 
At  this  moment  a  bright  ray  of  light  broke  through  the 

clouds  into  the  room,  and  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  a  white  dove 
descended  in  this  brightness,  and  spread  its  wings  over 
Flora. 

It  was  Selma,  who  with  the  lightness  of  a  bird  flew  into 
the  room,  sank  on  her  knees  beside  Flora,  and  whilst  she 

threw  off"  a  white  shawl  which  covered  her  head  and  shoulders, stretched  forth  her  hands  and  exclaimed : 

"  No,  live  ;  live,  my  Flora !  Live,  and  be  happy.  There 
are  your  letters !" 

In  her  hand  was  a  small  bag  of  crimson  silk. 

With  an  exclamation  of  joy,  "  My  letters  !  my  letters  !'^ 
Flora  threw  herself  upon  them. 

"  You  are  free.  Flora,"  continued  Selma,  with  a  voice 
which  seemed  to  repress  the  agitation  of  her  mind.     "  St. 

Orme  resigns  you   sets  off"  soon  from  Stockholm   you 
are  free — be  happy,  be  happy  !" 

"  Selma,  what  do  you  say  ?"  exclaimed  Flora  ;  "  are  you, 
or  am  I  insane  p     How — what — how  have  you  known  ?" 

With  incoherent,  zealous  questionings  both  Flora  and  I 
surrounded  Selma.  But  she  answered  nothing ;  she  heard 
us  not.  She  lay  without  consciousness  on  the  floor,  her  hair 
and  her  dress  wet  through  with  rain. 

We  carried  her  to  her  bed,  but  our  efforts  to  recal  her  to 
consciousness  were  fruitless.  I  sent  with  all  speed  a  mes- 

senger to  my  stepmother,  and  another  also  to  our  family 
physician,  Doctor  L.  And  quickly  were  both  of  them  beside 
her  bed  ;  my  stepmother  with  a  countenance  as  pale,  almost 
a&  death-like,  as  that  of  her  beloved  daughter. 

After  a  vein  had  been  opened,  Selma  returned  to  life,  but 
not  to  consciousness.  She  was,  in  a  sorrowful  manner,  absent 
from  herself. 

The  clear  friendly  eyes  were  wild  and  staring,  and  seemed 
88  if  they  would  avoid  some  horrible  sight. 

She  drew  me  towards  her,  and  said  half  whispering : 
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"  Do  you  know,  it  was  horrible  !  I  met  him  just  as  I  came 
out  of   out  of  the  pit ;  and  he  looked  at  me  with  such 

terrible,  fliiming  eyes   " 
"  Wlio  looked  at  you  so,  my  sweet  Selma?"  asked  I. 
"  He   St.  Michael   you  know.     I  wished  to  fly  ;  but 

he  held  me  back,  and  marked  my  forehead  with  his  finger, 
because  I  had  been  with  the  bad  one  ;  and  since  then  it 
burns  within,  and  I  know  that  I  never  more  can  show  myself 
among  people.  They  all  look  at  me  with  such  terrified  looks 

  you  also   1  must  look  very  horrible  !" 
"You  are  ill,  Selma,  and  therefore  everybody  looks  so 

anxiously  at  you  ;  but  you  yourself  look  like  a  good  angel,  aa 

you  are." 
"  Yes,  you  say  so  ;  but  he  indeed  knew  better ;  he  who  saw 

me  there   he  would  have  killed  me,  would  have  run  his 
spear  into  my  heart,  if  I  had  not  fled.  Yes,  I  fled  from  him  ; 
but  I  felt  that  it  was  all  over  with  me ;  that  I  was  branded, 

and  the  whole  world  fled  before  me  as  I  fled   " 
"  You  must  not  talk  so  much  now,  Selma,  you  must  try  to 

sleep  " 
"  Sleep  ? — No,  I  shall  never  sleep  more.  It  burns  so  sadly 

here  !"  She  laid  her  hand  upon  her  forehead.  "  And  I  see 
everywhere  the  looks — the  looks  !  They  will  keep  me  awake 

till  doomsday.     No,  I  can  never  more  sleep  !" 
Whilst  I  listened  to  these  horrible  phantasies,  and  sought 

in  vain  after  their  cause.  Doctor  L.  explained  them  to  my 

stepmother  by  the  words  "  a  brain-fever,  a  mild  brain-fever." 
He  said  that  this  disease  was  very  prevalent  just  now,  and 
mostly  made  violent  attacks  without  any  ostensible  cause. 

"We  immediately  adopted  all  the  remedies  which  he  pre- 
scribed, and  which  are  useful  in  the  treatment  of  such  dis- 

eases. Selma's  head  was  raised  high  in  bed,  and  the  room 
was  made  dark  and  kept  still,  and  cold  applications  were  used 
for  the  burning  head.  As  I  was  engaged  with  attending  to 
all  this,  they  came  and  called  me  out.  In  the  ante-room  I 
found  Lennartson,  but  so  pale,  and  so  agitated,  as  I  had 
never  before  seen  liim. 

"Where,  where  is  Selma?"  asked  he,  hastily.  "What 
had  she  to  do  with  St.  Orme  ?     Who  sent  her  there  ?" 

"  You  do  not  suspect  Selma  of  anything  bad  or  iucorrect?" asked  I. 
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"  Her  ?  Impossible  !  But  I  suspect  others.  I  fear  that 
they  misuse  her  self-sacrificing,  aifectionate  heart." 
"How  and  where  did  you  meet  with  Selma  ?" 
"  I  went  to  seek  for  St.  Orme.  A  lady  wrapped  in  a  white 

shawl  came  at  that  moment  out  of  his  room.  Some  unman- 
nerly young  fellows  tried  to  unveil  her  ;  I  released  her  from 

them,  and  then  I  saw  that  she  trembled  ;  took  her  hand,  to 
lead  her  down,  and  then  I  recognised  her  as — Selma!  She 
tore  herself  from  me,  and  fled  so  hastily  that  I  could  not  say 
a  word  to  her — could  not  then  accompany  her — but  now  I 

must  know  why  she  was  there  ?" 
In  as  few  words  as  possible,  I  related  to  the  Baron  all  that 

had  occurred. 

We  now  saw  that  Selma,  impelled  by  a  sudden  impulse  to 
save  Flora,  and  to  prevent  a  meeting  between  St.  Orme  and 
Lennartson,  had  hastened  to  the  dwelling  of  the  first,  de- 

fended alone  by  her  enthusiasm  and  her  devoted  love.  But 
by  what  talisman  she  has  been  able  to  induce  St.  Orme  to 
give  up  the  treasure  which  he  has  so  long  kept  with  the 
iealous  grasp  of  the  dragon,  that  is  incomprehensible  to  us. 

Deeply  struck  was  Lennartson  when  he  was  made  ac- 

quainted with  Selma's  present  condition.  As  it  was  now 
very  late  in  the  evening,  he  was  obliged  to  go.  "  I  shall 
come  again  early  in  the  morning,"  said  he.  He  inquired  also 
after  Flora,  but  seemed  scarcely  to  hear  my  answer.  Oh  !  it 
is  ever  clearer  to  me  which  he  loves. 

The  20th,  in  the  Morning. 

Now  is  the  night  over,  but  what  a  night !  Selma  has  con- 
stant delirium.  The  same  phantasies  return,  although  under 

various  forms ;  and  well  did  I  now  understand  their  ground. 

Oh,  my  poor  young  sister  !  Towards  morning  she  desii'ed 
to  have  myrtle  and  flowers,  and  began  to  weave  a  garland, 

which  she  called  Flora's  bridal  wreath  ;  for  some  time  she 
kept  up  zealously,  but  at  times  her  feeble  hands  dropped 
down,  and  would  not  complete  the  work.  She  sang  also 
scraps  of  her  joyous  songs,  but  she  ended  none.  My  poor 
■stepmother  went  about  with  speechless  anxiety  in  her  eyes, 
and  seemed  to  ask  with  them,  "  How  is  it  ?  How  will  it 
be  ?"  Flora  is  gone  this  morning  to  her  sister,  after  having 
Bate  up  with  me  through  the  night.     1  have  now  written  ta 
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Brenner,  and   sliall   not  again  leave    my   Selnia's    chamber, wliore  1  write  this. 
In  the  Evening. 

All  remains  the  same.  Selma  continues  to  weave  her  gar- 
land, but  laments  that  it  never  will  be  ready  ;  in  the  intervals 

she  sings.  Doctor  L.  looks  troubled,  and  talks  of  cutting  oft 
her  hair — her  beautiful  hair ! 

Lennartson  has  been  here  several  times  to  inquire  after 
her.  They  laid  in  the  night  straw  before  the  house,  to  deaden 
the  sound  of  the  wheels.     That  was  Lennartson's  attention. 

Brenner  also  has  been  here,  but  I  did  not  see  him. 

The  21st. 

Another  night  of  inexpressible  disquiet  and  anguish ! 
Doctor  L.  does  not  think  that  she  can  live  through  the  day, 
if  a  happy  crisis  do  not  take  place. 

In  Sweden,  they  call  certain  nights  at  Midsummer  iron 
nights,  in  which  a  irost  spirit  appears  and  breathes  over  the 
flower-strewn  earth.  Often  then  is  killed  and  destroyed  in  a 
few  hours  the  hopes  of  years.  Then  is  the  heaven  clear,  the 
air  calm ;  and  when  the  sun  ascends,  the  corn-fields  shine 
with  the  finest  silver  attire — but  it  is  the  attire  of  death;  an 
icy  garment,  under  whose  covering  the  blooming  ears  are 
destroyed. 

In  human  life,  too,  occur  at  times  these  iron  nights.  Then 
die  the  young,  the  gay,  the  blooming ;  happy  souls,  if  tliey 
die  not  only  in  heart,  if  they  escape  being  left  alone  on  the 
earth  like  the  empty  ears  of  the  field,  without  sap  and  with- 

out the  power  of  life.  Selma !  thou  young,  tliou  good  one  ! 
I  can  scarcely  wish  that  thou  shouldst  live — for  ever  plainer 
hear  I  out  of  thy  wanderings  the  secret  of  thy  heart,  tliy 
silent  sufterings.     But  if  thou  goest  home,  how  desolate   

Later. 

Some  change  seems  to  be  taking  place  in  Selma  ;  she  raves 
still,  but  her  phantasies  assume  a  more  quiet  character.  She 
believes  now  that  she  shall  die,  and  has  called  to  me  several 

times  only  to  say,  "  When  I  am  dead,  remain  in  my  place 
with  my  mother  !     Love  her  !     She  is  so  good  !" 

Flora  was  liere  only  for  a  moment ;  she  cannot  bear  to  see 
and  hear  Selma ;  and  is  for  the  most  part  with  her  sister. 
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In  the  Evening. 

Oil,  now  one  hour  of  hope  !     May  it  not  deceive  us  ! 
In  the  afternoon,  Sehna  called  to  me  and  said : 

"  Now  I  am  dead,  Sophia !  Tou  see  plainly  that  I  lie  in 
my  grave  ;  and  it  is  good  to  be  there  too,  if  I  only  find  rest, 
if  I  only  can  sleep.  Used  they  to  sleep  in  graves  ?  To  sleep 
and  forget — till  they  awoke  with  Grod.  I  wonder  why  I 
cannot  sleep  like  the  rest ! — ah  yes,  I  know,  I  know — it  ia 

his  glance !     Have  you  seen  him  ?" 
"  Seen  whom,  my  sweet  Selma  ?" 
"  St.  Michael !  It  is  his  flaming  glance  which  burnt  me, 

which  keeps  me  awake  in  the  grave.  But  I  know  likewise, 
that  when  I  can  once  see  him  in  the  light,  above  the  clouds, 
then  will  he  regard  me  quite  otherwise.  I  know  that  all 
here  which  is  bad,  happens  only  because  it  is  so  dark  upon 

earth  ;  that  one  cannot  see  all  as  it  is  in  its  truth." 
A  sudden  thought  with  this  occurred  to  me,  and  whilst  I 

endeavoured  to  chime  in  with  her  ideas,  I  said  that  I  had 
seen  him  of  whom  she  spoke ;  he  had  no  suspicion  of  her, 
but  would  gladly  look  in  light  and  love  upon  her. 

"  If  I  could  believe  that,"  said  Selma,  with  a  look  of  me- 
lancholy joy,  "  then  I  should  be  easier.  If  he  will  let  a  look 

of  blessing  fall  upon  my  grave,  then  it  would  press  through 
the  earth,  and  down  into  my  coffin,  and  the  torments  would 
then  cease,  and  I  should  be  able  to  slumber  in  peace.  But 

tell  nobody  in  the  world,"  continued  she  vehemently — "  tell 
nobody  that  I  have  loved  him.  Say  to  everybody,  '  She  has 
loved  no  one,  excepting  her  father,  her  mother,  her  friend 

llora,  and  her  sister  Sophia.'  And  do  not  tell  Flora  that 
Selma  died  for  her ! — Tell  her  that  I  was  stung  by  a  snake, 
and  of  that  I  became  ill,  mortally  ill." 

Whilst  Selma  talked  thus  with  loud  ringing  voice,  and 
fever  buriiing  upon  her  cheeks,  a  light  movement  took  place 
in  the  chamber ;  and  as  I  looked  in  its  direction,  I  perceived 

Lennartson  and  Flora  standing  behind  Selma's  bed's-head. 
They  seemed  to  have  heard  all ;  he  held  his  hands  pressed 
against  his  breast,  and  seemed  to  breathe  with  difficulty. 
According  to  the  prescription  of  the  physician,  Selma  was 
raised  high  in  the  bed,  in  a  half-sitting  posture,  her  beautiful 
hair  falling  down  in  waves  ;  over  her  head  she  had  thrown  the 
half- finished  garland,  which  she  had  bound  for  Flora;  it  waa 
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the  beloved  pre}'  which  the  dark  ravager  approached  to  em- 
brace ;  it  was  the  sylph,  who  had  lost  lier  wings,  but  now 

Btiftening  in  death,  could  not  lose  her  beauty. 
Dark  fancies  seemed  again  to  ascend  in  her. 

"  No,  no  !"  exclaimed  she,  with  supplicating  outstretched 
hands,  "  thrust  me  not  down  into  this  dark  depth  1  I  desire 

notliing  base  !     Help,  Lennartson  !" And  in  the  same  moment  Lennartson  stood  before  her, 
clasped  her  extended  hands  between  his,  and  said  with  an 
indescribable  expression  of  love  : 

"  What  fears  Selma  ?  Lennartson  is  here.  In  life  and  in 
death  will  he  defend  thee !  Look  at  me,  Selma,  and  trust  in 

me!" She  looked  at  him  at  first  with  a  timid,  astonished  glance ; 
but  this  soon  changed  itself  tlirough  the  powers  wliich  pro- 

ceeded from  Lennartson's  glorious  beaming  eves.  He  seated 
himself  on  the  edge  of  her  bed,  and  continued  to  look  at  her 
quietly  and  steadfostly  ;  and,  wonderful !  during  this  gaze, 
the  excitement  passed  away  from  hers,  and  the  loving  and 
clear  expression  returned.  She  spoke  no  word,  but  it  was  as 

if  her  being's  liitherto  unexpressed,  fettered  harmony  now- 
poured  itself  forth  in  silent  streams,  and  united  them  and 
made  them  happy.  Over  the  countenance  of  the  poor  invalid 
the  expression  of  unspeakable  peace  diffused  itself  more  and 
more,  the  weary  eyelids  sank,  and  she  softly  slept.  Long 
sate  Lennartson  still,  with  liis  gaze  fixed  upon  the  slumber- 

ous countenance  ;  but  my  stepmother's  mute  signs  com- 
pelled him  at  length  to  retire.  She  silently  extended  her  arms 

to  him  ;  he  clasped  her  in  his,  leaned  upon  her  shoulder, 
and  deep  sighs  laboured  forth  from  his  breast. 

Flora  had  vanished,  but  none  of  us  had  observed  when  she 
went. 

All  is  still  ;  so  still  in  the  house ;  they  know  that  the 
beloved  daughter  of  the  house  sleeps  an  important  sleep. 
The  Philosopher  looks  gloomy  in  the  highest  degree.  He 

said  to  me  yesterday  in  his  unearthly  voice,  "  If  Miss  Selma 
dies,  then  it  is  not  worth  while  to  live."  Then  is  the  sun- 

shine gone  from  the  world. 
The  22nd. 

The  house  will  not  lose  its  joyful  sunshine.     The  crisis  ia 
ours,  and  Selma  is  out  of  danger  !     We  thank  God  ;  we  con- 
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gratulate  one  another ;  and  yet,  and  yet,  we  cannot  entirely 
rejoice.  Life,  which  again  opens  itself  for  Selma,  does  not 
appear  joyous.  Lately,  whilst  Selma  yet  slept,  I  found  my 
stepmother  with  an  open  letter  in  her  hand,  and  with  an  ex- 

pression of  deep  dejection  in  her  countenance.  It  seemed  to 
nie  that  she  had  suddenly  become  several  years  older. 

"  She  sleeps  yet !"  said  I  with  animation ;  "  I  think  that  she 
breathes  easier  and  freer." 

"May  that  be  as  Grod  pleases!"  replied  my  stepmother, 
quietly,  and  almost  spiritless  ;  "  I  dare  scarcely  wish  to  keep 
her.  There  is  so  much  which  hereafter  may  make  life  dark 
to  her — that  I  see  now.  Flora  will  marry  the  man  whom  of 
all  others  is  most  suitable  for  my  Selma,  and  the  only  one 
whom  she  has  loved,  whom  I  have  seriously  wished  to  call 
my  son.  St.  Orme  is  gone,  and  has  sent  me  a  letter,  which 
confirms  all  that  I  have  dreaded  for  some  time.  He  has  the 

whole  winter  long  borrowed  from  me,  now  large  sums  of 
money,  and  now  small,  which  he  always  promised  to  repay, 
and  never  has  repaid,  and  which  I  have  been  good-natured 
enough,  or  rather  weak  enough,  to  lend  upon  his  bare  word, 
without  any  written  obligation.  And  now  he  is  gone,  and 

writes  merely  short  and  negligent,  that  '  he  will  on  the  first 
possibility  repay  me,  and  so  on.'  But  I  know  what  that 
means  ;  he  will  never  repay  me,  and  I,  who  lent  to  him  far 
beyond  my  means,  and  therefore  have  been  myself  obliged  to 
borrow  from  others,  am  drawn  into  infinite  trouble  !  I  have 
not  deserved  it  from  St.  Orme !  But  this  would  not  make 

me  so  uneasy  if  it  only  concerned  myself.  But  it  is  bitter  to 
me  that  my  good  lovely  girl  will  be  obliged  to  live  in  want 
and  self-denial.  No  !  in  that  case  she  had  better  go  to  our 
Lord,  if  such  be  His  will ; — to  be  sure  then  I  should  be  very 

solitary,  very  forlorn  in  my  old  days."  Large  tears  rolled 
down  the  pale  cheeks  of  my  stepmother,  and  she  wiped  them 
quietly  away  with  the  corner  of  her  silk  shawl.  This  rent  my 
very  heart,  and  at  the  feet  of  my  stepmother  I  conjured  her 
to  consider  all  that  which  I  possessed  as  her  own,  and  to  let 

me  have  a  daughter's  right  in  her  heart ;  I  would,  if  Selma 
died,  never  leave  her. 

She  thanked,  she  embraced  me,  but  seemed  to  find  little 

consolation  in  that  which  I  offered  her.  Selma's  re-awaking 
to  life  made  all  trouble  for  a  moment  retreat,  and  joy  alone 
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bear  sway,  but  the  bird  of  night  soon  showed  itself  again. 
The  Philosopher  looks  happy,  and  easts  such  bright  glances 
at  me  that  I  cannot  help  answering  them  kindly. 

The  24th. 

The  Viking  also,  tlie  honest,  warm-hearted  Wilhelm 
Brenner  also,  is  deceived  and  almost  ruined  by  St.  Orme. 

And  his  children  !  My  heart  bleeds  for  him,  and  feels  it 
hard  that  he  no  longer  comes  here.  Lennartson  has  been 

here  every  day,  happy  in  the  happy  change  in  Selma's  illness, 
but  he  has  not  desired  to  see  her.  He  is  now  deeply  troubled 

about  Brenner's  misfortunes,  which  he,  however,  bears  with 
manly  fortitude.  Lennartson  has  in  a  brotherly  manner 
ottered  him  his  assistance.  But  Brenner  has  refused  it ;  he 

is  certain  that  in  a  few  years'  time  he  shall  be  able  to  help 
himself.  "  But  this  I  say  to  thee,  brother."  continued  he, 
with  melancholy  cheerfulness,  to  Lennartson,  "  that  if  our 
Lord  calls  me  to  His  army  above,  before  I  here  have  gained 
firm  footing  and  position  on  earth  for  me  and  mine,  I  then 

shall  leave  thee  a  legacv." 
"  Oh  !  what  ?"  asked  he. 

"My  children!" 
A  silent  shake  of  the  hands  followed ;  thus  do  noble 

minds  understand  each  other. 

But  these  words  have  made  me  weep.  For  to  me  the 
Viking  gives  nothing  in  his  will.  He  does  not  love  me  suf- 

ficiently for  that. 
In  the  middle  of  May  he  sails  to  the  Mediterranean. 

The  26th. 

Deeply  affected  by  the  state  and  the  depressed  appearance 
of  my  stepmother,  I  asked  her  to-day  why  she  did  not  confide 
her  aftairs  to  her  half-brother.  He  would  certainly  be  able 
as  well  to  counsel  as  to  assist  her.  But  with  a  kind  of  horror 

she  repelled  this.  "  No !  no  !"  exclaimed  she,  "  it  would  not 
do!  It  would  serve  no  purpose."  I  was  astonished;  I 
thought  that  it  would  have  helped  greatly ;  never  could  the 
Chamberlain  find  a  better  0]iportunity  than  now,  of  gratify- 

ing his  so  often-talked-about  passion  for  doing  good  in  silence. 

"  Yes,  I  know  what  he  would  say,"  said  my  stepmother, 
sighing;  still  verv  much  troubled  about  a  considerable  sum 
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wliicli  she  should,  have  to  pay  in  a  few  days,  she  resolved  at 
length  in  the  evening  to  send  to  her  brother.  He  came,  and 

seemed  considerably  embarrassed  about  that  ■which  was  con- 
fided to  him-.  At  last  he  counselled  his  sister  to  give  up  her 

establishment,  and  make  herself  a  lanlcrupt  !  This  would  be 
the  best  mode  of  sa\ing  herself.  AVith  an  indignation,  and  a 
high-mindedness,  which  won  for  her  my  entire  love,  my  step- 

mother rejected  this  proposal ;  "  rather  would  she  live  ou 
bread  and  water,  and  try  the  uttermost,  than  that  anybody 

should  suffer  by  her."  The  Chamberlain  declared  that  "  this 
mode  of  thinking  was  very  beautiful,  very  respectable ;  but 

besought  her  to  make  use  of  her  reason,  and  so  on."  My 
stepmother  would  hear  nothing  of  that ;  her  brother  had  no 
other  advice  to  give,  and  cast  a  glance  at  me,  after  which  he 

hastily  went  jesting  about  my  "  Jupiter-mien,"  and  pretend- 
ing some  important  business.  My  warm  heartfelt  approba- 

tion of  my  stepmother's  mode  of  thinking  and.  acting  seemed to  console  and  cheer  her. 
The  29th. 

A  lovely,  warm  day,  which  Selma's  convalescence  made  the 
more  beautiful  to  us.  The  quiet  seriousness  which  now 
pervades  her  being,  prevents  her  not  from  receiving  with 
thankful  joy  every  little  gift  which  life  and  friendship  offer  to 
her.  My  stepmother  endeavours  to  conceal  her  secret  dis- 

quiet and  her  trouble,  but  is  often  near  betraying  them.  At 
my  request  she  has  now  confided  them  to  Lennartson,  who 

seems  to  be  selected,  to  be  everybody's  helper. How  matters  now  stand  between  Lennartson  and  Flora  I 

cannot  rightly  understand.  Yesterday  I  found  them  together 
in  the  drawing-room,  he  with  his  arm  around  her  waist,  she 
with  her  hand  leaning  on  his  shoulder ; — before  them,  upon 
the  table,  lay  the  crimson  little  bag,  the  object  of  so  much  tor- 

ment and  confusion.  Serious  and  tender  words  seemed  to 

have  been  spoke  by  Lennartson ;  Flora  was  deeply  excited ; 
but  it  seemed  to  me  that  neither  of  them  were  happy.  Flora 
has  been  here  and  with  Selma,  but  only  for  a  short  time,  and 
continues  to  be  a  riddle  to  me.  She  has  just  now  written  me 
a  few  words,  the  meaning  of  which  is,  that  since  she  was  easy 

with  regard  to  Selma's  health,  she  would  accompany  her  sister 
on  a  pleasure  journey  to  Svartsjo,  to  hear  the  nightingales 

sing ;  but  that  o "  the  3rd.  of  May  she  should  again  be  here. o 
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Flora  journeys  and  aumses  herself,  and  leaves  the  friend 

■who  has  sacrificed  all  for  her  to  her  silent  pain.  Her  brother 
also,  at  this  moment,  might  have  some  claim  upon  her  care 
and  companionship  ;  his  health  is  very  uncertain,  and  he  has 
been  ordered  in  the  spring  to  travel  abroad,  and  to  make  use 
of  one  of  the  warm  baths  of  Germany.  But  amid  all  the 
troubles  which  her  connexions  sufler,  Flora  thinks  only  of 
amusing  herself  and  listening  to  the  songs  of  the  nightingales. 
What  deep  egotism  !  But  I  will  not  condemn  her  yet. 
Perhaps  she  goes  to  the  quiet  parks  of  Svartsjo  to  listen 
there  in  peace  to  the  inner  voice. 

The  30th. 

To-day  Selma  was  so  well,  that  I  could  desire  from  her 
some  account  of  her  meeting  with  St.  Orme,  and  by  what 
magic  art  she  obtained  from  him  in  a  moment  the  weapons 
which  he  had  so  long  held,  and  nullified  the  victory  which 
he  had  just  won.  The  little  which  Selma  told  me  on  this 
subject,  and  which  I  could  not  wish  to  pursue  further,  from 
the  dread  that  she  might  tliereby  be  too  much  excited,  has 
enabled  me,  on  consideration  of  every  circmnstance,  to  form 
into  the  following  picture  : 

At  the  moment  when  Flora  seemed  sunk  in  a  bottomless 

pit  without  redemption,  Selma  felt  herself  animated  by  a 
courage  and  a  wish  to  save  her,  which  were  powerful  enough 
to  dety  everything.  The  fear  of  coming  too  late  to  prevent 
the  meeting  between  Lennartson  and  St.  Orme,  the  feeling 
of  a  danger  which  pressed  on  many  sides,  made  her  almost 
unconsciously  follow  upon  his  steps.  She  scarcely  herself 
knew  what  she  was  about  when  she  fo\ind  herself  at  St. 

Orrae's  door  ;  and  the  singular  reception  which  she  had  from 
him  can  only  be  explained  by  an  extraordinary  state  of  mind 
in  himself. 

St.  Orme  had  left  the  bride  whom  he  had  fettered  with 

power  and  craft,  had  left  her  with  apparent  coldness  and 
exultation  of  victory.  But  no  man  remains  cold  before  the 
frenzy  of  a  woman  who  has  once  had  a  place  in  his  heart. 
Nor  was  St.  Orme  calm  when  he  left  Flora.  The  tempest 
of  that  hour  shook  its  wings,  foreboding  misfortune  over 
him,  and  through  the  power  of  contrast  awoke  perhaps  at 
this  moment  the  remembrance  of  a  very  different  kind.  It 
was  exactly  this  very  day  when  St.  Orme,  so  many  years  ago, 
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led  to  the  altar  tlie  lovely  and  noble  Virginia  Adelan,  liiir 
only  noble,  bis  only  pure  love. 

And  now  they  stood  there  beside  each  other — the  two 
different  points  of  time — the  two  dissimilar  brides.  In  fancy 
came  to  him  Virginia's  bashful  kiss  on  this  day ;  he  felt  now 
that  which,  like  the  flame  of  hatred,  lay  burning  from  Flora's 
lips ;  and  his  mind  turned  itself  from  her,  and  was  irresistibly 
drawn  to  the  lovely  young  wife  that  once  was  his.  He 
thought  on  her  beautiful  love,  how  this  still  was  his  in  her 
hour  of  death ;  perhaps  he  remembered,  also,  how  he  then 
in  mysticising  sorrow  had  besought  her  forgiveness,  and  had 
prayed  her  to  reveal  herself  to  him  after  death,  and  how  she 
had  promised  it.  Perhaps  St.  Orme  wished  to  remove  these 
thoughts,  and  to  call  up  others  from  the  Opera-foyers  and 
Parisian  boudoirs, — but  between  these  glittering,  dazzling 
scenes,  rose  up  again  and  again  the  image  of  his  pale  young 
wife,  as  he  had  seen  her  in  her  white  robe  of  death,  and  a 
horrible  feeling — like  a  wind  from  death,  from  the  grave — 

crept  through  St.  Orme's  breast. 
He  sate  silently  in  his  room,  depressed  and  full  of  thought, 

looking  darkly  forth  into  the  gathering  of  twilight,  when  the 
door  slowly  opened,  and  a  female  figure,  clothed  in  white 
from  head  to  foot,  presented  itself  before  him. 

St.  Orme  started  up,  but  staggered  and  sunk  backward  on 
the  sofa,  hoarsely  stammering  forth  : 

"Virginia!" 
"  Virginia  speaks  to  thee  through  me,"  replied  the  sweet 

voice  of  Selma.  "  St.  Orme,  hear  us !"  Ajid  now  words 
flowed  from  her  lips,  which  she  herself  cannot  remember,  and 
with  which  a  higher  power  seemed  to  inspire  her.  The  ex- 

citement of  the  moment  had  opened  St.  Orme's  heart ;  the 
recollection  of  Virginia,  the  prayer  in  her  name,  the  interest 
which  he  always  had  towards  Selma,  the  singularity  of  her 
act,  the  deep  earnestness  which  lay  in  her  representations, 
the  speaking  of  life  and  death  from  such  young,  lovely  lips — 
all  this  made  bis  mind  waver,  and  inclined  him  to  listen  to 

Selma' s  prayer  for  the  liberation  of  Plora.  Selma  saw  him 
waver,  but  thought  also  that  she  saw  the  moment  when  he 
would  cease  to  do  so,  when  he  would  harden  himself  against 
her  prayers — and  suddenly  she  dropped  the  tone  of  beseech- 

ing, to  show  to  him,  in  an  almost  threatening  tone,  the  cer« o2 



196  A  DIARY. 

tain  consequences  to  himself  if  tie  persisted  in  his  proposal ; 

she  told  him  Flora's  words,  and  determination  for  the  future  ; 
she  showed  to  him  Leunartson,  Brenner,  and  even  Felix,  who 

were  ready  with  arms  in  their  hands  to  assert  Flora's  free- 
dom ;  she  showed  to  him  dauber,  death,  and  ruin  in  every 

way,  like  the  furies  who  would  stand  in  his  path,  and  St. 
Orme — shuddered. 

It  is  the  established  rule  in  modern  romance  literature  to 

represent  bad  people  or  villains  in  an  especial  manner  as 
strong  and  powerful  men.  But  in  real  life  we  see  it  other- 

wise. Then  we  see  that  it  is,  above  all,  the  upright,  the 
noble  man  who  is  strong  and  mighty — who  with  his  will  and 
his  faith  stands  firm  to  death.  The  base,  the  mean  mind  may 
for  a  time  appear  strong  and  insolent ;  but  in  the  hour  of 
certain  danger,  a  sudden  outbreak  of  irresolution  or  cowardice 
proves  that  he  bears  a  terrified  heart  in  his  breast,  that  he 
knows  he  stands  upon  trembling  ground. 

What  passed  at  this  moment  in  St.  Orme's  breast  I  cannot 
say,  nor  yet  decide  which  part  of  Selma's  words  exercised  the 
greatest  power  over  him ;  but  certain  is  it  that  he  now  felt 
the  necessity  of  submitting  to  her  demands  ;  and  looking 
gloomily  before  him,  and  murmuring  the  words  of  the  unfor- 

tunate Philip  Egalite  upon  the  guillotine,  "  One  hell  is  as 
good  as  another!"  went  to  his  writing-desk,  and  took  thence 
the  crimson  bag  containing  Flora's  letters.  He  gave  them 
to  Selma,  with  these  words  : 

"  Tou  are  the  sister  of  my  Virginia,  Selma  ;  and  for  your 
sake  I  will  voluntarily  abstain  from  tliat,  from  which  no  other 
power  should  make  me  abstain.  Tell  Flora  that  she  is  free 
— my  presence  here  shall  not  long  oppress  her ;  I  shall  set 
off  the  day  after  to-morrow.  You  can  go  now ;  you  have 

obtained  your  object,  and  may  be  glad." 
Selma  wished  to  thank  him  ;  but  he  interrupted  her  with 

severity,  almost  with  rudeness,  and  prayed  her  to  spare  him 
her  sentimental  talk,  and  to  go  her  way. 

Selma  moved  away  afraid,  but  still  at  the  door  she  turned 
herself,  with  these  words  : 

"  Oh,  St.  Orme !  though  you  do  say  so,  yet  I  will  bless 
you !"  She  heard  St.  Orme  whistling,  and  hastened  down 
the  stairs  ;  here  she  met — what  1  have  already  indicated,  and 
which  was  too  much  for  so  fine  feeling  and  pure  a  nature  to 
bear. 
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After  Selma  bad  told  me  what  I  wished  to  know,  she  be- 
sought me  with  deeply  crimsoning  blushes  to  tell  her  Len- 

nartson's  behaviour  to  her  during  her  illness,  of  which  she 
had  only  a  dark  comprehension.  I  told  her  all ;  and  an  un- 

speakably inward  gladness  shone  hereupon  in  her  eyes,  and 
expressed  itself  in  grateful  tears.  She  felt  herself  beloved  by 
him — she  knew  that  she  stood  bright  and  pure  before  his 
glance.     That  was  bliss  enough  for  her. 

The  1st  of  May,  forenoon. 

The  Lady-Councillors-of-Commerce  !  And  so  stuffed  out 
with  gossip,  that  it  stood  up  to  the  throat  and  out  at  the 

mouth.  The  report  of  Flora's  marriage,  not  with  St.  Orme, 
but  with  Lennartson,  was  the  chief  subject ;  the  great  ball 
which  was  to  be  given  the  day  after  to-morrow  at  the  castle, 
was  the  next ;  the  walks  in  the  parks  in  the  afternoons  and 
the  beautiful  new  equipages,  which  were  then  to  be  seen,  was 

the  third  ;  and  the  fourth  was  Brenner's  loss  of  all  his  accu- 
mulated property,  together  with  his  voyage  to  the  Mediter- 

ranean, and  his  long  absence.  They  knew  precisely  how  it 
would  go  on  with  his  domestic  affairs  during  his  absence,  and 
had  many  anxieties  on  the  subject.  The  oldest  boy  ought  to 
go  to  the  orphan-school ;  and  to  look  after  and  care  for  the 
other  children,  Brenner  had  taken  into  his  house  one  Mrs. 

TroUmau,  a  "  decent"  person  enough,  but  a  right  coffee- 
bibber,  who  made  coffee  day  and  night,  and  was  the  veriest 
gossip  in  the  world.  And  with  regard  to  housekeeping,  one 
could  very  well  imagine  how  that  would  go,  when  we  know 

that  during  the  late  Trollmau's  life  they  had  never  baked  at 
home,  but  had  had  all  their  bread  from  a  bakehouse,  and  yet 
they  had  four  children  and  two  maid-servants  in  the  house  ! ! 
One  could  think  how  it  would  be.  It  would  be  a  foolish 

business.  It  really  was  incomprehensible  how  Captain 
Brenner  could  take  such  a  persou  into  his  house ;  but  she 
had  hung  herself  in  fact  upon  him,  by  being,  while  the  chil- 

dren were  ill,  so  obliging  as  a  neighbour,  aud  so  good  to  them, 
"  Have  the  children  been  ill  ?"  exclaimed  I. 

"  Yes  ;  they  have  had  the  scarlet  fever,  poor  little  things  ; 
and  the  two  youngest  are  even  now  very  ill,  especially  the 

lame  boy.     Now,  it  would  be  well  if  our  Lord  took  him." 
"  The  poor  father !"  sighed  I. 
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"  Yes,  poor  fellow !"  repeated  Miss  P.,  "  aud  that  he  is 
now  obliged  to  set  oif  from  his  home  in  this  misery.  And 
then  he  looks  too  as  if  he  had  not  been  once  but  twice 

buried!" 
"  But  tell  me  now,  in  confidence,  my  sweet  young  lady," 

whispered  the  married  sister  confidentially,  "  when  will  the 
great,  the  extraordinary  betrotlial  here  be  made  known?" 

I  declared  my  perfect  ignorance  respecting  it. 

"  The  sooner,"  continued  she,  "  the  better  will  it  be  for 
Flora,  to  silence  all  gossiping  tongues,  that  declare  that 
perhaps  things  do  not  hang  together.  There  was  at  one  time 
a  strange  report  in  circulation.  And  people  seem  so  little 
satisfied — inquisitive  people — and  who  thought  that  I  ought 
to  know  a  little  of  what  went  on  here  in  the  house  where  I 

am  so  intimate,  and  where  I,  as  I  said,  loved  every  chair ;  yes, 
people  actually  reproach  me  because   I  am  not  better  in- 
tbnued   but  I  have,  unfortunately,  so  little  curiosity  in 

me  !  But  as  regards  this  aff'air,  I  must  confess  that  I  will- 
ingly would  know  a  little  more  for  Flora's  and  my  good 

friend  INIrs.  Adelan's  sake." 
If  the  lady  was  unfortunately  so  little  curious,  I  also  was 

as  little  communicative ;  aud  to  say  the  truth,  that  which  I 
had  heard  of  Brenner  made  me  incapable  of  hearing  or  talk- 

ing of  other  thinjis. 
I  wonder  whether  Brenner  will  see  me  before  his  journey. 

The  3rd  of  May. 

To-day  Selma,  for  the  first  time,  was  able  to  enjoy  the 
animating  air  of  spring,  which  breathed  softly  through  the 

open  window  into  my  stepmother's  boudoir. 
A  lark  soared  jubilantly  over  the  river  up  into  the  high  blue 

air;  white  sails  glided  slowly  hither  from  the  Eiddarfjard, 
and  the  mountains  and  the  shores  clothed  themselves  in 
green.  Selma  saw  all  this  and  smiled,  with  tears  in  her 

beaming  eyes.  "  How  lovely  this  is  !"  said  she  ;  "  how  good 
and  beautiful  is  life  !" 

She  extended  her  hands  to  my  stepmother  and  me,  who 
?ate  on  either  side  of  her,  and  looking  observantly  upon  us, 

she  continued,  softly  smilins:,  "  AVhy  so  grave  ? — why  so 
solemn,  as  if  the  conversation  were  about  my  funeral.  Now 

1  am  well ;  now  it  is  spring  ;  now  we  shall  be  happy !" 
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My  stepmother  rose  up  hastily,  and  wished  to  go,  that  she 
might  conceal  her  emotion ;  but  Selma  held  her  back  by  her 
dress,  and  exclaimed  whilst  she  wound  her  arms  round  her  : 

"  No,  mamma,  dear !  do  not  go  !  !N^ow  we  can  speak  openly  ; now  I  can  hear  all ;  now  I  must  know  what  it  is  which  makes 
those  who  are  dear  to  me  look  so  anxious.  And  perhaps  it  is 
nothing  unexpected  by  me  ;  perhaps  I  forebode  already  what 
it  is.  Tell  me — tell  me  plainly  at  once,  has  St.  Orme  de- 

ceived us  ?  Are  our  affairs  in  a  bad  condition ;  in  one  word 

■ — are  we  poor  ?" 
"  Yes,  we  are  poor,  my  sweet  child  !"  said  my  stepmother, 

now  sobbing  aloud ;  and  bending  over  the  head  of  her 
daughter,  whose  hair  and  brow  were  wet  with  her  tears — she 
could  say  no  more. 

"  But  we  are  not  poor  in  love,"  returned  Selma.  "  Then 
it  is  not  so  dangerous  ;  I  have  my  mother  and  my  mother  has 

me,  and  we  both  have  Sophia — we  are  still  rich  !" 
"And  we  have  also  Lennartson,"  said  I ;  and  added  some words  on  the  manner  in  which  he  had  behaved  in  the  affair. 

"It  is  so  like  him,"  said  Selma,  with  deep,  almost  quiet emotion. 

When  we  had  become  calmer,  we  talked  quietly  and  cheer- 
fully of  our  condition.  Selma  was  one  of  those  who  makes  all 

things  easy,  and  proved  to  her  mother,  that  by  the  sale  of  all 
her  ornaments  and  her  own  beautiful  collection  of  pictures 
all  debts  could  be  paid,  and  something  remain  also  over. 
Selma  had  evidently  a  clearer  idea  of  the  condition  of  the 

family  than  her  mother.  "And,"  continued  she  with  cheer- 
ful courage,  "  after  we  have  made  all  things  straight  here 

in  Stockholm,  we  will  retire  to  some  pretty  country  town, 
and  settle  down  there  and  live  economically.  And  I  also  will 
do  somethiog  for  food  and  clothing,  and  not  merely,  as 
hitherto,  live  like  the  lilies  of  the  field.  I  will  teach  people 
desirous  of  learning,  some  of  my  many  accomplishments,  or 

translate  books,  or  write  books  myself  "Who  knows  what 
inspirations  may  come  ?  And  Sophia  shall  be  my  reviewer. 

Oh !  we  shall  do  great  things  !" 
"  Oh  !  if  the  sylph  will  only  dance  before  us  as  hitherto," 

said  I,  "  then  I  fear  nothing  in  the  world." 
My  stepmother  wept  no  longer.  Consoled  and  cheered,  she 

embraced  her  daughters,  and  thanked  God  for  them. 
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The  Philosoplier  announced  "  Baron  Lennartson." 
Selma  turned  pale,  and  arose  evidently  trembling.  I  asked 

if  she  would  go  into  her  chamber  and  rest  for  a  moment. 

"  jSTo,"  replied  she,  "  I  feel  myself  strong  enough  to  see 
him.     Besides,  my  mother  and  my  Sophia  are  with  me." 

Lennartson  went  up  to  Selma  with  an  exclamation  of  joy- 
ful surprise  as  he  saw  her.  She  offered  to  him  her  hand, 

which  he  seized  with  animation,  but  both  were  so  much 

excit-ed,  as  to  be  unable  to  say  anything  for  some  time. 
Selma  first  broke  silence,  as  she  said  with  a  tolerably  firm 
voice : 

"  We  have  all  of  us  so  much,  so  infinitely  much,  to  thank 
you  for.  How  good  you  are,  to  stand  by  us  even  in  this 

trouble!" 
We  now  came  to  Selma's  help,  and  related  to  Lennartson 

that  of  which  we  had  just  been  speaking.  Lennartson 
seemed  pleased  to  be  able  to  speak  openly  with  Selma  of  the 

condition  of  aff"airs,  and  showed  to  her  a  statement  which  he 
had  drawn  up  on  paper ;  and  by  which  it  appeared,  that 
things  were  much  better  than  they  at  first  had  supposed. 

WTien  Selma  cheerfully  spoke  of  selling  her  own  pictures, 
Lennartson  seemed  aftected,  for  he  knew  well  how  dear  and 
precious  they  were  to  her,  even  for  his  sake  who  had  collected 
and  given  them  to  her,  her  beloved  father ;  but  he  confessed 
that  by  this  sale  the  alFairs  of  the  family  would  be  most 
safely  and  most  speedily  rectified,  and  said  he  knew  a  safe 
purchaser.  (I  am  much  deceived  if  this  purchaser  be  not — 
the  Baron  himself.) 

For  the  rest,  he  besought  my  stepmother  and  Selma  to  be 
calm,  and  to  leave  all  in  his  hands,  he  would  endeavour  to 
arrange  all  for  the  best. 

As  he  was  about  to  go,  it  seemed  to  him  difficult.  He 

held  Selma's  hand  at  parting  long  in  his,  and  seemed  to  wish 
to  say  something,  but  his  eyes  only  spoke  a  silent  and  ex- 

pressive language  ;  at  length  he  pressed  her  hand  reveren- 
tially to  his  lips,  bowed  himself  deeply  before  her,  and  went. 

And  Selma !  she  stood  there  so  quiet ;  so  beautiful  in  her 
womanly  nobility,  happy  in  the  midst  of  her  misfortune,  to 
feel  her  own  worth  and  to  see  it  acknowledged  by  such  a 
man,  and  this  raised  her  at  this  moment  above  all  embarrass- 
meut,  above  all  pain.    Neither  did  she  droop  her  eyes  before 
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Kis  ■warm,  eloquent  glance,  but  met  it  in  clearness  and  in- wardness. She  was  not  ashamed  to  let  him  look  down  into 
the  depth  of  her  soul,  slie  knew  that  he  was  great  enough  to 
see  the  feelings  that  lived  therein  for  him,  without  misunder- 

standing her,  without  moving  out  of  his  way.  They  stood 
there,  f'.ill  of  heavenly  coufideuce  in  each  other. 

But  the  scenes  of  ttiis  afternoon  had,  however,  been  too 

much  for  Selma's  yet  weak  bodily  strength.  "When  Lennart- son  was  gone,  her  outward  fortitude  was  gone  too,  and  she 
sank  almost  fainting  into  my  arras.  Perhaps  she  recognised, 

as  I  did,  in  Lennartson's  silent  adieu,  something  of  a  par- 
ticular meaning ;  perhaps  it  is  true,  as  reports  have  circu- 

lated, that  he  this  evening  at  the  Castle  will  make  his  ap- 

pearance as  Flora's  betrothed,  and  receive  the  congratula- 
tions of  royalty,  and  of  the  whole  world.  Selma  asked  me 

as  she  went  to  bed,  if  I  knew  anything  of  Flora. 
I  replied  that  I  had  heard  that  she  had  returned  on  that 

day  from  her  Svartsjo  expedition,  and  would  with  her  sister 
be  present  at  the  Castle.  I  could  not  help  adding  a  few 
grave  words  of  blame  respecting  Flora. 

"  Oh !"  sighed  Selma,  "  truly  it  is  strange,  and  I  do  not 
understand  her ;  but  aU  will  some  day  be  clear,  and  Flora 

also.  I  have  loved  her  so  much  1"  And  with  this  Selma  began 
to  weep  bitterly. 

I  left  my  stepmother,  who  read  aloud  to  Selma  by  the 
evening  lamp,  and  went  up  to  my  room,  longing  to  be  left 
alone  with  my  own  thoughts.  And  now  here  sit  I  alone 
with  them,  and  have  written  down  the  foregoing,  amid  the 
dull  rattle  of  carriages  which  roll  upwards  from  the  North- 
bridge  to  the  Castle.  Now  it  is  midnight,  and  all  has  be- 

come still  in  the  streets.  From  the  Castle  windows,  towards 
the  Lion  Hill,  shine  orange-coloured  lights  through  the 
dusky  May  night ;  there  lie  the  great  state-rooms ;  and 
when  I  think  on  the  different  scenes  there  and  here — when  I 
think  of  Flora,  glittering  in  joy  and  beauty,  saluted  and 
honoured  as  the  bride  of  Lennartson,  whilst  she  forgets  her 
nearest  connexions  in  their  trouble,  leaves  her  friend  and 

her  preserver  to  a  life  full  of  renunciation — then  my  heart 
is  embittered  towards  her,  and  I  feel  that  the  hatred  at 
which  we  played  for  a  time  becomes  more  earnest.  If  she 
at  this  moment  stood  before  me,  she  should  hear  words 
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N^-hich  would  cover  her  brow  with  shame,  which  would  make 
her  sli udder  before  herself,  and — sooner  or  later,  she  shall 
hear  them ! 

The  4th, 

I  was  interrupted  on  the  foregoing  night  by  the  stopping 
of  a  carriage  before  our  door,  and  by  a  gentle  movement 
which  occurred  in  the  house ;  immediately  afterwards  I 
heard  soft  footsteps  upon  the  little  stairs  which  led  ̂ o 

Flora's  and  my  chamber. 
The  bells  now  rang  one  o'clock  at  night.  I  went  out  into 

the  corridor  with  a  light  in  my  hand  to  see  what  night 
wanderer  it  might  be,  and,  in  amazement,  I  saw  standing 
there  before  me   Flora !    Flora  in  her  brilliant  ball-dress, 
with  a  white  garland  of  roses  on  her  head ;  but  for  all  that 
so  pale,  so  changed,  that  she  rather  looked  as  if  she  had 
come  out  of  a  funeral  vault  than  from  a  splendid  festival. 

"  Can  I  speak  with  you?"  said  she,  with  a  voice  that  I 
also  thought  changed ;  "  but  put  out  the  light,  I  pray  you  ! 
It  blinds  me — I  have  lately  seen  too  much  light!" 

I  did  as  Flora  desired,  and  conducted  her  into  my  room, 
where  she  threw  herself  into  an  arm  chair.  We  both  were 

silent.  I  remembered  not  a  word  of  my  condemnatory 
sermon. 

"  Is  it  not  true,  Sophia,"  began  Flora  at  length,  "  that 
lately,  and  especially  to-night,  you  hate  me  in  good  earnest." 

"  Yes,  it  is  true  !"  I  replied. 
"  I  do  not  wonder  at  it,"  continued  Flora,  "  but  you  have 

not  had  entire  right  to  do  so  ;  and  before  long,  perhaps,  you 
will — hate  me  no  longer.  Tou  have  been  more  than  once 
kind  to  me,  Sophia,  and  therefore  I  desire  now — after  the 
manner  of  the  world — that  you  should  be  still  kinder  to- 

wards me,  and  listen  to  me  with  patience.  But  I  am  not 
entirely  and  altogether  selfish.  I  know  how  bad  it  is  to 
cherish  bitter  feelings,  and  I  will  therefore  endeavour  to 
extinguish  those  with  which  I  have  inspired  you,  if  it  be 
possible  before   But  I  must  not  anticipate  ! 

"  Tou  have  found  me  to  be  a  strange  and  incomprehensible 
being,  and  I  shall  give  you  the  key  thereto. 

"  You  have  sometimes  talked  to  us  oi  primeval  words,  and 
the  primeval  word  of  my  unclear  being  is  buried  deep  in  my 
childhood  and  youthful  home,  in  the  influences  which  sur- 
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rounded  my  cradle,  which  accompanied  my  soul  to  its  twentieth 
year.  My  mother  was  a  good-natured,  but  weak  and  vain 
woman,  my  father  a  stem  and  haughty  man,  who  despised 
all  women,  perhaps  because  he  had  foiiud  none  near  him 
whom  he  could  rightly  esteem.  Contention  ruled  in  our 
home,  in  one  thing  only  were  the  parents  agreed  ;  to  educate 
their  children  only  for  show,  only  to  glitter  and  make  their 
fortune  in  the  polite  world.  In  my  soul  early  contended 
vanity  and  love  of  power,  with  noble  impulses,  but  these  were 
soon  compelled  to  give  way  before  the  first ;  the  heart  which 
was  capable  of  throbbing  for  a  noble  love,  was  compelled  to 
throb  for  trifling  and  unworthy  desires,  and  all  the  talents 
which  might  have  conduced  to  greater  and  better  purposes 
were  speedily  made  subservient  to  vanity.  O  lot  and  fate 
of  woman !  Already  in  childhood  was  my  soul  poisoned 
by  praise,  flattery,  and  gifts,  when  I  had  been  successful  ia 
company,  or  had  drawn  on  myself  observation  and  admira- 

tion. This  continued  through  the  whole  of  my  youth  ;  and 
to  make  a  great  marriage,  to  obtain  a  brilliant  position  in 
life,  was  held  up  to  me  as  the  one  object  of  my  existence. 
I  lived  more  and  more  for  this  purpose,  and  sought  merely 
to  feed  my  immeasurable  vanity.  My  natural  gifts  favoured 
me,  and  for  a  long  time  I  conquered  wherever  I  wished  it ; 
but  I  superciliously  refused  the  easy  conquest ;  refused  soon 
to  gratify  the  projects  of  my  parents,  and  lived  merely  for 
pleasure.  It  only  flattered  my  self-love,  that  I  in  this  way 
made  a  few  honest  men  unhappy.  I  myself  remained  cold. 
Then  I  met  with  St.  Orme.  Tou  know  how  his  reputation, 
his  talents,  his  person,  enchanted  me.  Tor  the  first  time  I 
became  acquainted  with  love,  and  his  homage  flattered  my 
self-love.  His  principles  completed  the  annihilation  of  the 
good  which  still  was  in  me  ;  he  imposed  upon  me  by  a  certain 
superiority  in  will  and  thought,  and  had,  for  a  time,  an  ex- 

traordinary power  over  me.  But  that  was  of  a  demoniacal 
nature,  and  had  no  proper  root  in  my  heart,  in  any  part  of 
my  better  self.  When  I  saw  myself  forsaken  by  him,  my 
pride  and  my  worldly  love  helped  me  to  forget  him.  New 
impressions  assisted  this.  Selraa,  with  whom  I  at  this  time 
came  into  a  nearer  connexion,  had  a  living  and  beneficial 
influence  upon  me.  I  attached  myself  to  her,  so  far  as  my 
selfish  heart  permitted  it,  and  many  better  feelings  were 
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awakened  in  my  breast  by  her  warm  friendsbip,  by  her 
beautiful  and  pure  soul. 

"  My  father  died,  and  had  named  in  his  will  Lennartsou 
as  my  guardian,  perhaps  in  the  thought  that  he  might  soon 
become  something  more.  It  was  a  marriage  in  every  way 
flattering  to  my  vanity  and  my  ambition,  and  there  needed 
not  the  hints  of  my  mother  to  make  me  attempt  his  conquest. 
I  regarded  this  as  easy  ;  but  deceived  myself,  and  the  better 
I  knew  Lennartson,  I  saw  only  in  his  soul,  in  his  activity,  in 
his  efforts,  that  which  was  great,  before  which  all  that  I  had 
before  loved  or  striven  after  appeared  to  me  pitiful  and  dwarf- 

like. Add  to  this,  he  was  so  amiable,  so  agreeable,  even  when 
he  blamed  me,  that  my  heart  soon  was  deeply  interested,  and 
he  became  the  object  of  my  life.  I  saw  all  too  well  that  I 
had  made  an  impression  upon  him  ;  and  although  he  main- 

tained towards  me  his  full  independence,  and  seemed  not  to 
permit  himself  to  be  enchanted  by  me,  still  I  did  not  doubt 
but  that  in  the  end  I  should  succeed  under  some  of  the  forms 

or  hues  which,  like  a  cameleon,  I  had  accustonied  myself  to 
assume,  in  order  to  please  dissimilar  natures  and  tempers. 
But  the  forms  which  I  assumed  were  as  if  without  soul ;  and 

as  the  sunbeams  dissipate  the  ignis-fatui  of  night,  so  did 

Lennartson's  glance  penetrate  and  nullify  all  these  false 
shapes.  This  character  became  ever  more  powerful,  ever 

more  conquering,  ever  more  destructive  to  my  self-love,  es'er 
more  dangerous  for  my  soul's  peace.  And  never  did  I  feel 
his  power,  and  my  misery  deeper,  than  in  the  moment  when 
I  knew  that  he  saw  through  me  and  despised  me.     Despised 
by  the  man  I  loved,  and  felt  that  it  was  with  justice   

unspeakable  anguish!" 
Flora  sprang  up  suddenly,  and  threw  up  the  window  to- 

wards the  river,  pushed  back  her  curls,  and  seemed  to  inhale 
with  delight  the  cool  fresh  night  air.  And  the  spectacle 
that  was  spread  out  before  her  sight  was  well  calculated  to 
calm,  to  elevate,  an  excited  mind.  Crystal-clear  and  still 
reposed  the  May-night  over  the  city.  The  dark  body  of  the 
Castle,  with  its  lights  glinnnering  from  within,  rested  itself 
in  quiet  majesty  amid  the  dark  blue  heaven ;  below,  lay  in 
its  dark  shadow,  the  island  of  the  Holy  Ghost  (Helgeands- 
holm),  with  its  strange,  bloody  remembrances,  and  silver- 
clear  lay  the  water  of  the  Malar  with  its  shore,  and  spread 
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out  in  tlie  distance  its  calm  mirror,  over  which  light  mists 
reposed.  The  pennons  on  the  vessels  in  the  harbour  hung 
quietly  ;  all  seemed  to  sleep,  and  the  peace  of  night  brought 

to  mind  the  passing  of  the  day's  strife. 
After  a  moment  Flora  continued,  more  calmly :  "  I  re- 

member it  as  well  as  if  it  had  occurred  to-day.  Out  of  old 
habit,  and  also  with  the  desire  of  awakening  jealousy  in  Len- 
nartson,  I  had  coquetted  with  a  man  who  had  a  fancy  for  me, 
but  to  whom  I  was  quite  indifferent ;  I  misled  him  to  follies, 

and  laughed  at  him  afterwards  in  Lennartson's  presence.  On 
that  Lennartson  broke  through  the  forbearance  which  he  had 
hitherto  showed  towards  me,  and  talked  severely  to  me, 
unveiled  me  before  myself,  and  showed  me  in  what  a  danger- 

ous and  desperate  path  I  stood.  Such  serious  words  had 
never  been  spoken  to  me  before,  never  had  auy  one  shown  to 
me  so  little  forbearance.  My  first  movement  was  one  of 
pride  and  anger ;  I  would  cast  the  audacious  one  for  ever 

from  me ;  my  next  was  to  -wTite  to  him,  to  '  open  to  him  my 
whole  heart,  and  let  him  see  the  feelings  which  he  had  infused 

into  me.'  I  was  so  accustomed  to  conquest,  that  I  expected 
immediately  to  see  Lennartson  at  my  feet.  He  came,  but — 
as  a  brother,  mild  but  serious,  and  only  by  a  certain  embar- 

rassment in  his  manner  could  I  see  that  he  well  understood, 
but  that  he  toould  not  understand  me.  Ah  !  I  was  not  the 
woman  whom  he  could  love,  not  the  one  whom  he  would 

choose  for  his  life's  companion ! 
"  When  I  saw  that,  my  pride  arose  and  bade  me  conquer 

my  love;  this  again  bade  me  conquer  my  evil  propensities,  and 
become  worthy  of  him.  The  kindness  and  the  interest  which 
he  showed  to  me,  the  pleasure  which  he  had  in  my  talents, 
fettered  me  all  the  more  closely  to  him,  and  gave  me  the 
desire  to  change  myself  to  that  ideal  of  beautiful  womanhood 
which  at  all  times  seemed  to  float  before  Lennartson's  soul. 
But  ah  !  when  one  is  artificially  educated,  there  is  nothing 
more  difficult  than  to  form  oneself  to  a  true  and  simple  being. 
The  most  ravelled  skein  is  more  easy  to  rectify  than  an  en- 

tangled and  corrupted  soul.  And  they  alone  can  understand 
me,  who,  ̂ ^llilst  they  are  labouring  to  raise  themselves  and 
to  attain  a  higlier  stand,  feel  themselves  perpetually  as  it 
were  cast  backward  by  a  base  demon  into  the  deep  pit  from 
which  they  would  mount,  who  have  experienced  the  torment 
of  feeling  themselves  below  themselves. 
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"  At  tills  time  my  mother  fell  into  a  suffering  Llluess  which 
only  ended  in  her  death.  I  watched  her  with  tenderness, 

and  that  which  all  my  arts  and  mj"  talents  could  not  accom- 
plish was  effected  by  this  simple  thing.  When  Leunartson 

saw  me  fulfil  my  fihal  duties  he  was  drawn  nearer  to  me ;  I 
regained  his  esteem,  and  his  heart  seemed  to  respond  to  my 
feelings  for  him.  By  the  death-bed  of  my  mother  he  pressed 
the  fatherless  and  motherless  to  his  breast,  and  bade  me  lay 
my  hand  in  his,  and  we  exchanged  holy  vows. 

"  What  now  followed  you  know  ;  Lennartson  was  called 
away  to  his  father,  and  travelled  with  him  into  foreigu  lands  ; 
a  will  made  me  rich,  and  St.  Orme  came  back  and  let  me  feel 
the  snares  in  which  I  had  entangled  myself.  I  loved  Len- 

nartson now,  and  with  him  had  new  life  awoke  within  me  ;  but 
he  was  away  when  St.  Orme  returned,  and  he  acquired  some- 

what of  his  former  power,  of  his  injurious  influence  over  me. 
His  bold  will  and  power  imposed  upon  me  again,  and  he 
flattered  and  excited  again  my  not  yet  eradicated  inclination 
for  pleasure,  and  for  the  conquests  of  vanitv.  When  Len- 

nartson returned  he  regained  his  power,  and  St.  Orme's  star 
paled ;  but  I  was  no  longer  free  to  tear  myself  from  him  ;  I 
was  in  his  power,  and  my  prayers  and  my  threats  were  alike 
impotent.  Then  arose  hatred  and  frenzy  in  my  heart,  and 

all  the  more  as  I  was  con^-inced  that  was  it  not  me  but  my 
property  which  he  loved.  But  you  know  all  this,  know  my 
struggles,  know  how  the  victory  was  won  at  the  moment  in 
which  all  appeared  to  be  lost,  and  I  will  not  repeat  it ;  but 
know  you  also  Sophia  to  what  degree  the  victory  at  this 
moment  is  mine  ?" 

"  What  would  you  say  ?" 
"  I  would  say  at  this  moment  nothing  prevents  me  from 

being  Lennartson' s  wife.  He  has  offered  me  his  hand,  over- 
coming in  magnanimity  that  which  should  have  divided  us ; 

he  knows  all,  and  forgives  aU  for  my  love's  sake.  The  cup 
of  happiness  is  filled  to  the  brim,  and  offered  to  me  by  the 
hand  of  fortune  and  of  mercy  ;  now  for  me  remains  merely 

one  thing   " 
"  And  that  is  ?" 

"  To  put  it  back,  to  renounce  it  !'* 
"Howr"' 

"  Ah  !  at  the  moment  when  I  heard  Selma  upon  the  bed 
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of  suffering,  where  she  lay  for  my  sake,  utter  in  the  delirium 
of  fever  the  long-buried  secret  of  her  heart ;  as  I  saw  Len- 
nartson's  feeling  for  her,  saw  their  glances  melt  into  one, 
then  awoke  in  me  the  thought  to  offer  myself,  and  to  be  the 
only  unhappy  one.  But  I  was  too  little  accustomed  to  in- 
didge  noble  thoughts,  and  I  struggled  against  them,  and 
tried  to  persuade  myself  that  Lennartson  still  loved  me  at 
the  bottom,  and  that  I  could  soon  regain  the  love  which  1 
had  lost  through  my  conduct.  I  wished  to  show  myself 

noble,  upright ;  I  laid  in  Lennartson's  hands  the  letters 
which  have  made  me  so  unhappy,  and  prayed  him  to  judge 
me.  I  was  sure  of  this,  that  he  would  not  accept  them  ;  I 
did  not  deceive  myself;  he  pushed  them  away  from  him,  but 
took  my  hands  in  his  and  let  me  swear,  solemnly  swear,  that 
there  was  nothing  in  these  letters  which  prevented  me  from 
becoming  the  wife  of  an  honourable  man.  Such  were  his 
words,  and  I  swore.  Thank  God !  I  could  do  so.  There- 

upon he  drew  me  to  him,  and  spoke  words  of  angelic  good- 
ness and  nobility  ;  but  confessed  that  his  heart  was  mine  no 

longer,  and  acknowledged  another  love — I  knew  well  to 
whom,  although  her  name  was  not  mentioned.  He  asked  me 
whether  I  would  have  patience  with  him,  and  assist  his  en- 

deavours to  overcome  this  inclination,  that  he  might  fulfil 
bis  engagement  with  me.  He  would  therefore  for  a  time  go 
into  voluntary  exile  till  he  again  could  feel  himself  free,  and 
could  offer  me  a  heart  more  worthy  of  me  than  now,  and  in 
a  condition  to  make  me  as  happy  as  it  was  his  wish  and  his 

intention  to  do.  '  We  have  both  of  us,'  concluded  he,  '  erred 
in  our  paths,  but  the  right  way  stands  open  to  us  still ;  let 
us  take  it.  I  wdll  soon  leave  Sweden ;  but  you  shall  write 
to  me  in  my  absence,  and  I  wdll  write  to  you,  and  thus  we 
shall  become  dearer  to  each  other,  and  become  nearer  to  each 
other.  We  separate  now  only  for  a  time,  that  we  may  be 
more  inwardly  united.  We  will  not,  my  Flora,  unite  our- 

selves in  untruth,  but  in  truth  ,•  therefore  have  I  also  laid  my 
soul  open  before  you,  as  I  wish  that  it  always  shoiild  be  to 
her  whom  I  hope  to  call  my  wife.  I  see  that  I  have  dis- 

tressed you — forgive  me  for  it !  love  me  still  and  confide  in 

me !     I  will  not  deceive  you !' 
"  So  spoke  Lennartson,  and  pressed  me  to  his  heart,  and 

in  that  moment  I  felt  my  heart  changed.     Oh,  the  high- 
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mindedness  of  this  man  !  and  his  good  overcomes  all  that  is 
mean  and  little  in  me  :  it  directs  me,  and  shows  me  my  path. 

I  asked  from  Lennartsou  a  few  days'  time  for  consideration, 
and  set  off  for  Svartsjo  ;  not  to  hear  the  nightingales  sing,  but 
to  listen  to  the  inner  voice,  to  collect  myself,  to  pray  !  Oh, 
Sophia !  in  these  days  and  nights  I  have  for  the  first  time 
prayed  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  and  felt  myself  to  be 

heard,  and  experienced  the  truth  of  the  words,  that  '  The 
power  of  God  is  mighty  to  the  weak.'  In  these  days  have  I 
felt  my  will  changed,  my  good  resolutioi:is  strengthened,  my 
mind  renovated,  and  life  and  the  world  brighter  before  me. 

"  I  returned  to  Stockholm  to  appear  at  the  Castle-ball ;  I 
rouged  my  pale  cheeks,  I  made  myself  as  lovely  and  as  bril- 

liant as  possible.  I  would  in  my  pride  yet  once  more 
triumph  over  the  world,  which  I  knew  with  malicious  plea- 

sure would  busy  itself  about  me.  After  this  I  would  accom- 
plish an  important  business,  that  is  to  release,  to  unite  with 

one  another — two  noble  human  beings,  and  after  that — to 
vanish  from  the  scene.  Look  not  so  mysteriously  questioning 
at  me,  Sophia  ;  be  calm  !  thoughts  of  self-destruction  live  no 
longer  in  my  soul ;  for  that  it  has  received  too  great  and  too 
mUd  impressions. — My  good  angels,  Selma  and  Lennartson 
have  chased  tlie  night  out  of  me,  and  have  let  the  day  dawn, 
some  beams  of  which  must  thank,  must  bless  them.  Fear  no 
longer  for  me !  the  life  and  the  suffering  which  I  expect,  I 
shall  bear  in  silence." 

"  Oh,  Flora !"  exclaimed  I,  with  emotion,  "  how  worthy 
ai'e  you  of  a  more  beautiful  lot !" 

"  Do  not  pity  me  !"  said  Flora,  with  a  clear  and  lively 
expression  ;  "  do  not  pity  me,  Sophia  ;  I  have  won  much,  I 
have  won  that  which  I  till  now  never  possessed,  true  human 
worth  ;  and  in  this  moment  I  feel  a  certainty  and  a  peace  in 
my  soul  which  I  never  enjoyed  till  now.  I  feel  that  I  have 
risen,  1  feel  that  I  shall  rise  in  the  eyes  of  all  those  whose 
approbation  and  esteem  are  valuable  to  me.  Oh,  grant  me 
this  consciousness,  however  boastful  it  may  appear  ;  grant  it 

to  me,  it  will  help  me  to  go  through  a  hea\7',  a  bitter  hour. 
"  No,  for  myself  I  do  not  lament.  I  feel  that  1  have  con- 

quered. But  rather  -will  I  lament  for  the  many  who,  in  a 
situation  like  my  own,  seek  for  such  a  helper,  and  go  on  for 
ever  forlorn  ;  who,  through  a  false  education,  a  misdirected 
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guidance,  are  shattered  from  the  beginning,  and  never  more 
can  collect  themselves  into  a  whole. 

"  Ah !  even  I  am  shattered  irrevocably,  and  shall  never 
attain  unity.  Like  a  fragment  of  a  better  existence  shall  I 
go  through  life,  perhaps  merely  as  a  warning  for  the  present, 
to  point  towards  a  better  future. 

"  Do  you  see  that  it  is  daylight !  Do  you  see  how  the 
world  brightens  !  Oh  certainly  will  the  twilight  of  humanity 
brighten  also  more  and  more  !  Certainly  the  comprehension 
of  the  great  object  of  life,  the  true  worth  of  a  human  being, 
will  become  ever  more  and  more  living  in  the  human  heart ! 
Certainly  will  woman  be  more  and  more  esteemed  for  her 
own  human  worth,  and  acknowledged  in  the  truth  of  her 
being.  And  when  she  is  so  acknowledged,  when  she  in  social 
life  has  won  her  true  position,  as  human  being,  as  fellow- 
citizen,  then  first  will  she  anew  become  a  divine  mother  for 
the  earth,  and  from  her  bosom  will  spring  a  renewed  and 
ennobled  human  race !" 

The  fire  of  inspiration  glowed  in  Flora's  eyes,  burned  upon 
her  cheeks,  upon  her  eloquent  lips — she  was  unspeakably 
beautiful.  Beautiful  also  at  this  moment  was  the  scene 

around  us.  The  sun  ascended  and  cast  its  first  beams  upon 
the  heights,  flamed  on  the  spires  of  the  church-towers,  the 
mountains  reddened;  the  windows  of  the  Castle  towards 

Logard  lit  themselves  up.  A  soft  sough  filled  with  spring- 
life  went  through  the  trees  of  the  field,  and  bowed  the  poplars 
on  the  river-parterre ;  the  pennons  in  the  haven  fluttered 
merrily  in  the  morning  wind,  and  swelled  by  the  rising 
Malar  waters,  the  foaming  waves  of  the  river  rushed  more 
grandly  than  ever  through  the  arches  of  the  JSTorth-bridge, 
and  jubilant  larks  ascended  above  it,  and  snow-white  sea-gulls 
dipped  into  it. 

Flora  and  I  stood  long  silently  contemplating  the  in- 
creasing light  and  life ;  at  length  she  directed  her  eyes  to  the 

haven,  where  a  small  black  wreath  of  smoke  raised  itself,  as 
if  it  would  point  out  the  way  from  Stockholm. 

"  Ha !"  said  she,  "  Grauthiod  gives  the  sign  already,  and 
warns  me  to  hasten." 

"  Will  you  travel  abroad  ?"  said  I,  astonished. 
"With  Felix,  vnth  my  poor  brother!"  answered  Flora. 

**  He  has  been  ordered  to  make  use  of  the  baths  at  Ems,  and p 
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I  accompany  him,  both  for  his  sake  and  mine.  It  is  neces- 
sary to  me  at  this  moment  to  leave  this  place  ;  I  am  here 

only  a  hinderance,  and  I  must  breathe  the  air  of  other  lands. 
PeHx  remains  to  be  my  dearest  care.  He  has  never  till  now 
found  the  sister  in  me  which  he  deserved.  But  from  hence- 

forth he  shall  find  it.  Perhaps  sometime  the  brother  and 
sister,  who  have  suffered  shipwreck  in  fortune  and  happiness, 
may  return  to  their  fatherland  with  hearts  healed,  and  more 

worthy  as  children." 
"  And  what  will  you,  what  intend  you  for  your  own  peculiar 

future  r" 
"  First  and  foremost,  to  pass  several  years  in  foreign 

countries.  Felix  and  I  shall  travel.  I  will  observe  the 
world  with  keen  vision ;  I  will  observe  woman  in  the  new 
and  higher  relations  of  life  and  society,  which  the  present 
time  begins  to  form  ;  I  will  see  and  judge  rightly,  and  with- 

out prejudice,  and  then  will  choose  an  independent  position 
in  the  realm  of  the  beautiful  or  of  the  good,  an  interest,  an 
ennobling  aim  for  my  restless  striving  soul.  Oh,  Sophia  !  I 

will  begin  life  anew !  Tes,  I*  feel  it,  the  turning-point  of 
my  life  is  arrived ! — Farewell  the  past !  Farewell  wavering ! 
Farewell  illusions !  And  now  a  new  sun,  a  new  earth,  a 

new  life !     And  God's  grace  over  my  good  designs  !" 
With  this  Flora  raised  towards  heaven  her  clasped  hands, 

and  tears  shone  in  her  beaming  eyes.  Again  we  both  were 
silent.     I  was  deeply  affected.     She  resumed  more  calmly : 

"  See  here,  Sophia,  a  letter  to  Selma ;  and  here  one  to 
Lennartson.  They  will  say  all  to  them.  They  will  also  say 
to  them,  that  the  determination  I  have  taken  is  the  only  way 
which  remains  for  me  to  peace  and  happiness.  Xo  one,  who 
is  my  friend,  would  seek  to  turn  me  from  it.  Gladly  would 
I  see  my  Selma  once  more  ;  gladly  view  once  more  tlie  pure 
countenance,  the  good  clear  eyes ;  but  I  must  spare  her  the 

pain  of  parting — she  has  already  suffered  enough  for  me ! 
But  this  garland  (and  she  loosened  the  garland  of  white 
Provence  roses  from  her  head),  this  shall  you,  Sophia,  lay  on 
her  bed  at  her  feet,  and  let  her  keep  it,  and  wear  it  as  a  re- 

membrance of  her  Flora.  I  know  that  I  do  not  deserve  so 

pure  a  remembrance,  but  I  know  also  that  her  soul  cannot 

preserve  any  other  of  me  without  suffering.  In  Selma's 
letter  I  have  also  written  tc  her  mother ;  greet  her,  greet  all 
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•vrhom  you  think  trouble  themselves  about  me,  and  tell  them 
that  I  set  off  thus  secretly,  only  to  avoid  parting,  and  spare 
them  pain.  Axid  now  I  must  hasten.  Felix  expects  me ; 
my  things  and  my  maid  are  already  on  board ;  1  will  now 
quickly  dress  myself,  and  then — Sophia,  will  you  accompany 
me  to  the  harbour  ?" 

"  To  the  world's  end,  if  you  wiU,"  replied  X 
"  Thanks  !     Tou  hate  me  then  no  longer  ?' 
"  Hate  you!     I  love,  I  admire   " 
"  Hush  !  hush  !  do  not  drive  my  virtue  away  !" 
"With  these  words  Flora  vanished.     She  was  soon  dressed 

ready  for  the  journey,  and  I  was  ready  to  attend  her.  It  was 
a  lovely  fresh  morning,  full  of  life  and  spring. 
Amid  serious  yet  cheerful  conversation  we  went  down  to 

the  harbour.  Our  parting  was  heartfelt,  was  full  of  unity. 
Flora  was  firm  and  steadfast  to  the  last,  and  only  when  I 
could  no  longer  see  the  waving  of  her  white  pocket-handker- 

chief in  the  far  distance  I  left  the  strand.  My  heart  was 
troubled,  but  as  I  returned  to  onr  home,  and  thought  on 
what  change  of  scenes  had  taken  place,  and  what  news  I 
bore  to  my  beloved,  I  seemed  to  have  wings  to  both  soul 
and  body — and  wind  and  waves,  and  people  and  animals,  and 
church  towers  and  street  stones,  and  heaven  and  earth, 

seemed  to  join  in  with  my  heart's  exulting  song — 
The  good  has  gained  the  victory  ! 

Oh  now  I  shall  startle  my  stepmother !  She  and  Selma 
sleep  yet.  They  went  to  bed  late,  says  Karin.  I  wait  im- 

patiently, and  write  whilst  I  wait.  I  would  not  exchange  my 
lot  with  that  of  an  archangel,  if — (N.B.)  he  had  anything  else 
to  do  than  carry  glad  tidings. 

The  10th. 

O  Joy  !  thou  beautiful,  heavenly  seraph !  How  loveable 
art  thou,  how  worthy  of  adoration  art  thou,  when  thou  arisest 
bright  in  the  tearful  eyes,  and  beamest  in  the  looks  of  the 

dying !  How  good  thou  art  when  thou  fillest  life's  cup  to  the 
brim  for  the  happy  and  the  noble  on  earth ;  merciful  when 
thou  withdrawest  sad  memories  from  the  wretched,  the  un- 

fortunate, and  crownest  his  sleep  with  roses  ;  how  lovely  and 
bright  thou  seemest  to  me,  when  I  observe  thy  gentle  move- 

ment in  the  human  soul !     Oh  that  thou  wert  an  existence 

p2 
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that  I  could  call  forth  with  my  prayers,  vrith  my  heart's 
blood,  then  shouldst  thou  oftener  appear  on  earth  ! 

But  perhaps  thou  Tvouldst  be  less  beautiful,  less  enchant- 
ing, if  sorroiv  did  not  precede  thee  like  the  sun,  which  never 

shines  so  beautifully  on  earth  as  after  rain  and  tempest. 

Pain  and  joy  are  life's  pair  of  wings,  with  which  the  human 
being  raises  himself  to  the  home  of  perfection. 

"  The  gentle  movements  of  joy  in  the  human  soul!" 
Oh  !  1  have  seen  it  to-day  in  my  home,  and  among  my 

beloved  ones,  although  we  do  not  venture  to  speak  aloud 

tliereon.  Eespect  for  Flora's  memory  and  renunciation  oc- 
casioned this  ;  but  the  glory  which  her  action  threw  over 

herself,  penetrated  more  and  more  every  sorrowful  shadow. 
Lennartson  and  Selma  have  bound  themselves  to  each 

other  as  one  being,  who  have  long  sought,  and  at  last  found 
each  other,  like  two  souls  which  were  originally  united  in  the 
thought  of  the  Creator. 

Their  happiness  has  come  forth  out  of  much  suffering,  that 
now  leaves  free  room  for  the  play  of  joy ;  but  beyond  the 
clouds  of  the  still  melancholy  which  yet  veils  them,  I  heard 
the  laugh  of  the  god  of  love  and  the  clapping  of  his  wings. 
Oh,  the  sylph  vrill  yet  dance,  dance  upon  the  roses  of  life  ! 

Flora's  letter  to  Lennartson  is  such  that  he  cannot  do 
otherwise  than  accept  the  freedom  which  she  returns  to  him. 
She  shows  herself  determined  and  clear,  and  prays  him  to 
permit  to  her  the  consciousness  which  she  has,  of  making  two 
beloved  human  beings  happy,  and  thus  regaining  their  and 

her  own  esteem.  "  Eemorse  and  self-contempt,"  writes  she, 
"  would  henceforth  persecute  me  at  your  side,  Lennartson, 
and  you  would  not  have  been  able  to  shield  me,  for  you  could 
not  love  me.  But,  separated  from  you,  I  shall  approach 
nearer  to  you.  Oh,  Thorsten  !  I  feel  that,  united  to  Selma, 
you  will  think  of  me  with  tenderness — I  shall  remain  dear  to 
3'ou.  Ah  !  perhaps  it  is  rather  egotism  than  pure  love  which 

guides  me  at  this  moment.     If  it  be  so — then  forgive  me  !" 
Lennartson' s  letter  to  Flora  must  throw  into  her  soul  a 

never  to  be  extinguished  beam  of  gladness  and  great  self- 
satisfaction.  And  Flora  is  right ;  she  wiU  after  this  become 
more  intimately  united  with  him  than  she  would  have  been 
as  his  wife. 

jMy  stepmother  is  sweet,  and  amuses  and  affects  me  at  the 
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same  time.  She  is  silent  and  quiet,  often  lays  her  hands 
together  and  sighs  ;  but  her  sighs  carry  a  smile  in  them,  and 
glad  thoughts  in  her  heart  force  themselves  through  the  grave 
seriousness  which  she  considers  it  becoming  to  assume.  She 
talks  therefore  beautifully  about  "  the  wonderful  ordinations 
of  Providence,  and  of  its  being  the  duty  of  human  beings  to 

submit  themselves."  When  will  she  have  courage  to  become 
Prince  Metternich  again  ? 

And  I,  for  I  also  will  be  with  them  in  feeling — I  partici- 
pate, and  rejoice,  and  hope,  and  am  thankful — but  in  my 

heart  I  am  not  glad  nor  easy.  I  am  uneasy  about  WUhelm 
Brenner,  and  I  am  not  pleased  with  myself. 

Many  people  remain  unmarried  from  noble  and  estimable 
reasons,  but  many  also  from — egotistical ;  that  I  feel  in  my- 

self, and  I  acknowledge  it  with  shame.  One  will  gladly  be 
beloved,  will  gladly  warm  oneself  by  the  flame  of  a  noble 
heart — yes,  even  give  some  warmth  in  return ;  as  much,  at 
least,  as  will  not  disturb  our  convenience,  our  ease.  But  for 
marriage,  when  this  is  bound  up  with  some  care,  some  trouble 
in  the  future — for  that  one  has  no  courage,  no  virtue  ! 

In  the  mean  time  I  wonder  whether  I  shall  see  the  Viking 
again  before  his  journey  ?  Tet  no  !  I  wonder  not !  For  if 

he  will  not,  then  I  will ;  and  "  ce  que  femme  veict,  Dieu  le 
veut.^'* The  13th  of  May. 

Most  extraordinary  occurrence  in  the  boudoir  between  my 
stepmother  and  me. 

As  we  in  the  afternoon  were  together,  ruling  the  state,  we 
noticed  an  entirely  unusual  accordance  in  our  measures  and 
views.  We  congratulated  each  other  thereon,  inquiring  after 
the  cause  of  this  approach  of  opinion  ;  and  then  it  appeared 
that  my  stepmother,  whilst  she  read  so  much  in  certain 
royalist  newspapers,  had  in  some  things  come  over  to  the 
opposition  side,  and  I  again,  had  through  certain  opposition 
newspapers  been  drawn  by  degrees  more  towards  the  govern- 

ment than  before.  Particularly  pleased  by  these  discoveries, 
and  congratulating  ourselves  upon  our  independence,  we  de- 

termined henceforth,  that  we  might  hold  the  balance  even, 
to  consider  ourselves  as  organs  of  both  parties  ;  and  we  con- 

*  But,  to  say  the  truth,  I  have  never  remarked  that  it  is  so  in  fact ;  neitherdc 
I  kiiow  whether  it  would  be  advantageous  that  it  should  be  so. 
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eluded  our  political  discussion,  by  playing  "  patience"  to- 
gether. 

The  14th. 

Something  must  have  gone  out  to  the  world  of  the  altered 

condition  and  views  of  the  family,  for  our  "  spasmodic  ac- 
quaintance," who  had  allowed  us  neither  to  hear  nor  see 

anytliing  of  them  during  the  dark  period,  live  now  again  like 
gnats  in  the  sunshine. 

The  Gylleulofs  and  Silfverlings  overwhelmed  us  to-day 
with  friendship  and  compliments.  Lennartson  came  in,  and 
then  the  friendship  knew  no  bounds,  but  laid  the  boldest 
plans  for  the  greatest  intimacy  in  the  future.  My  step- 

mother was  polite,  and  let  there  be  five  formed  at  once  ;  but 
Selma  assumed  her  princess  deportment,  and  replied  some- 

what coldly  to  Adele  Gryllenlbf's  evidences  of  friendship  and 
young  Silfverling's  adoration. 

The  not  spasmodic,  but  in  all  cases  to  us  friendly  and  good 
Signora  Luna,  cast  a  glance  yesterday  into  the  new  and 
happy  relationship  of  the  family,  and  her  lovely  eyes  beamed 

with  joy  at  Flora's  behaviour,  at  Selma  and  Lennartson's 
happiness.  She  herself  was  in  full  court  costume,  and  so 
handsome  and  brilliant  that  I  could  not  help  saying : 

"  Signora  Luna  is  now  in  her  brightest  glory,  and  must 
feel  herself  ready  for  a  beaming  path." 

She  cast  upon  me  one  of  those  looks  which  reveal  the 
depths  of  silent  suffering,  and  said  : 

"  Ah  !  all  is  not  gold  which  glitters,  and  the  beaming  path 
— but  it  goes  well !  All  goes,  although  it  seems  at  times  as 
if  all  stood  still." 

Baron  Alexander  now  approached,  and  said  with  his 

friendly  imperiousness,  "  I  must  remind  you,  my  friend,  that 
is  nearly  nine  o'clock.  It  is  time  to  go  to  the  court.  This 

will  be  a  splendid  night." 
"  And  I,"  said  his  wife  softly  to  me,  as  she  arose,  "  I  could 

sigh  to-night,  like  so  many  others,  with  Tegner : 

Tell  me,  thon  watcher !  how  the  night  is  wearing ; 
Will  there  then  ever  be  an  end  of  it?" 

"But  seriously,"  said  I,  "is  it  not  amusing  to  be  some- 
times in  such  assemblies  of  the  handsome  and  the  bright ;  to 

see  life  iu  its  holiday  attire  r" 
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"  It  might  be  truly  so,"  said  Signora  Luna  ;  "  the  more  so 
that  one  comes  in  contact  with  many  agreeah.e  and  distin- 

guished persons — if  the  heart  were  only  light !  But — how 
few  there  are  who  go  through  life  with  light  hearts !  And 
perhaps  it  is  as  well  so ;  one  might  otherwise  become  too 

frivolous."  She  smiled  pensively,  moved  to  me,  and  vanished, 
obscured  by  the  Grreat  Alexander. 

"  Domestic  happiness  or  unhappiness !"  See,  then,  that 
which  equaKses  more  than  anything  else  human  lot ;  places 
often  the  hut  beside  the  palace,  the  day-labourer  near  to  the 
king ;  whilst  it  makes  an  immeasurable  difference  between 
the  life  and  happiness  of  the  mighty. 

"Domestic  troubles,"  wrote  lamentingly  a  king  who  al- 
ready is  gone  from  the  theatre  of  the  world,  "  are  in  this 

respect  different  to  public  ones,  that  they  bow  dovni  the  soul 

by  repeated  pains,  which  every  moment  calls  forth." 
"  I  am  the  most  fortunate  man,"  wrote,  in  a  confidential 

letter,  another  king,  who  yet  bears  upon  his  brow  one  of  the 

noblest  crowns  of  Europe,  "  and  you  will  not  find  many  who, 
like  me,  after  a  twenty  years'  acquaintance  and  a  nineteen 
years'  marriage,  finds  now  the  heart  of  his  wife  as  divine,  her 
eyes  as  heavenly,  as  in  the  first  days  of  his  love." 

The  15th. 

The  Lady- Councillors -of- Commerce,  Mi's.  and  Miss! 
Miss  cast  about  her  great  peering  glances,  made  significant 
gestures,  and  put  sundry  amusing  questions,  thus : 

"  "Well !  when  shall  you  remove  to  Tornea  ?  Has  Miss 
Selma  no  desire  to  see  a  book,  which  is  called  '  Instructions 
in  Frugal  Housewifery  ?'  I  think  it  would  be  of  use.  Shall 
I  purchase  it  for  the  young  lady  ?  The  price  is  sixteen  shU- 
liugs  banco." 

A  coffee-council,  in  the  afternoon,  between  two  happy 
mothers,  my  stepmother  and  Mrs.  Eittersvard.  The  first 
unclouded  day  in  June  will  beam  on  the  union  of  Ake 
Sparrskold  and  Hellfrid  Hittersvard. 

"Why  write  of  all  this  ?  To  try  to  forget  that  on  which  I now  think. 

The  Viking  sets  sail  on  Sunday  afternoon.  The  youngest 
boy  is  still  confined  to  bed.  Is  it  possible  that  Brennef  will 
not  see  me,  not  say  farewell  to  me  before  he  sets  off  ? 
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The  IRth. 

Letters  from  Flora  have  enlivened  us  all.  Tlie  change 
bIiows  itself  to  be  sincere  ;  her  state  of  mind  is  astonishingly 
firm  and  clear.  But  why  should  people  wonder  at  it  ?  When 
once  heaven  has  opened  itself  over  a  human  head,  has  opened 

to  his  prayer,  and  it  is  a  path  upon  which  "  angels  ascend 
and  descend,"  then  that  takes  place  in  the  human  being  which 
has  not  been  calculated  upon.  Then  powers  are  in  motion, 
then  communications  take  place,  before  which  the  wisest  and 
best  on  earth  bow  themselves  in  wonder  and  reverence. 
But  he  must  be  left  alone,  alone  with  the  Eternal. 

That  is  also  the  last  and  highest  stadium  of  all  human 
education,  of  all  higher  development.  For  this,  social  life 
labours  with  all  its  wisest  dogmas  and  institutions  to  elevate 
mankind.  In  strife  with  men,  humanity  never  arrives  there. 
Trusting  in  them,  then  is  it  a  self-bewilderment.  But  sanc- 

tified and  sustained  by  it,  humanity  ascends  thither  where 
even  they  cannot  come.  A  new  life,  a  new  relationship  then 
arises  for  it.  The  immediate  relationship  to  the  Eternal 
good,  which  will  willingly  give  gifts  to  men,  and  give  gifts  of 
the  Spirit  without  measure.  This  relationship  on  the  side 
of  the  human  being  I  call  child-like.  It  is  the  innermost  of 
life.  It  may  be  attained  by  the  most  simple  of  men,  if  his 
will  be  good  ;  and  it  can  not  be  attained  by  the  greatest  phi- 

losopher, if  he,  after  he  have  ascended  the  highest  steps  of 
logic,  cannot,  as  a  child  needing  help,  fall  down  upon  his 
knees,  and  call  upon  his  Father  and  the  Father  of  all. 

How  happy  was  Lennartson  this  evening,  as  he  with  his 
beloved  Selma  and  her  mother  laid  out  plans  for  their  future 
life.  How  amiable  he  was,  in  the  joy  in  the  overflowing  life 
to  which  lie  then  for  the  first  time  gave  free  course  !  He  let 
his  bride  have  no  peace  at  all,  which  naturally  caused  her 
some  disquiet. 

And  my  stepmother,  what  joy  she  had ! 
And  I — oh  I  enjoyed  myself  in  seeing  them  happy.  I 

felt  vividly  the  pleasantness  of  a  life  altogether  witli  them 
(for  I  also,  so  it  was  said — shall  have  my  home  with  Len- 

nartson), in  the  sympathy  in  everything  w'hich  life  has 
interesting  and  elevating  in  art,  in  science,  in  public  and 
private  life,  by  intercourse  with  distinguished  persons  and 
their  spheres  of  life. 
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Oh  I  feel  well,  how  light  aud  cheerful  life  must  be  in  the 

daily  enjoyment  of  what  Ehrensvard  calls  "  the  joyful  needs," 
but   

But  what  sayst  thou,  silent  talisman,  which  beats  in  my 

breast  ?  And  thou,  "Wisdom,  baptized  in  the  eternal  waves 
of  love — thou  whom  I  have  called  to  guide  my  feet,  to  light 
my  life — what  sayst  thou  ? 

Here  a  life  filled  with  lovely  enjoyments — comfortable, 
sunshiny,  cheerful  in  the  society  of  noble  and  worthy  people, 
but  who — need  not  me,  and  who  without  me  have  enough. 
And  there,  a  sinking  home,  which  I  could  sustain,  orphan 
children  whose  mother  and  cherisher  I  could  be,  a  husband 

noble  and  good  whom  I  could  love  ;  yes,  whom  I — love  !  A 
life  of  labour  and  care,  but  in  which  the  Eternal  eye  would 
look  down  brighter  upon  me  than  in  the  other — a  life  not 
splendid  on  earth,  but  brightened  by   

Oh,  can  I  indeed  hesitate  ? 
But  Mrs.  TroUman  ?*  Now,  well !  One  magic  spirit  will 

chase  away  another.     That  has  often  been  done. 

But  the  world  ?  How  will  it  cross  itself  and  say,  "  Eoolish 
marriage !  marriage-frenzy  !  madness  !"    Now,  yes  :  "  Quand meme 

Selma  !  Lennartson !  I  know  what  they  would  say.     But 
my  stepmother  ?     How  it  would  startle  my  stepmother  ! 

To-day  is  Saturday. 
On  Sunday  Morning. 

A  note  from  the  Viking — manly,  cordial,  but  nothing  less 
than  unfeeling.  Tet  he  says  that  he  does  not  feel  himself 
strong  enough  to  take  a  personal  leave  of  me,  he  does  this 
therefore  by  writing  ;  bids  me  to  greet  my  friends  from  him, 
and  hopes  again  to  see  me,  and  calls  himself,  in  conclusion, 

my  "  faithful  Wilhelm." 
A  bouquet  of  lovely  flowers  says  more  to  me  than  the 

letter.  But  I  regard  it  as  unpardonable  of  my  "  faithful 
Wilhelm,"  not  to  see  and  hear  his  friend  before  he  voyages 
to  the  world's  end.      I  feel   that  the  magic  spirit   moves within  me. 

In  the  Evening. 

A  very  little  time,  a  very  little  way  lies  often  between  the 
now  and  the  moment  which,  as  if  with  a  magic  stroke,  changea 

*  Troll  is  a  ghost,  a  spectre. 
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the  wliole  of  our  life's  state,  the  whole  of  our  future.  "We 
ourselves,  for  the  most  part,  hold  the  magic  wand  in  our 
hand  ;  but  whether  we  use  it  to  create  our  happiness  or  our 
misfortune,  that  we  often  know  not  ourselves.  I  was,  how- 

ever, tolerably  clear  on  the  subject,  as  I  set  out  the  very 
moment  in  which  Lennartsou  drove  my  stepmother  and 
Seluia  in  his  beautiful  landau  to  the  park — set  out  slowly 
and  alone  on  a  walk  towards  tlie  Skeppsholra.  It  was  a 
quiet,  somewhat  dull,  summer-mild  afternoon.  I  saw  the 
objects  around  me  as  though  I  was  taking  leave  of  them ; 
thus  greeted  I  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Xorth-bridge,  with 
its  castle,  statues,  and  quays,  along  the  river :  I  said  farewell 
to  the  polite  world.  At  the  beginning  of  the  Skeppsholm- 
bridge  I  stopped.  Before  me  lay  upon  its  blue  waters  the 
green  Skeppsholm,  with  its  valleys  and  groves,  with  its  temple 
built  upon  the  rock,  and  reflecting  itself  in  the  sea.  Behind 
me  roared  dully  the  mass  of  driving,  riding,  walking  people, 
who,  in  festal  attire,  streamed  out  to  the  park.  I  thought 
on  the  landau  which  conveyed  out  my  friends  into  the  gay 
elegant  world,  and  who  had  just  now  besought  me  so  earnestly 
to  take  my  place  with  them  ;  my  heart  sunk  ;  it  was  as  if 
invisible  hands  fettered  my  feet  and  drew  me  back.  That 
was  a  trying  moment.  Then  began  the  church  bells  to  ring; 
and  even  as  the  sound  of  the  temple  bells  in  ancient  times 
had  power  to  put  heathen  spirits  to  flight,  so  operated  they 
even  now  on  me.  The  contracting  bonds  loosened,  and  I 
went  onward  excited,  but  yet  resolved.  And  as  I  entered 
into  the  green  groves — an  old  man  has  planted  them,  and 
beautified  the  evening  of  his  life,  by  beautifying  his  native 
city — as  I  looked  upon  the  tender  green  leaves  and  thought 
upon  the  tender  children,  I  became  ever  calmer  and  freer  in 
mind. 

When  first  the  long  row,  or  the  admiralty-house,  threw  its 
dark  shadow  over  me,  a  certain  bashfulness  returned,  but  of 

another  kind.  My  act  was  unusual — how  would  it  be  judged, 
how  would  it  look  ?  And  Brenner  himself,  how  would 

he   
"  The  tliousand!"  said  I,  at  last,  in  vexation — N.B.  quite 

softly  :  "  I  care  nothing  about  the  whole  world !  I  will  really 
only  say  farewell  to  my  friend !  *  Honi  soil  qui  mal  y 

penseP  " 
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Brenner  was  not  at  home,  and  was  expected  later.  I  was 
glad  of  that.  I  said  to  Mrs.  Trollman,  who  came  to  me  with 
this  intelligence,  and  who  did  not  appear  to  me  like  a  danger- 

ous magic  spirit,  that  I  would  wait  here  tiU  the  Captain's 
return,  because  I  had  sometliing  of  importance  to  say  to  him. 
I  would  in  the  mean  time  look  after  little  Wilhelm  and  the 

other  children,  in  case  she  had  anything  else  to  do.  Mrs. 
Trollman  was  very  much  pleased  with  this,  and  I  soon  per- 

ceived the  smell  of  roasting  coffee  diffuse  itself  through  the 

house.  And  now  by  the  little  boy's  bed,  and  with  all  the 
other  children  around  me,  I  began  to  relate  stories,  and  to 
feel  myself  in  particularly  good  spirits.  My  stories  were 
interrupted  by  steps  which  were  heard  in  the  hall,  and  by 

the  assembled  children's  hasty  and  exultant  outbreak  to  meet 
the  beloved  father.  Soon  was  he  beside  his  sick  child,  who 
called  his  name  longingly.  When  he  saw  me,  he  remained 
standing  in  astonishment. 

I  rose  up. 

"  Thou,  here  !"  cried  Brenner,  and  seizing  my  hand  led  me 
out  into  another  room,  motioning  to  the  children  to  leave  us 

together.  "  Thou,  here,  Sophia!"  repeated  he,  and  looked  at 
me  with  a  searching  glance. 

I  did  not  leave  him  a  long  time  to  bewilder  himself,  but 
said  : 

"  How  couldst  thou  think  of  leaving  me  without  saying 
one  friendly  word  at  parting  ?  It  was  not  good,  it  was  not 
right  of  thee.  I  could  indeed  believe,  that  thou  troubled 

thyself  no  more  about  me  than  about  a  sea-gull  I" Tears  almost  choked  me. 
The  Viking  was  silent,  and  I  continued : 

"  Kow  we  may  see  who  best  understands  how  to  love  his 
friend.  Thou  wilt  not  come  to  me,  but  I  have  come  to  thee, 

to  say — farewell !" 
"  And  thou  hast  come  merely  for  that  purpose  ?  Thanks !" 

He  pressed  my  hand. 
It  was  now  more  difficult  to  continue.  I  was  silent,  he 

was  silent.  At  length  he  compelled  himself,  and  continued 

with  a  gentle  suppressed  voice,  "  Thanks,  that  thou  so  kindly 
punishest  my  apparent  negligence.  May  I  now  accompany 

thee  home,  and  by  so  doing  take  leave  of  thy  relatives  ?" 
"  Go  where  thou  wilt;  I  remain  here.     I   " 
"  How  ?" 
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"  I  remain  with  thy  children,  AVilhelm,  till  thou  retumest 
from  Africa." 

Breuner  looked  at  me  for  a  moment,  and  his  eyes  filled 

with  tears.  "  Oh  thou  woraau's  heart !"  said  he,  took  my 
hand,  and  continued  with  a  penetrating  glance,  "  and  when  I 
come  back  again,  what  wilt  thou  do  then?" 

"  What— thou  wilt !"  replied  I. 
Brenner  was  again  silent  for  a  moment,  and  then  said  with 

an  agitated  voice : 

"  These  are  words  which,  some  time  ago,  I  would  have 
given  half  the  remainder  of  my  life  to  have  heard.  But  now 
— now  it  is  otherwise.  That  which  I  then  would  do,  will  I 

now  no  longer." 
I  looked  upon  him  questioningly,  amazed. 

"  Now,"  continued  Brenner,  "  my  condition  is  much 
changed.  I  have  nothing  upon  earth  except — these  poor 
children !" 

"  I  know  that !"  answered  I. 

"  I  understand  thee,  Sophia,"  said  Brenner  pensively,  "  and 
this  act  surprises  me  not,  from  thee.  But  it  involves  a  sacri- 

fice which  I  neither  can  nor  may  accept.  Thou  refusedst  thy 
hand  to  tlie  well-conditioned  man,  thou  shalt  not  give  it  to 

the — beggar!" 
"  His  kingly  majesty  has  declared  for  me  by  word  of 

mouth,"  said  I,  "  I  may  do  what  I  will  with  that  which  is  my 

o\vn." 
"  Xo  !"  replied  Brenner,  "  that  mayst  thou  not.  For  thy 

determination,  although  noble,  is  over  hasty,  and  thou  mayst 
not  do  that  of  which  thou  wilt  repent.  Thy  calm  life  and  thy 
property  may  not  be  sacrificed  for  a  ruined  family.  That  shall 
not  be,  say  t !  Canst  thou  believe  me  to  be  such  an  egotist, 

such  a   " 
"  Be  stiU,  be  still,  about  all  that !  The  children  may  fancy 

that  we  are  quarrelling,  and  it  is  not  so.  AVe  can  mutually 
think  about  it  till  thou  comest  home.  Perhaps  thou  mayst 

find  in  Africa  some  beauty   " 
"  Hush  then !  what  stupidity  is  that  ?  But  if  I  never 

come  home  ?  My  voyage  may  continue  long,  may  be  stormy, 

dangerous — if  I  should  never  come  homer" 
"  Then  I  remain  here  to  be  thy  children's  mother  to  my 

dying  day." 
"  "  Sophia !"  ejaculated  Brenner,  hastily,  "  thou  art  an  angel, 



I  AM  THE  TIKING's  BRIDE.  221 

and  upon  tny  knees  must  I  thank  thee  for  this  word,  this  in- 
tention. But  yet,  yet  I  cannot  accept  it.  It  is  a  sacrifice, 

and  it  is  indiscreet,  and  it  is  unreasonable   " 
"  Well  then !  let  reason  and  understanding  go  !"  replied  I ; 

"how  is  it  worth  while  keeping  these  when  one  has  given 
away  one's  heart !" 

And  now — I  lay  on  the  Viking's  heart,  clasped  in  his  arms. 
He  called  me  his,  and  challenged  the  whole  world  to  part  us. 
He  placed  his  ring  upon  my  finger,  he  led  his  children  into 
my  arms,  he  said  that  I  would  be  their  mother,  he  introduced 
me  as  his  bride  to  Mrs.  Trollman,  who,  in  astonishment,  nearly 

upset  the  cofi'ee-pot. 
"  Now  I  shall  attend  thee  home!"  exclaimed  he  in  con- 

clusion ;  "  I  must  tell  the  whole  world  that  thou  art  mine !" 
The  Viking  is  somewhat  stormy  in  his  happiness,  thought 

I,  but  he  may  now  haye  his  will.  How  it  will  startle  my 
stepmother ! 

On  the  arm  of  the  Viking  I  retraced  my  way  home.  Hia 
heart  was  over  full,  and  how  charming  was  it  to  me  to  listen 
to  the  swell  of  the  waves  within  it ;  but  when  he  kissed  my 
hand  directly  under  the  nose  of  the  watchman  (the  nose  of 
the  watchman  of  Skeppsholm),  I  was  obliged  to  beseech  of 
him  that  he  would  not  expose  me,  nor  behave  himself  like  a 
sea-robber ! 

"  Confess  now,"  exclaimed  he,  "  that  thy  philosophy  has 
not  helped  thee  much,  has  not  prevented  thee  from  venturing 

thy  life  with  a  sea-robber  like  me." 
"  Philosophy!"  exclaimed  I;  "it  is  precisely  that  which 

has  conducted  me  to  thee." 
"  Ah,  bah !  that  I  will  not  hear.  Confess  honestly  out 

that  it  is  love — pure,  heavenly,  irrational  love !" 
"  No  !  not  irrational   " 
"  Then  rational  love !  now  thou  talkest  well.  Why  use 

any  ceremony  about  the  word?  It  is  really  life's  primal 
word — my  beloved  !  And  actual  magic  power  hast  thou 
never  without  it.  Only  do  not  come  with  'Christian's  love,' 
or  I  shall  throw  either  thee  or  myself  into  the  sea!" 

Of  course  I  called  him  "  a  heathen,"  and  such  things. Amid  such  conversation  we  came  home. 

Fortunately  it  happened  that  we  found  my  stepmother, 
Selma,  and  Lennartson,  all  together  in  the  drawing-room. 
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The  Viking  threw  the  doors  wide  open,  and  with  my  hand 
clasped  in  his,  he  marched  up  into  the  middle  of  the  floor, 
and  introducing  himself  before  the  three  sitting  ones,  ex- 

claimed, "  Congratulate  ua  now !  See  you  not  that  we  are 
bridegroom  and  bride  !" 

"With  a  cry  of  joy  Lennartson  sprang  up  and  clasped  us both  in  his  arms,  amid  the  most  cordial  words.  Selma  sprang 
up  also,  half  shocked,  half  glad,  and  embracing  me  exclaimed, 

'Sophia!" 
And  my  stepmother,  she  sate  quiet  on  the  sofa,  so  struck, 

so  astonished,  so  startled,  that  I  thought  she  would  have  a 
stroke,  and  with  that  was  quite  terrified. 

I  now  hastened  up  to  her,  kissed  her  hand,  and  besought 
her  earnestly  to  forgive  my  apparent  reserve  ;  but  that  I 
myself,  only  two  hours  ago,  did  not  know  my  destiny ;  and 
I  began  now  a  short  explanation  of  the  progress  of  the  affair, 
but  was  interrupted  by  Brenner,  who  would  relate  the  affair 
in  his  own  way,  and  thus  I  fancy  nobody  rightly  understood 
it,  although  every  one  was  evidently  affected  and  pleased,  my 
stepmother  also. 

In  the  mean  time  the  clock  struck  eight,  and  the  Viking 
must  go  on  board.  As  we  now  must  part,  it  was  hard  for  us. 

"  Accompany  me  to  the  linden-trees  below,"  prayed  he  ; 
"  I  must  still  say  a  few  words  to  thee  under  God's  free 
heaven." 

I  went  with  him  under  the  linden-trees,  which  were  gilded 

by  the  evening  sun.     "\Ve  seated  ourselves  on  a  bench. 
"  Ah,  here  it  is  beautiful !"  said  Brenner.  "  Within  there 

it  was  too  narrow  for  me,  too  heavy  to  part  from  thee.  In  the 
morning  I  shall  be  upon  my  free  sea ;  but  thou,  Sophia,  wilt 
then  be  in  a  narrow  and  quiet  dwelling,  and  that — for  my 

sake." 
"  I  shall  be  with  thy  children,  "Wilhelra  !"  said  I. 
"I  have  often,"  continued  Brenner,  "heard  thee  speak 

with  dread  of  the  heavy,  the  oppressive,  the  troublesome  in 
life — of  the  suffering — Sophia  !  I  fear,  I  fear  for  that  which 

thou  undertakest,  for  thy  strength,  thy  steadfastness  !" 
"  Thou  dost  not  rightly  know  me,  Wilhelm.  Kemember 

that  I  am  of  the  people  and  race  of  the  Wasastjemas !  Be- 
sides— the  suffering  which  I  feared  is  that  which  fetters  the 

soul,  not  that  which  elevates  it,  which  ennobles  it.     Thou 
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hast  many  times  spoken  of  suffering  as  of  what  is  noble, 

beautifu  — and  I  have  felt  for  some  time  that  thou  art  right." 
"  Thou  feelest,  therefore,  that  thou  wilt  suffer,  that  thou 

mayst  become  mine  ?" 
"  Tes,  Wilhelm ;  for  I  know  that  in  the  world  there  are 

storms,  and  manifold  dangers,  for  those  who  are  out  upon 
the  great  sea ;  and  I  know  that  every  stormy  night  will  find 
me  sleepless  and  aniious.  But  every  evening  and  every 
morning  I  shall  clasp  together  the  hands  of  thy  children  in 
prayers  for  their  father,  and  their  innocent  sighs  shall  part 
the  clouds  above  thy  head,  and  calm  wind  and  wave.  Oh 

"Wilhehn,  be  easy  about  me  !  I  am  glad  to  love  and  to  suffer. 
But,"  continued  I,  for  I  wished  to  calm  Brenner's  excited 
feelings,  and  give  the  conversation  a  more  cheerful  turn, 

"  thou  hast  not  given  me  any  directions  for  the  education  of 
thy  children.  I  presume  that  I  must  not  teach  them — 

philosophy!" 
"  Teach  them  in  heaven's  name  whatever  thou  wilt — yes, 

even  philosophy,  and  especially  that  philosophy  which  gives 
thee  to  me.  Teach  them  that  love  is  the  most  beautiful 

wisdom.  And  now — I  must  leave  thee,  my,  my  Sophia. 
Eemain  here ;  let  me  see  thy  white  figure  under  the  blue 

heaven,  under  the  green  trees  to  the  last!"  He  took  my 
pocket-handkerchief,  which  was  wet  with  tears,  and  hid  it  in 

his  breast,  as  he  said  "it  shall  be  my  Bethel-flag!"  Yet 
once  more  he  pressed  my  hand,  yet  once  more  his  faithful 
glance  sunk  deep  into  my  eyes,  and  down  into  the  depths  of 
my  heart.  He  then  moved  off  with  great  strides.  Near  the 
river,  before  he  was  hidden  by  the  houses,  he  turned  round 
once  more  and  looked  back,  and  waved  a  farewell  with  his 
hand.  Thus  vanished  he  from  my  sight.  I  slowly  returned 
home. 

Lennartson  was  gone,  to  take  leave  of  his  friend  on  board 
the  frigate.  My  stepmother  and  Selma  hastened  to  me.  The 
former  was  evidently  a  little  dissatisfied.  But  I  now  opened 
my  heart  to  them  both,  and  let  them  see  all  which  had  moved 
within  it  for  some  time. 

I  had  the  little  egotistical  pleasure  of  seeing  my  Selma's 
tears  fall,  because  I  must  leave  her ;  and  the  happiness  to 
see  that  my  stepmother  perfectly  approved  of  the  resolution 
which  I  had  taken,  and  did  not  altogether  disapprove  of  my 
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mode  of  action.  A  little  troubled  she  was  as  to  how  it  should 
be  made  known  to  the  world,  and  how  this  would  regard  it ; 

but  after  we  had  made  all  our  "  reflexions  chretiennes  et 
morales''^  upon  the  circumstance,  we  found  that  the  affair 
was  not  so  dangerous  ;  nor  was  the  world  either,  if  people 
only  faced  it  with  an  honest  mind  and  a  polite  manner. 

As  we  separated  for  the  night,  my  stepmother  clasped 
round  my  arm  a  beautiful  bracelet  of  her  own  hair,  and  said : 

"  You  must  not  think,  my  sweet  Sophia,  that  I  did  not 
suspect,  that  I  did  not  in  silence  rightly  see  how  all  was 
going  forward  here,  although  I  have  said  nothing !  I  have 

foreseen  it  altogether !" 
"  No  !  has  my  dear  mother  actually  ?"  exclaimed  I. 
"  TJm,  um,  um,  um  !" 
"  Prince  Metternich  again  !"  thought  I.  "  Good-night, 

my  sweet,  gracious  mamma  !"  said  I. 
Monday  Horning,  26th  of  May. 

Another  day !  another  change  of  light  and  shade.  Now 
friendly  day  !  I  salute  thee  in  my  new  home.  Mildly  dawns 
life  there. 

Thither  have  I  been  accompanied  by  my  mother,  Selma, 
and  Lennartson.     There  I  hope  often  to  see  them  again. 

Already  I  feel  myself  quite  at  home,  and  so  is  Mrs.  Troll- 
man  \vith  me.  The  upper  magic  spirit  and  the  lower  magic 
spirit  have  concluded  a  fundamental  peace  upon  certain  con- 

ditions, which  stand  in  our  Lord's  hand.  Merrily  dance  the 
waves  without  upon  the  Fjard,  and  bear  the  Yiking  away 
from  his  home.  I  bear  upon  my  breast  some  words  from 
him,  written  on  board  the  frigate,  and  conveyed  to  me  I  know 

not  by  what  heavenly  wind.  There  is  love  in  them,  and  life's 
primeval  word  lives  also  in  my  heart. 

Within,  the  children  wake  up  out  of  the  arms  of  sleep,  and 
for  me  rise  up  cares  for  them,  and  for  house  and  home. 

An  end  now  to  my  life  of  quiet  observation  and  daily 
sketches.  Away  with  thee,  gossiping,  but  dear  pen,  which 
took  up  so  much  time !  And  in  truth,  when  one  has  given 
away  freedom,  reason,  and  heart,  then  is  it  well  also  to  lay 
aside   The  Diaey. 
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"We  have  many  a  time  seen  in  a  sterile  wild  spot,  a  lovely 
flower  standing  alone,  surrounded  and  secluded  there  by  un- 

friendly circumstances,  ardently,  but  vainly  seeking  for  the 
sun,  in  whose  light  thousands  of  her  happier  sisters  rejoice 
themselves,  but  which  the  barren  overhanging  rocks  will  not 
allow  to  force  its  way  to  her.  Becoming  pale  and  powerless, 
the  flower,  by  degrees,  bows  to  the  earth  the  head,  which 
was  created  to  be  raised  upwards,  and  at  last  conceals  her 
evanescent  being  amid  the  gloomy  circumstances  which  are 
guilty  of  her  fate. 

One  eye,  which  has  accidentally  discovered  the  Solitary, 
rests  upon  her  with  a  sort  of  pity,  whilst  thought  inquires  to 
what  purpose,  and  why  she  stands  there  so  without  joy  to 
herself,  and  joy  to  any  one  ?  These  involuntary  hermits  of 
the  world  of  flowers  have  their  prototypes  in  a  higher  sphere, 
and  something  of  these  I^expect  to  recognise  in  the  one  whose 
hand  has  penned  down  the  following  thoughts  and  features 
of  a  life  not  enlivened  by  iiiany  sunbeams. 

It  is  no  direct  diary,  no  witty  and  interesting  journal,  that 
she  has  written — ah,  such  are  never  written,  except  in  the 
quiet  hope  that  a  confidential  friend  will  soraetime  look 
through  the  lines  which  preserve  the  remembrance  of  our 
fate  and  our  feelings,  will  sigh  over  our  cares,  rejoice  over 
our  joys,  smile  over  our  witty  sallies,  love  and  hate  with  us, 
in  one  word — feel  with  us,  and  thereby  become  more  inti- 

mately united  with  us ; — N'o,  her  unarranged  thoughts  were like  withered  leaves,  which  the  autumn  wind  shakes  from  the 

trees  and  strews  over  the  earth — even  as  they  are  the  ofi"- 
spring  of  feelings,  w^hich  in  no  beloved  breast  on  earth  may 
hope  to  find  echo  more. 

May  17th- 

It  is  spring  !     From  my  window  I  see  the  clouds,  chased 
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by  fresh  gales,  like  glittering  swans  sailing  away  in  the  clear 
blue  ;  yet  above  them  I  see  the  eagle  soaring  higher  and 
higher  forth  into  the  path  of  light.  Ah  !  that  I  could  do  as 
she  ! — would  that  I  could  feel  warm  life-dispensing  spring 
air !  How  narrow  and  cold  is  it  within  here,  how  fresh  and 
glorious  there  in  the  distance,  where  the  crimson  of  morning 
stands  !     I  would — ah,  know  I  indeed  rightly  what  I  would  ? 

Secret  and  mysterious  yearning, 

From  the  soul's  unfathomed  depths, 
Like  a  misty  form  ascending, 
That  is  chased  by  quiet  wind!s. 
Floating  in  the  farthest  distance. 
Thou  dost  draw  me  far  off,  far  off, 
Towards  the  undiscovered  shores ! 

Over  life's  rose-flowering  gardens. 
And  her  verdant  groves  of  hope, 
Thou  dost  lead  me,  and  enfoldest, 
In  dark  grave-clothes,  all  the  earth ; 
As  the  soul  which,  from  home-sickness, 
Wasteth  in  a  foreign  land, 
Where  it  sees  no  single  flower. 

On  my  mind  with  might  thou  seizest, 
And  dost  call  forth  plenteous  tears 
From  a  sweet  and  unknown  sorrow ; 
And  my  heart,  ah,  how  it  beateth  ! 
Will  break  forth  from  out  its  prison. 
Will  come  forth  to  light  and  warmth. 
Longing  for  another  home  ! 

There,  where  from  the  flaming  orient, 
Gloriously  ascends  the  morn ; 
There,  where  in  the  western  cloud-land, 
Sinks  the  golden  torch  of  day, 
Yearns  my  ardent  soul  to  flee  ; 
There,  my  urging  spirit  drives  me, 
Over  land  and  over  sea. 

Eagle,  which  so  proudly  soareth 
To  the  golden  sphere  of  light; 
Fleecy  cloud,  which  gentle  breezes 
Bear  into  the  bonndless  space; 
Tell  me,  in  the  for-otf  distance 
Is  it  all  so  briglit  and  glorious — 
Reigneth  freedom  there  and  peace? 

Would  I  might,  0  bird,  speed  with  thee, 
On  the  Are- path  of  the  sun  ! 
Cloud,  with  thee  that  I  might  float  fortb 

To  the  evening's  purple  shore, 
Aud  on  gentle  islands  pillowed. 
Full  of  -joy  no  tongue  can  speak. 
Sing  tlujre  my  own  cradle-song' 
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Thns  I  cried.     Down  to  his  eyrie, 
From  his  flight  the  eagle  flew : 
In  free  space  the  cloud  had  vanished. 
Lonesome  stood  I.     And  the  wind  played 
With  my  wailings,  as  if  sweeping 
O'er  a  sad  Eolian-harp ; 
And  in  empty  air  they  sounded, 
Without  echo,  without  answer ! 

I  have  heard  speak  of  ice-palaces,  and  I  myself  live  in  a 
moral  ice-palace.  The  Count  and  the  Countess,  my  gracious 
patrons,  are  statues  of  ice ;  and  I,  I  am  a  poor  flickering 
little  flame,  lighted  in  one  of  the  lamps  of  the  saloon  of  the 
castle,  which,  by  degrees,  is  going  out,  from  frost  and  icy- 
breath.    

Oh,  it  must  still  be  indescribably  delightful  to  feel,  to  love, 
to  live ;  in  one  word — to  love. 

I  have,  however,  never  loved  anything  else  but  my  own 
fleeting  ideal.  Never  shall  I  be  able  to  see  it  realised  upon 
earth !    

I  am  to-day  twenty  years  old.  Who  troubles  themselves 
about  it  ?  Who  offers  to  me  a  flower  in  my  flowering-time  ? 
Ah,  if  nobody  rejoices  because  one  has  been  born,  one  might 
very  well  wish  that  it  had  never  been  so. 

I  would  willingly  purchase  the  caresses  of  a  father  and 
mother  with  my  life.  He  who  has  never  experienced  their 
innocent  delight,  has  been  shut  out  from  the  Eden  of  child- 

hood.   

When  I  read  in  novels  and  plays,  of  children  who,  when 
arrived  at  mature  years,  have  found  again  their  parents  whom 
they  have  long  considered  as  lost,  I  sympathise  with  heartfelt 

emotion  which  carries  me  out  of  myself.  I  exclaim,  "Father, 
mother!"  open  my  arms  and  weep — and  yet  I  know  that 
mine  sleep  for  ever.    

All  the  people  whom  I  know  have  something  in  the  world 
about  which  they  interest  themselves,  to  which  they  attach 
themselves.  They  have  parents,  they  have  children,  brothers 
and  sisters,  relatives,  friends,  or,  in  necessity,  a  dog,  a  cat,  a 
bird ;  in  short,  some  sort  of  creature  for  which  they  live,  to 
which  they  are  useful,  and  which  requites,  with  devotion,  the 
care  and  tenderness  that  is  shown  to  them.     Or  they  have 

(i2 
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an  occupation,  an  object ;  in  one  word,  a  something  -n-liicli 
enlivens  the  present,  and  opens  the  future. 

I  wonder  very  much  sometimes,  for  what  purpose  and 
wherefore  I  was  born.  If  I  were  to  question  the  Baroness 

about  this,  she  would  reply  :  "  To  sew  for  me,  to  be  at  hand 
when  I  ring  my  silver  bell,  to  assist  me  at  my  toilet,  to  make 
of  an  evening  the  fourth  at  my  card-table — and  besides  this, 

to  exercise  my  patience."  Good  heaven  !  am  I  too  proud,  if 
I  think  such  an  object  mean  and  miserable  ? 

Some  people  have  an  interest  in  life,  which  I  do  not  envy 
them — namely,  to  quarrel  with  one  another.  That  is  the 
pleasure  of  the  Count  and  the  Countess,  as  soon  as  they  meet 
for  the  day  ;  or  I  fancy  that  they  seek  one  another  only  to 
give  each  other  this  refreshment.  In  one  thing  only  do  they 
agree,  and  that  is,  to  reprove  me  severely  for  the  least  error. 

If  I  were  placed  by  fate  in  a  condition  to  rule  over  others 
— for  example,  in  the  place  of  the  Countess — how  would  I 
carefully  avoid  severity  and  sternness  in  the  reproofs  and 
corrections  which  I  found  it  necessary  to  give  to  my  servants 
and  dependents,  especially  to  those  who  lived  in  my  family  ! 
Their  neghgences  would  in  the  whole  be  so  trifling  to  me,  in 
comparison  so  wholly  insignificant ;  because,  even  if  tliey  did 
occasion  me  a  little  inconvenience — yet  they  could  neither 
disturb  the  peace  of  my  heart,  nor  cost  me  painful  tears — 
nor  depress  and  molest  my  temper ;  whilst,  on  the  contrary, 
my  severity  all  too  easily  could  make  the  faulty  person  feel 
all  these  evils.  It  is  one  of  tlie  great  problems  of  lite,  not  to 
occasion  suffering  to  others,  and  even  the  most  subtle  syllo- 

gisms cannot  find  an  excuse  for  those  who  have  wounded  the 
heart  of  a  fellow-creature.  For  their  own  sakes  also,  those 
who  have  power  should  be  kind  and  considerate  towards  their 
dependents.  People  may  be  often  better  served  in  trifles 
when  they  are  more  feared  than  loved  ;  but  how  smaU  is  this 
gain  in  comparison  with  the  loss,  as  is  shown  in  all  accidental 
important  occasions.  Then  the  devoted  servant  soon  shows 
himself  as  a  friend,  and  he  who  is  obedient  out  of  fear  as  an 
enemy.    

To  play  at  cards  every  evening  from  seyen  o'clock  till  ten 
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^vltli  three  persons,  who,  like  the  Count,  the  Countess,  and 
tlie  old  President  M   ,  incessantly  quarrel  over  t^heir  game 
and  their  counters  (for  we  do  not  play  for  money),  is  a  mortal 
pastime.  The  kings  and  the  honours  are  to  me  actual 
U)  urderers  of  pleasure.  This  evening  occupation  makes  me 
feel  still  more  intolerably  how  the  whole  day  is  for  me  like 
the      

Poor  little  bird  with  fettered  wings !  In  vain  thou  at- 
temptest  to  soar  away — thou  escapest  not — thou  feelest  for 
what  tliou  wast  created — thou  wouldst,  like  thy  fellows,  bathe 
thyself  in  the  pure,  sunny  atmosphere ;  like  them  sink  thy 
airy  freedom — and  thou  art  fettered  to  the  dust.  Painful, 
jiainfid  is  thy  condition.  So  also  is  the  condition  of  him  who, 
with  the  ideal  of  perfection  and  felicity  in  his  breast,  bound 
by  the  fetters  of  mediocrity,  yearningly  goes  about,  yearn- 

ingly strives,  combats,  wearies  himself,  hopes  and  despairs, 
and  at  last  sinks  down  beneath  the  immovably  burdening 
hand  of  fate.  With  a  thousand  noble  powers  of  activity 
within  his  soul,  he  sees  every  way  to  self -formation  and 
usefulness  closed  against  him   

Impatience  is  a  painful  feeling.  If  we  would  suffer  less,  we 
must  be  patient.    

If  I  could  only  do  good  in  some  way  I  would  not  complain. 
But  I  can — do  nothing,  nothing.  In  order  to  be  completely 
captive,  in  addition  to  the  walls  of  a  prison,  one  must  be  a 
woman,  must,  like  me,  be  poor  and  dependent.  I  know  that 
in  this  respect  I  have  many  sisters  of  destiny  in  the  world. 
Oh,  my  poor  friends !  how  gladly  would  I  be  able  to  console 
you!  But,  ah!  I  also  am  a  fainting  pilgrim  in  the  wilder- 

ness— I  would  extend  to  you  a  refreshing  draught — and  have 
not  one  drop  of  fresh  water  for  myself. 

When  a  person  has  deeply  felt  one  single  affliction,  he 
understands  all  other  sufferings. 

I  see  two  pictures,  two  sides  of  life — as  unlike  to  each 
other  as  day  and  night  are.  On  the  first,  what  life,  what 
pomp  of  colouring  !  The  altars  of  love  and  of  domestic  hap- 

piness stand  there  garlanded  with  eternally  fresh  flowers. 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  laurels  and  palms,  the  fine  arts  exer- 
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cise  their  delightful  play,  and  drink  freely,  from  the  glorious, 
richly  changing  world  which  surrounds  them,  the  nectar  of 
inspiration.  The  sciences  take  their  pleasurable,  peaceful 
way  to  sunny  heights.  Everything  lives,  moves,  mounts 
upwards,  goes  forwards,  becomes  clearer,  purer,  more  signi- 
licant.  From  order,  beauty  and  the  dominion  of  the  great 
whole,  every  lesser  part  enfolds  itself  in  the  fulness  of  life, 

of  grace  and  freedom.  JS^othing  is  mean,  powerless,  and 
heavy.  On  the  contrary,  all  is  great,  rich,  and  points  to  im- 

mortality. Even  misfortune  has  glory  ;  it  has  its  lionour,  its 
song  of  victory.  The  lightnings  of  the  tempest,  and  the 
quiet  magnificence  of  a  bright  sun,  light  up  alternately  the 
scene,  and  lend  to  it  constant  majesty.  The  second  picture 
— behold  a  gloomy,  misty  autumn  day — behold  weary  wan- 

derers, who,  upon  a  wild,  stony  heath,  seek  for  a  resting- 
place.  They  would  make  a  fire  to  warm  themselves  by,  but 

a  still,  icy  penetrating  di-izzling  rain  extinguishes  the  flame, 
and  at  last,  even  every  glimmering  spark  in  the  ashes.  Be- 

hold wi'etciiedness  become  so  wretched  that  it  loses  compas- 
sion for  itself;  behold  how  misfortune  hardens  the  unfortu- 
nate against  others,  who  are  as  unfortunate  as  themseives. 

Behold  disgust,  life-weariness — behold — ah,  no,  rather  behold 
it  not !  close,  if  it  be  possible  to  thee,  thy  eyes,  thou  whose 
life  resembles  this  picture.  Mist  and  clouds  that  whirl 
above  us — ah !  sink  deeper  down,  and  conceal  from  us  the 
horrors  which  surround  us,  and  our  desolate,  awful  path. 

Tear  after  year  goes  on  slowly.  To  me  they  are  all  like 
gloomy  autumn-days. 

Eeproofs  ?  for  what  reason  ?  I  do  not  deserve  them.  I 
complain  indeed  not.  No  expression  of  discontent,  no  mur- 

mur escapes  my  lips.  I  am  thankful  for  the  maintenance 
which  is  given  to  me  (out  of  charity,  they  say).  I  am  obe- 

dient, submissive  ;  I  endeavour  to  fulfil  all  which  is  required 
from  me.  But  I  am  not  cheerful,  they  say,  not  merry  ;  I 
always  let  my  head  hang  down.  Ah,  if  1  must  look  cheerful, 
let  them  give  some  joy  to  my  heart !  I  have,  however,  in 
order  to  please  those  to  whom  I  owe  obedience,  studied 
before  the  glass,  that  I  might  find  out  the  look  which  would 
give  to  my  couutenauce  the  most  cheerful  and  contented 
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expression.     At  last,  I  am  obliged,  ia  contemplating  these 
mournful,  compulsory  smiles,  to  weep  right  bitterly. 

I  read  lately  in  a  book,  a  sort  of  treatise  on  moral  health, 

full  of  good  advice  against  the  sickness  of  the  soid :  "  If  thy 
condition  be  too  oppressive,  and  thou  feelest  thyself  unhappy 

in  it — then  change  thy  condition."  Would  he  indeed  be unfortunate  if  he  could  do  this  ? 

Ah,  I  am  of  genteel  birth,  and  the  proud,  distant  relatives 
who,  after  the  death  of  my  parents,  took  the  orphan  in  the 
cradle,  have  the  right  of  parents  over  me,  although  they  have 
never  shown  to  me  their  tenderness.  Still,  however,  they 
have  placed  themselves  as  such.  I  must  either  submit  to 
them,  or  be  ungrateful — I  have  no  other  choice.  Besides 
this,  where  could  I  go  ? 

Marry — and  marry  M   ?   IS'ever !    I  am  not  romantic ; but  I  must  be  able  to  entertain  esteem  and  friendship  for 
my  husband,  if  I  would  iind  a  shadow  of  happiness  in  mar- 

riage.    M   is  avaricious,  has  a  hard  heart,  and  is  always 
in  Hl-humour — qualities  which  are  intolerable  to  a  wife  who 
has  a  heart.  Besides  this,  he  seeks  not  a  friend  in  me,  not  a 
true  companion  in  joy  and  suffering,  not  an  affectionate  wife 
— but  only  a  housekeeper — and  some  one  who  will  bear  his 
ill-humours  and  his  oddities  without  murmuring.  And  I 
should  take  such  a  husband,  only  to  get  married — never, 
never  at  all !  I  am  too  good  for  that — I  feel  my  womanly 
worth  too  well,  and  never  can  nor  will  (let  others  do  what 
they  may)  regard  myself  as  a  piece  of  merchandise.  Most 
cordially  do  I  compassionate  those  who,  in  a  condition  like 
mine,  only  to  change  this,  accept  of  offers  which  are  good  in 
the  opinion  of  the  world,  but  which  in  reality  are  wanting  of 
what  is  most  necessary  to  a  happy  marriage — namely,  all  that 
can  ennoble  the  heart  and  make  it  happy.  Sooner  or  later 
the  blinded  ones  discover  that  they  have  only  exchanged  a 
less  suffering  for  a  greater  one. 

Ardent,  warm  souls  must  find  in  marriage  the  snpremest 
happiness  or  misery. 

I  must  hate  all  that  is  mean  and  contemptible,  I  feel 
that  I  should  hate  M.,  and  know  not  how  miserable  and 
contemptible  I  myself  might  in  the  end  become  as  his  wife. 
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I  recollect  having  read  some  verses  of  Haug,  which,  with  a 
little  alteration,  may  be  turned  to  my  thoughts. 

He. 
Oh  women,  ye  were  angels  to  the  lover, 

And  now  are  devils  when  the  wedding's  over ! 
She. 

Why  thus  it  is,  is  not  so  hard  to  tell, 
That  which  appeared  a  heaven  we  find  a  hell. 

In  the  original,  she  is  the  complainant,  and  he  gives  the 
reply.  But  that  which  one  sees  every  day  is,  that  a  bad, 
immoral  man,  ruins  the  character  and  the  temper  of  his 
wife.  People  accuse  many  women  of  falsehood  and  craft, 
people  deplore  the  same  faults  in  certain  oppressed  nations. 
The  answer  to  the  one  and  to  the  other  contain,  at  the  same 
time,  the  explanation  and  the  excuse  : 

We  have  had  tyrants  for  our  masters 

Before  I  would  be  obliged  to  excuse  myself  in  such  a 
manner,  I  would  rather  preserve  unchanged  my  joyless  uni- 

form life  to  the  end  of  my  days.     Life  is  really  not  so  long. 

A  year  is  passed  since  I  wrote  these  words,  "  Life  is  really 
not  so  long."  Ah,  life,  nevertheless,  is  long;  its  minutes 
seem  eternities  when  one  suffers,  wiien  one  is  pressed  down 
with  life- weariness.  And  must  we  not  become  so,  when 
everything  resembles  an  eternal  no  to  all  our  wishes  and  our 
wants  ? 

I  feel  it  deeply.  In  order  to  endure  life,  an  affectionate 
heart  requires  the  love  and  tenderness  of  its  fellow-creatures 
— even  as  necessarily  as  meat  and  drink  for  the  sustaining  of 
the  body. 

Oh  the  heart  that  is  condemned  to  throb  for  ever  unre- 

sponded  to !  Hidden  existence,  which  gave  motion  to  it — 
in  mercy  let  it  cease  to  beat ! 

People  should  never  contend  about  the  misfortune,  about 

the  pain  which  others  feel.  "\Ye  suffer  in  such  different ways,  and  from  so  many  different  kinds  of  causes ;  we  are  so 
dissimilarly  organised,  and  the  relations  of  outward  circum- 

stances to  our  inward,  our  feelings,  our  capacities,  are  mani- 
fold and   so   various,  that   it  is  almost   impossible  for  ona 
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person  to  judge  of  the  condition  of  another.  Where,  also, 
we  see  suffering,  we  should  reverence  it,  if  we  are  not  so 
happy  as  to  be  able  to  alleviate  it. 

Not  long  since,  I  heard  one  knowing  female  friend  admo- 
nish another,  less  knowing,  and  yet  less  fortunate  friend : 

"  Thou  hast,  indeed,  committed  no  crime ;  thou  canst  not 
feel  remorse  ;  thou  hast,  indeed,  no  cares  ;  thou  hast  clothes 
and  maintenance  provided  for  thee.  About  what,  in  all  the 

world,  needest  thou  disquiet  thyself  ?  Thou  fanciest  thyselt' 
only  to  be  unhappy;  chase  away  thy  diseased  thoughts,  and 
thou  wilt  become  as  cheerful  as  me.  Everybody  lias  their 
cares.  Perfection  is  really  not  promised  to  us  on  earth.  One 

must  use  one's  reason,  and  drive  fancies  out  of  one's  head,  as 
other  people  do." 

The  friend  who  was  comforted  in  this  way  was  silent ;  but 
looked,  spite  of  it,  more  dejected  than  before.  In  her  place, 
I  should  have  answered,  "  It  is  true,  of  all  the  evils  which 
thou  hast  named,  I  know  none ;  but  my  unhappiness,  there- 

fore, is  not  the  less  real — it  lies  here  in  this  weak,  diseased 
heart,  which  I  did  not  give  to  myself,  and  which  painful  gift 
heaven  has  spared  thee.  But  precisely  for  that  reason  thou 
canst  not  judge  me ;  and  it  would  be  just  as  consequent 
to  deny  the  possibility  of  my  headache  because  thou  dost  not 
feel  it,  as  the  pang  of  my  heart  because  thou  dost  not  under- 

stand it.  Thou — but  to  what  piu-pose  can  a  longer  answer 
tend,  where  my  knowing  friend  would  only  shrug  her  shoul- 

ders ?  I  vrill  rather  undertake  in  thought  the  part  of  com- 
forter, but  perform  it  in  a  different  way.  I  would  go  to  the 

sufferer  and  say,  '  Rest  upon  me,  we  will  weep  together.'  " 

M.  has  been  married  some  time.  His  wife  is  very  un- 
happy. I  hope,  however,  that  her  rapidly-increasing  illness 

will  soon  release  her  from  the  horrible  life  which  awaits  her 

in  an  unhappy  marriage. 

I  cannot  devote  one  moment  of  the  day  to  reading.  The 
Countess  cannot  bear  that  I  should  read  in  her  presence. 

l"or  that  reason  I  spend  one  or  more  hours  of  the  night  in  so 
doing,  and  these  are  the  only  ones  which,  afford  me  any  en- 

joyment of  soul. 
Many  a  gentle  word,  rich  in  consolation,  has  in  these 

hours  been  spoken  to  the  solitary  forlorn-one  by  pure  spirits. 
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who  have  understood  in  their  sensitive  hearts  all  the  suffer- 
ing of  weak  humanity.  Especially  rich  in  consolation  are 

these  words,  because  they  say  to  the  unfortunate,  "  I  under- 
stand thee!"  It  is  to  one,  as  if  bewildered  in  a  horrible 

desert,  one  heard  all  at  once  the  beloved  tones  of  a  friend's 
voice.  Then  I  often  stretch  forth  my  hands  to  the  home  of 

the  noble  departed,  and  exclaim,  "  Oh  friend,  thou  who  hast 
felt  with  me — hast  suffered  with  me — send  down  for  my  re- 

freshment a  breath  of  the  eternal  rest  which  is  now  become 

a  part  of  thee."  But,  ah  !  no  tranquillising  breath  comes  to 
us  from  the  land  of  spirits — and  perhaps  also  no  eye  sees 
from  thence.  I  believe,  too,  that  it  is  well  it  should  be  so. 
In  order  to  be  perfectly  happy  in  another  world,  the  glorified 
must  be  witlidrawn  from  the  view  of  misery. 

But,  ah,  if  the  same  voices,  which  are  silenced  in  death,  yet 

so  piercingly  exclaimed,  "We  suffer!"  could  once  whisper 
to  us  from  the  opened  clouds,  "  A\'e  are  comforted!" — how much  fewer  bitter  tears  of  despair  would  flow. 

Te  dead!  it  mav  be  vour  business  to  console  mortals. 

"Why  are  there  in  our  country  no  religious  communities like  those,  which  in  other  countries  offer  to  the  unhappy,  who 
need  them  so  much,  respectable,  sacred  places  of  refuge  ? 
They  might,  indeed,  be  so  well  instituted  that  they  would  in 
no  way  oppose  the  laws  of  our  religion  and  of  sound  reason. 
They  might  be  what  they  should  be, — sacred  asylums  for  tl.e 
unhappy,  the  forlorn, — for  the  erring  who,  repentant,  wishde 
to  turn  back  to  goodness, — for  all  those  who  from  one  cause 
or  another  are  isolated  in  the  world,  who  live  without  a  de- 

termined object,  without  activity  and  without  joy,  and  who 
tliereby  become  every  day  more  unhappy  and  less  innocent. 

All  these  should  come  together  and  form  a  great  family, 
which,  guided  by  wise  laws,  devoted  itself  exclusively  to  the 
purpose  of  honouring  the  Highest  in  the  most  agreeable 
manner — namely,  by  affectionate,  active  assistance  to  all 
necessitous  persons,  all  such  as  are  unjustly  dealt  by,  all  who 
are  forlorn  and  unprotected ; — which  object  of  th\i\  great 
family,  that  for  the  most  part  would  probably  consist  of 
indigent  persons,  would  only  be  obtained  by  united  and 
prudently  directed  powers. 

Here,  those  without  relatives  and  friends  would  knit  among 
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themselves  the  holy  and  affectionate  bond  of  the  heart,  and 
would  find,  mother,  sister,  and  friend, — would  by  their  sid^i 
and  in  noble  emulation  with  them,  clothe  and  instruct  the 

neglected  chUd,  tend  the  sick,  comfort  the  mourners, — in  one 
word,  might  so  live  each  day,  that  in  the  evening  they  would 

be  able  to  say,  "  It  was  not  lost."  Here  might  she  who  had 
gone  astray  turn  back  to  virtue  and  to  Grod,  begin  a  new  life 
and  a  new  happiness,  might  feel  the  peace  of  innocence  and 
the  encouraging  joy  of  virtue.  Here  might  the  unhappy 
one  who  is  embittered  by  the  world  and  man,  find  a  home 
full  of  love  and  gentleness  and  good  spirits,  whose  harmo- 

nious voices  would  soon  pour  peace  and  rest  into  the  wounded 
heart.  Here  might  the  noble  one,  who  in  a  brilliant  sphere 
had  felt  her  heart  contracted  by  the  nullity  and  the  misery 
of  the  great  world,  descend,  and  in  the  peaceful  shades  of  a 
quiet,  but  useful  life,  become  really  great.  The  ardent,  the 
passionate,  to  whom  nature  gave  the  soul  of  Alexander,  and 
fate  gave  only  fetters,  whose  eccentric  power  consumed  them- 

selves and  others,  would  here  let  their  flames  burn  upon  the 
altars  of  devotion  and  benevolence,  and  feel  in  the  joy  of 
voluntary  renunciation  that  the  thorny  garland  of  a  saint  is 
a  loftier,  a  more  beautiful  object  of  endeavour,  than  worldly 

greatness,  than  the  world's  song  of  praise,  and  that  renown 
which  yet  reaches  not  to  the  stars.  Here  might  all  those 
who  by  nature,  by  fortune,  or  by  the  world,  have  been  treated 
with  severity,  be  embraced  as  by  a  heavenly  mother,  who,  full 
of  mild  seriousness  and  pure  love,  would  lead  her  children  by 
a  quiet,  happy,  and  virtuous  life  to  the  eternal  home,  where 
love,  truth,  and  felicity  first  meet  with  their  prototype.  Oh 
beautiful  and  blessed  life — noble  institution — innocent  charm- 

ing dream — would  that  it  could  sometime  be  realised! 

I  have  sometimes  a  feeling  of  bitterness,  which  I  seek  to 
overcome — of  envy,  which  I  seek  to  destroy  in  its  first  shoots. 
But  ah,  how  much  does  it  not  cost  to  preserve  oneself  good 
and  gentle,  when  daily  and  hourly  a  thousand  trifles,  like 
pricking  needle-points,  irritate  to  displeasure  and  indigna- 

tion. Neither  should  I  have  strength  to  be  so,  if  many  a 
time  a  single  prayer  for  strength  and  patience  did  not  lend 
it  to  my  breast, — if  many  a  time  the  reading  of  a  good  bocjk 
did  not  call  forth  some  observations  in  my  soul  which  elevate 
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it  above  the  nothingness  of  this  world.     But  ah !   it  sinks 
again.    

If  I  might,  however,  only  breathe  a  little  fresh  air.  The 
sun  shines  so  magnificently — the  air  is  so  clear — the  snow  so 
white  !  Oh  if  I  could  for  a  few  minutes  be  in  the  country — 
see  the  dark  green  woods,  and  hear  their  soughing — could 
speed  across  snow-covered  plains — breathe  of  the  clear  light 
air  ; — in  one  word,  could  see  free  nature  and  feel  myself  free 
— how  happy  I  should  be  ! 

Had  not  illusions,  the  enchanting,  deceitful  syrens,  filled 
the  ardent  fancy  of  my  ardent  childhood — had  I  not  desired 
so  much  from  fate — then  I  coidd  better  have  endured  that 

cold  life  which  is  become  my  lot.  That  early  novel-reading, 

how  much  poison  it  lays  in  young  minds  !  "What  young  girl of  seventeen,  who  is  only  gifted  by  nature  with  ordinary 
attractions — who  has  a  warm  heart — and  what  heart  is  indeed 

cold  at  seventeen  ! — that  has  read  novels,  plays,  and  romantic 
poems — does  not  see,  with  entire  certainty  in  herself,  the 
some-time  heroine  in  a  novel,  a  poem,  nay,  even  in  a  tragedy? 
The  death  of  a  tragedy-heroine  is  so  fearfully  beautiful, 
so  sublime,  so  admired,  so  wept  over,  that  it  appears  quite 
anviable  ;  and  sometimes  the  young  reader  weeps  with  in- 

describably painful  joy  over  herself  and  her  sublimely  moving 
future  fate,  in  the  girl  murdered  by  the  hand  of  her  lover. 

The  young  girl  steps  out  into  life,  and  expects,  with 
strained  impatience,  to  see  it  move  around  her  full  of  love, 
full  of  great  and  beautifid  actions,  and  rich  in  sentiments  and 
events ;  and  finds,  often  only  what  I  have  found,  poverty  in 
everything;  and  could  almost  fancy  that  a  hostile  fairy  had 
suddenly  changed  the  enchanting  magic  palace  into  a  horrible, 
fearful  prison. 

Her  brilliant,  varnished  morning  dream,  has  embittered 
to  her  the  whole  day.    

If  I  were  an  instructress,  I  would,  above  all  things,  en- 
deavour to  defend  my  young  pupils  from  that  which,  in  the 

beginning,  could  excite  and  heat  the  imagination.  I  Mould 
endeavour,  in  every  way,  to  prevent  them  adorning  life  with 
flowers  which  it  did  not  possess,  that  they  might  be  able  some 
time  to  gather  the  few  which  it  actually  has.  Therefore,  my 
little  friends,  you  must  labour  early  to  exercise  your  young 
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powers  upon  tliat  which  lies  near  to  yon,  and  is  useful  and 
good  within  your  sphere.  When  you  are  become  older,  you 
must  labour  still  more  and  truly  with  attention  and  zeal — 
must  never  dream  over  life,  but  must  use  it,  and  at  the  same 

time  enjoy  it.  Many  grown-up  people  resemble  the  child 
who  wept  because  it  could  not  have  the  moon — these  are 
they  who  have  early  begun  to  seek  for  their  happiness  in  the 
clouds.    

Often,  when  I  hear  tell  how  one  or  another  has  met  with  a 

joyful  change  or  an  unexpected  piece  of  good  fortune — when 
I  see  how  spring  follows  winter,  and  makes  it  forgotten  ;  how 
sunshine  succeeds  to  rain,  calm  to  tempest — there  awakes  in 

me  too  a  joyous  feeling,  and  I  think,  "  All  things  change  ;  all 
things  upon  earth  change,  like  the  earth  itself;  also  for  me 
too  will  there  probably  some  time  be  a  change.  Hope  is  a 
fountain,  whose  secret  and  hidden  veins  well  forth  eternally 
in  the  human  breast."           

But  when  I  hear  of  disappointed  hopes,  of  wishes  never 
fulfilled,  of  prisoners  for  a  lifetime,  then  my  courage  sinks, 
and  I  ask  myself  why  should  it  be  better  with  me  than  with 
others  ?    

Sleep,  ye  feelings,  wishes,  hopes — sleep,  and  leave  me  at 
rest !    

To  lose  interest  in  oneself,  and  in  all  that  surrounds  one, 
is  to  be  sure  sad,  but  yet  at  last  it  is  always  a  kind  of  rest, 

Tou  say  that  the  country  is  beautiful,  that  life  there  is 
pleasant,  that  you  are  happy,  that  you  are  beloved.  I  believe 

it — I  believe  it ;  so  much  the  better  for  you,  but  what  good 
is  it  to  me  ?    

!N'o !  and  should  I  also  feel  my  privations  a  thousand  times more  deeply,  still  I  will  not,  I  could  not  become  cold  or  in.- 
different  to  the  happiness  of  my  neighbour.  Oh,  love,  enjov. 
and  rejoice  yourself!  Let  everything,  to  the  very  smallep; 
worm,  pant  with  joy,  and  only  I,  I  alone,  possess  iaothing,  i 
will  praise  thee,  Grod  of  goodness  ! 

He  too,  who  seems  to  me  so  great  and  goord ;  he,  that 
worthy  image  of  God  upon  earth — may  he  be  happy !  would 
that  I  could  purchase  for  him,  by  my  life  of  renunciation,  alife 
for  him  full  of  affluence  and  heavenly  joy  ! 
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And  how  ?  should  I  theu  indeed  be  unhappy 

Since  I  see  him,  hear  him,  some  changes  have  taken  place 
in  me.     The  air  is  clearer — lighter. 

"Why  does  my  heart  beat  when  I  hear  his  step,  his  voice 
even  at  a  distance  ?  AVhy  do  I  become  so  painfully  em- 

barrassed when  he  approaches  me  ?  Why  do  I  feel  my  cheeks 
burn  ?    

His  countenance  is  proud  but  gentle ;  his  whole  being  full 
of  a  noble  consciousness  ;  it  shows  itself  in  his  bearing,  in  his 
gait,  in  his  unconstrained  and  graceful  movements  ;  one  sees, 
one  feels,  that  he  has  the  consciousness  of  making  by  his 
exterior  an  agreeable  and  respect-inspiring  impression,  and 
precisely  on  that  account  he  never  thinks  about  it — and  on 
that  account  it  operates  so  certainly.  The  forehead  is  lofty 
and  free,  the  eyes  flash  with  fire  and  brightness,  the  nose  is 
easily  and  lightly  arched — in  all  his  features,  in  his  whole 
deportment,  is  revealed  the  development  of  a  free,  powerfully, 
beautiful  nature,  which  has  only  sought  through  the  outward 
a  significant  expression  of  the  inward.  Freshness  and  life 
pervade  his  conversation  as  well  as  his  countenance,  and 
when  he  speaks,  one  feels  that  the  fires  of  truth  and  goodness 
which  sparkle  in  his  eyes,  dwell  also  in  his  soul.  His  voice 
is  sometimes,  perhaps,  too  strong  and  loud  for  the  tone  of 
conversation,  but  it  raises  itself  upon  the  fire-pinions  of 
thought  and  of  feeling.  It  proceeds  from  a  breast  in  which 
no  single  feeling  is  stifled  or  fettered.  It  is  the  voice  of  free- 

dom, and  seems  made  to  speak  for  her.  Thus  nobly,  thus 
beautifully  gifted  by  nature  and  fortune,  ought  he  not  also  to 
be  good  ?  Yes !  he  is  good — good  as  I  image  to  myself  the 
angels.  That  eye,  which  so  coldly  and  calmly  can  see  danger 
and  death  approach,  which  glances  with  such  defiance  and 
scorn  on  tyrants  and  voluntary  slaves — that  eye  has  also  teara 
of  sympathy  for  the  sufferings  of  a  child,  for  the  quiet  pain 
of  a  woman.  And  should  he  not  be  good  when  he  is  so 
superior,  so  admired,  so  beloved!  Elected  to  be  king,  he 
might  perhaps  forget  his  crown  ! 

By  the  side  of  this  glorious  image  I  have,  for  the  sake  of 
the  remarkable  contrast,  placed  another,  and  contemplated 
now  the  one,  now  the  other.  This  image,  which  is  related  to 
the  first,  like  the  shadow  to  the  light,  is  my  own.     My  de- 
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portment  is  dejected,  it  betrays  the  condition  of  my  soul. 
My  movements  are,  especially  in  his  presence,  often  con- 

strained and  childish ;  this  proceeds  in  part  from  the  con- 
sciousness of  my  few  charms — in  part  from  silly  shame, 

which  infuses  into  me  a  stupid  vanity  on  account  of  my  dress, 
which  is  almost  mean,  in  comparison  vrith  that  of  others  in 
my  condition  of  life.  I  venture  to  speak  but  little,  and  when 
I  speak  my  voice  is  low,  and  my  words  are  often  certainly 
inarticulate,  because  they  have  been  accustomed  to  be  silenced 
so  severely ;  perhaps,  also,  because  his  eagle-glance  rests  so 
attentively  upon  me,  and  he  bends  himself  forward  to  listen 
to  me.  My  eyes — earlier  they  had  fire,  expression,  and  ani- 

mation, were  clear  and  blue  as  the  heaven — now  they  are 
feeble,  without  colour  and  expression — they  resemble  extin- 

guished flames.  Earlier  my  countenance  had  life  and  fresh- 
ness— now  that  grey-yellow  colour,  which  indicates  my  past 

life,  has  spread  itself  by  degrees  all  over  it,  and  has  chased 
away  every  grace.  I  could  formerly  laugh — I  have  forgotten 
how.  My  smile  is  melancholy.  It  is  a  pale,  autumn-like 
sunshine,  which  speedily  hides  itself  in  dark  clouds.  Wearied 
by  perpetual  labour,  and  combating  against  the  ever-growing 
desires  after  a  brighter  and  more  friendly  life,  a  certain  in- 

difference and  coldness  has  by  degrees  overcome  my  soul — I 
have  lost  interest  in  myself  and  my  own  fate.  I  have  by 
degrees  carried  my  hopes  to  the  grave,  and  every  one  has 
taken  with  it  something  of  my  life  into  the  grave. 

He  is  good — too  good !  Like  the  sun  which  rejoices  with 
its  light  even  the  smallest  flower,  he  wishes  by  his  fire,  his 
fresh  spirit,  his  cheerfulness,  to  enliven  even  me.  But  ah  ! 
the  most  beautiful  sun  cannot  bring  again  life  to  the  flower 
which,  already  withered,  has  sunk  its  head  to  the  earth. 

He  is  very  well  read,  has  travelled  much,  has  seen  much, 
heard,  perceived,  and  thought;  it  is,  therefore,  not  to  be 
wondered  at  that  his  words  are  rich  in  meaning.  AYhen  I 
have  quietly  listened  to  him  with  rapture  for  whole  hours,  it 
is  to  me  as  if  I  heard  beautiful  music,  whose  pure  changeful 
melodies  open  to  me  an  inner  world  full  of  rich  infinite 
feelings. 

Besides  this,  everything,  as  well  what  concerns  things  aa 
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ideas,  becomes  to  me  clearer  and  more  distinct,  as  if  in  a 

dark  gloomy  picture-gallery  all  at  once  tlie  day  burst  in  and 
lighted  up  the  pictures,  the  subjects  of  which  I  before  had 
ouly  darkly  imagined.  And  if  he  turn  towards  me  whilst 
he  unfolds  his  rich  noble  ideas,  and  full  of  goodness  inquires, 

"  I.s  it  not  so?  do  not  you  think  so  too?" — then  he  reads, 
probably  in  my  eyes,  my  quiet  admiring  answer. 

He  spoke  yesterday  of  his  childhood.  He  has  been  caressed 
by  father  and  mother  ;  he  was  carried  about  in  their  arms, 
upon  their  hearts ;  and  I ! — when  I  was  a  child,  when  I  be- 

came older,  now  even,  always — always  has  my  caressing  hand, 
my  loving  heart,  been  repelled.  Well  then,  rejected  and  yet 
proud  heart,  cease  to  proffer  thyself  yet  further  ;  and  if  thou 
must  love  nevertheless,  break  amid  thy  own  tlirobbings  rather 
than  betray  thyself,  rather  than  place  thyself  in  danger  of 
being  anew  rejected,  despised   

Quiet  nights,  why  do  ye  no  longer  vouchsafe  to  me  peace- 
ful beneficial  sleep  ?  And  thou,  my  heart,  why  dost  thou 

throb  so  ?    
A  certain  agreeable  consciousness  awakens  sometimes  in 

me.  I  am  then  not  so  mean — not  so  altogether  insignificant 
in  the  eyes  of  another !  He  shows  me  esteem,  nay,  atten- 

tion ;  he  places  value  on  my  judgment ;  he  encourages  me 
to  cultivate  my  talents  :  but  that  is  done  ouly  out  of  good- 

ness, out  of  heavenly  compassionate  goodness.  God  bless 
him !    

It  is  too  late,  too  late,  merciful  passer-by.  Dost  thou  not 
see  that  the  frost  of  many  nights  has  lain  upon  the  plant  ? 

IS'ever  again  wiU  it  raise  its  head. 

My  daily  prayer — that  which  gives  to  me  the  greatest 
pleasure,  is :  "  O  God,  give  to  him  everything,  which  thou 
hast  found  it  good  to  withdraw  from  me  !" 

What  joy,  to  pray  for  those  whom  one  loves  !  What  joy 
it  is  for  me  to  think  that  my  feeling  for  him  should  assume 
the  form  of  a  guardian  angel,  to  turn  from  him  a  danger,  to 
k'ad  to  him  a  blessing ! 
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But  never,  never  shall  he  suspect  how  much  I  have  loved 
hiin  !  Never  shall  he  direct  to  me  a  contemptuous,  pitying 
glance  !     It  would  be  to  me  a  dagger-blow 

I  will  burn  these  papers,  my  only  confidants  ;  and  my  heart 
shall  be  the  quiet  grave  of  my  feelings. 

Oh,  death !  merciful  death,  why  comest  thou  not  ?  How 
delightful  to  me  woidd  be  the  wafting  of  thy  refreshment- 
bringing  pinions  ! 

I  have  had  to-night  a  strange,  but  beautiful  dream.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  I  walked  in  a  garden  full  of  flowers.  It 
was  spring  ;  the  birds  sang,  the  heaven  was  clear,  the  air  mild 
and  pure,  all  was  beautiful  around  me — but  I  did  not  feel 
myself  happy,  I  wandered  softly  along,  and  looked  towards 
A-lfred,  who  walked  in  the  same  direction  with  myself,  but 
upon  another  path,  separated  from  me  by  a  little  stream, 
whose  silver  waves  sprang  forward  one  over  another,  and 

whispered,  "  How  charming,  how  charming,  it  is  to  rock  upon 
cool  waves !" 

And  I  was  obliged  to  repeat  for  myself,  "  How  charming, 
how  charming !"  Alfred  also  looked  incessantly  towards  me, 
and  it  seemed  to  me  that  our  looks  by  degrees  met. 

All  at  once  he  went  down  to  the  shore,  and  stepped  into  a 
little  boat  which  floated  across  the  stream,  and  suddenly 
paused  at  my  feet.  Alfred  reached  forth  his  hand  to  me  to 
enter.  I  would  not,  and  wept,  I  knew  not  rightly  why. 

Then  he  took  my  hand,  and  di-ew  me  with  gentle  force  near 
him  in  the  boat.     I  wept  still,  but  felt  myself  not  unhappy. 

Then  the  boat,  as  if  guided  by  invisible  hands,  began  to 
move  itself,  and  rocked  lightly  and  pleasantly  down  the 
stream,  whilst  the  silver-waves  splashing  leapt  around  it  and 
sang  melodiously,  "  How  charming  it  is,  to  rock  together 
upon  cool  waves  !"     I  wept  no  longer. 

Alfred  and  I  talked  with  each  other,  and  that  which  we 
said  enchanted  us.  We  floated  softly  away  under  balmy- 
breathing  flower-arches  of  lilacs  and  roses.  The  flowers 
loosened  themselves  from  their  stems  and  fell  down  upon  us, 

whilfit  voices  from  them  Avliispered,  "  How  blessed  it  is  to 
love  one  another,  and  to  be  united  !"  aud  we  repeated  amid 
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joyful  feelings,  "How  blessed  !"  Then  came  the  night,  but 
a  night  without  darkness,  for  all  the  flowers  began  to  shine 
iu  their  bright  colours,  and  every  wave  looked  upward  with 
a  little  bright  shining  diamond  in  its  point.  Above  our 
heads  floated  a  light  cloud,  from  which  beamed  millions  of 

stars.  All  at  once  Alfred  said,  "  See  there  the  grave !"  And 
before  us  I  saw  something  dark,  formless,  horrible,  into  which 
we  were  hastily  driven.  I  felt,  however,  no  fear.  Then 
something  like  the  wafting  of  a  wing  touched  our  eyelids,  and 
we  slept.  But  our  sleep  had  lovely  dreams,  and  we  ceased 
not  to  see  one  another.  Then  it  was  to  me  as  if  a  gentle  kiss 
was  pressed  upon  our  lips,  a  kiss  like  that  with  which  a  mother 
awakens  her  sleeping  child,  and  we  awoke.  A  beaming 
morning-red  surrounded  us.  We  held  one  another  by  the 
hand,  and  ascended  ever  higher  and  higher  into  an  atmo- 

sphere of  rose-odour.  I  felt  my  being  light  and  ethereal. 
Every  particle  of  heaviness,  of  depression,  of  discomfort,  was 
vanished  ;  I  felt  it  was  for  ever.  In  a  sea  of  ciystal  clearness, 
which  lay  below  us,  our  figures  were  reflected,  and  I  saw  my- 

self so  beautiful  that  it  enchanted  me  :  "  Xow,  for  the  first 
time,"  thought  I,  "  I  am  worthy  of  him  !"  In  the  midst  of 
the  transporting  feeling  of  a  pure  and  increasing  joy,  stole 

suddenly  the  thought  through  my  soul,  "  If  all  this  should  be 
only  a  dream,  and  I  should  wake  no  more  in  dream,  but  in 

reality!"  Ah,  truly,  all  was  only  a  dream.  I  perceived  all 
at  once  the  cry  of  the  night-watch.  "  The  clock  has  struck 
one  !"  and  the  bell  of  the  Countess  which  called  me  to  her. 
The  Countess  fancied  she  heard  a  mouse  in  her  sleeping- 
room,  and  allotted  to  me  the  part  of  a  cat,  which  I  perform 
extremely  unskilfully. 

Great  misfortune  enhances  the  powers  of  the  soul ;  she 
mounts  up  to  heaven  from  the  flames  of  combat.  It  is  an 
apotheosis,  although  upon  the  wings  of  the  tempest.  But 
those  hourly  depressing,  consuming  cares  and  disagreeables, 
those  vexations,  the  cancers  of  life  and  of  joy,  oh,  how  do  they 
not  oppress  the  children  of  the  dust — yet  deeper  into  the 
dust !    

I  had  just  now  a  moment  of  quiet  satisfaction.  What  was 
the  cause  of  it  I  do  not  rightly  know.  I  was  alone  ;  tlie  sun 

•  shone  into  my  little  chamber  j  I  felt  its  warmth  with  plea 
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sure ;  the  shadow  of  a  budding  lilac  played  in  the  sunshine 
upon  the  green  wall.  I  thought  upon  him — on  his  goodness. 
I  observed  a  little  cloud,  which  at  some  distance  from  the  sun 

floated  lightly  by,  and  said  to  myself,  "Thus  will  m.y  life 
creep  on !  Tes,  ephemeral  being,  soon  wilt  thou  be  no  more, 
and  thy  pain,  thy  love,  will  leave  behind  them  upon  earth 
just  as  little  trace  as  this  little  cloud  in  the  blue  field  of 
heaven.     I  shall  be  no  more — suffer   no   more.      Peaceiul 

thought!"    
I  am  in  the  country !  Tor  the  first  time  in  many  years, 

and  that  truly  through  his  kind  mediation,  I  find  myself  in  a 
good,  cheerful,  and  in  every  respect  amiable  family.  Here 
constantly  the  people  of  the  neighbouring  houses  assemble. 
They  play,  sing,  dance,  talk,  and  laugh,  the  whole  day  long. 
I  am  dazzled,  like  one  who  comes  out  of  the  darkness  and 
suddenly  is  met  by  a  strong  sunlight.  Even  as  the  eye  then 
experiences  pain,  so  does  my  heart  now.  I  am  not  un- 

grateful— but  I  feel  myself  solitary ;  I  am  not  happy — and 
never  shall  be  so  ! 

I  am  a  dissonant  tone  in  the  joyous  harmony  which  rules 
here  ;  that  I  feel  in  myself  most  of  all. 

Seldom  have  I  seen  so  amiable,  so  interesting  a  person  as 
Camilla.  She  is  now  twenty.  She  and  her  good  sisters  en- 

deavour to  cheer  and  enliven  me  in  every  possible  way  ;  but 
they  are — ah,  they  are  too  joyous,  too  happy !  they  are  in- 

nocent children  of  the  light ;  they  have  not  had  a  presenti- 
ment of  the  mystery  of  pain.  I  have  endeavoured  to  assist 

their  amiable  labours  ;  but  my  smile  has  perhaps  not  been 
right  joyous,  and  one  of  the  tears  which  I  often  feel  to  fill 
my  eyes  has  perhaps,  against  my  will,  rolled  down  my  cheek 
and  been  seen  ;  or  my  deportment,  reserved,  through  habit, 
repels  them  ;  in  short,  I  see  that  they  are  not  at  home 
near  me,  and  feel  themselves  restrained  in  their  innocent 
animation ;  and  they  would  certainly  leave  me  to  my  own 
mournful  self,  if  they  were  not  prevented  doing  so  by  their 
goodness  and  poKteness. 

Ah,  what  has  the  owl  to  do  among  the  larks  ?     Terrifjr 
b2 
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and  silence  their  innocent  songs  ?     No;  it  id  better  that  it 
return  to  its  own  dark  nest. 

My  name  day.  I  had  forgotten  it.  CamiUa  and  her 
sisters  surprised  me  with  flowers  and  songs  ;  they  crowned 
me  with  flowers,  embraced  me,  besought  me  to  be  gay, — said 
that  they  loved  me.  Amiable,  merciful  Samaritans,  if  indeed 

your  anxious  labours  cannot  heal  the  wounds  of  the  sufl"erer, 
yet  she  will  never  forget  to  bleiss  you  for  your  goodness. 

He  reproached  me  with  gentleness  for  my  reserve.  He 
wished  that  I  would  seem  joyful.     I  will  attempt  it. 

Last  evening,  Camilla  sung.  He  stood  behind  her  chair. 

AN'^hen  she  had  finished,  she  turned  herself  half  round,  looked 
up  at  hira  modestly  blushing,  and  asked — "  AYas  not  this  the 
piece  which  you  wished  for  ?"  I  did  not  hear  his  reply 
but  I  saw  his  beaming  eye  meet  hers,  which  she  cast  down. 
Why  did  she  cast  it  down  ?  Beautiful,  graceful  Camilla ! 
Look  up  gratefully  to  heaven,  if  thou  perceive  that  feeling  iu 
his  eves  whicli  I  read  in  thine. 

His  looks  follow  her.  That  is  not  to  be  wondered  at.  She 

is  a  rose  in  her  full  bloom,  lovely,  good,  and  joyous.  He  gave 
her  a  nosegay  lately  of  heliotrope,  and  a  bee  crept  out  of  the 
flowers  and  flew  to  me,  who  sate  at  a  distance,  and  stung  me 
in  the  hand.  I  repressed  with  difilculty  an  exclamation  of 
pain,  but  yet  I  did  it.  I  would  not  have  disturbed  the  two 
by  any  means,  they  looked  so  amiable  and  happy.  I  can  give 
no  joy,  but  neitheir  will  I  disturb  any. 

And  for  that  reason  I  must  very  soon  return  to  iny  gloomy 
home.     That  is  now  more  suitable  for  me. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  give  him  a  pleasure.  I  hare 

arranged  and  adorned  Camilla's  brown  hair,  which  of  all  the 
attractions  that  she  possesses,  is  the  one  upon  which  she 
bestows  least  pains.     I  have  succeeded. 

He  is  iU !   and  I  cannot  approach  him — not  watch  over 
bim !    
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He  is  better.  Tears  of  anxious  pain,  tears  of  joj,  which  I 

was  unable  to  keep  back — ye  have  beti-ayed  me  !  But  thou, 
Camilla,  dost  thou  think  that  thy  paleness,  thy  red  eyes,  have 
remained  unobserved  P         

He  entered  ;  we  suspected  it  not ;  he  seized  our  hands — 

thanked  us  for  our  anxiety,  our  sympathy.  "What  I  did  I know  not :  but  Camilla  saw  that  I  trembled. 

Tes,  I  will  hence — to  hide  myself  from  him,  from  the 
whole  world,  from  myself! 

I  am  again  in  my  former  home.  It  is  better  for  me  here, — 
I  fancy  that  here  I  am  stronger. 

He  must  know  it — he  has  seen  that  which  he  is  to  me. 
And  then?  Should  he  know  it  always.  He  would  not 
boast  of  it  in  vanity — for  that  he  is  too  great,  too  noble  ! 
He  would  mourn  over  me  ;  his  pity  would  not  be  heavy  to 
me  to  bear,  like  the  pity  of  the  world.  I  should  regard  it 
like  the  compassion  of  a  higher  spirit,  which  looked  down 
upon  a  weaker  being.    

Wherefore  comes  he  to  visit  our  joyless  house,  to  enliven 
it  with  his  presence  ?  It  is  done  from  compassion  for  me  ; — 
does  he  think  that  I  could  not  live  without  his  glance  ?  Oh, 
he  deceives  himself!  Life  can  as  it  were  nourish  itself  with 
renunciations.    

Or  perhaps  he  foresees  that  when  he  is  separated  from 
me  I  shall  find  myself  doubly  solitary,  and  seeks  now  to 
strengthen  my  soul,  that  I  may  bear  it  ?  Therefore  he  comes 
again — therefore  he  speaks — in  order  to  raise  me  to  the 
strength  of  mind,  to  the  repose  which  he  himself  possesses. 

Therefore  he  exercises  my  voice,  encourages  me  to  cultivate 
my  understanding,  to  seek  for  knowledge.  But  in  my  con- 

dition that  is  impossible ;  and  besides  this,  how  would  it 
benefit  m.e — would  it  make  me  happier  ? 

Tes ;  I  understand  him  and  his  angelic  goodness.  He 
has  seen  that  he  also  was  appointed  by  heaven  to  strike  a 
wound  into  my  heart ;  he  knows  it,  and  seeks  to  prepare 
me  for  it ;  he  would,  if  possible,  alleviate  it,  make  it  imper- 
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ceptible  ;  he  will  divert  my  thoughts,  will  prepare  pleasure 
for  me — ah  !  he  knows  me  not ! 

He  is  too  good!  It  seems  to  me  as  if  he  pressed  the 
dagger  only  deeper  into  my  heart ;  bnt  he  knows  what  is  best 
fur  me — and  I  kiss  the  hand  which  gives  me  death  ! 

Ah,  why  so  much  kindness  to-day,  if  he  will  set  off  to- 
morrow r    

He  has  asked  my  hand — heavenly  powers  !     He  and — I ! 

I  have  refused  his  hand,  with  thankful  words ;  but  de- 
cidedly liave  I  refused  his  hand !  My  heart  beats  with  pain 

and  proud  delight !  I  have  refused  it,  because  I  love  him 
better  than  I  love  myself;  his  happiness  I  prefer  to  mine  a 
thousand  times,  and  could  give  him  no  greater  proof  of  this, 
than  that  I  would  preserve  him  from  a  wife  who  is  not  in  a 
condition  to  make  him  happy.     Ah,  I  must  weep  ! 

AYould  not  deatli  by  tlie  side  of  life  throw  over  this  its 

dai'k  shadow  ?  I  will  be  just  towards  myself.  I  am  not  in 
everything  unworthy  of  his  choice.  My  life,  my  heart,  are 
]iure — and  this  heart  loves  him  ; — my  soul  glows  for  truth 
and  virtue — I  am  not  conscious  of  one  mean  feeling — but 
ah,  for  the  rest  how  little  am  I  formed  to  beautify  his  noble 

life !  My  outward  youth  is  vanished,  still  more  so  my  in- 
ward. This  spring  of  tlie  soul,  wliich  sometimes,  however, 

can  recal  the  early  withered  flowers  of  the  other.  All  my 
eager  lively  talents  are  chilled  and  dead.  It  is  always  to  me 
as  if  thei-e  rested  a  heavy,  stiff,  iron  hand  upon  my  breast.  I 
have  felt  too  deeply  the  desolate  emptiness,  the  gloomy  me- 

lancholy of  life.  The  bitterness  of  certain  moments  will 
never  leave  my  memory.  Never  shall  I  regain  that  mood  of 
mind,  tliat  freedom  from  care,  which  causes  one  to  laugh  so 

heartily — to  be  joyful— in  one  word,  to  forget  the  future  in 
the  present  hour.  How  bitterly  should  1  have  felt  by  his 
side — adoring  him  as  I  now  do — my  inability  to  give  and  to 
receive  pleasure.  I  should,  like  Abbadona,  feel  my  inward 
darkness,  and  thereby  become  stiU  darker. 

My  liealth  is  weakened,  and  I  greatly  err  if  my  chest  is 
uot  atfected. 
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besides,  -what  should  I  be  in  those  circles  uhere  rank, 
mind,  and  talents,  as  well  as  his  own  inclination,  call  him, 
with  my  small  education,  my  wholly  inward  poverty,  my 

want  of  agi'eeable  properties ; — a  despised  nullity,  and  a 
being  whose  audacious  pretensions  would  there,  where  she  is 
not  in  her  place,  make  her  appear  with  justice  an  object  of 
ridicule.  A  wife  without  charms,  sickly,  melancholy,  and 
who,  because  she  felt  all  this,  became  thereby  yet  more  de- 

jected ;  that  would  be  the  sweet  reward  which  fortune  would 
have  given  for  his  magnanimity  ;  that  woidd  be  the  only 
comfort  for  his  pains,  for  the  enlivening  and  joy  of  his 
life !  Ah,  he  would  hundreds  of  times  repent  his  choice  in 
his  own  heart !  And  the  kinder,  the  more  considerate  he 
might  have  been  towards  me,  for  that  reason  should  I  have 
been  all  the  more  unhappy.  Tes ;  I  feel  that,  pressed  to 
his  heart,  out  of  the  very  despair  of  not  being  able  to  make 
him  happy,  I  might  have  murdered  myself.  Oh  that  thou 
whom  I  so  inwardly,  so  infinitely  love,  couldst  but  read  my 
heart !  Would  that  my  constant,  my  warm  prayer  might 
call  down  upon  thee  that  happiness  which  I  cannot  give 
thee! 

He  has  never  loved  me  ;  no  spark  of  love  conducted  him  to 
me  ;  only  for  a  moment  could  I  deceive  myself  in  that  respect 
—the  dream  vanished — all  became  clear — I  saw  what  I  had  to 

do — and  Grod  and  my  love  lent  me  strength  to  act  properly. 
It  was  only  noble,  heavenly  compassion  which  led  him  to 

me — only  goodness, — it  deserved  to  be  rewarded  !  A  sweet, 

proud  feeling  overpowers  my  heart,  when  I  think,  ''  The 
noblest  man  would  have  raised  me  up  to  himself,"  and  I 
have  treated  him  worthily !     Tes  ;  he  has  raised  me  [ 

I  cherish  in  me  the  belief,  that  the  charming  Camilla  will, 
at  one  time,  vouchsafe  to  him  all  that  which  it  was  not  in 
my  power  to  give.  Pale,  trembling  Camilla !  perhaps  very 
soon  will  the  flowers  of  joy  and  love  glow  upon  thy  gentle 
cheeks.  Thou  never  shalt  learn  for  what  thou  hast  to  thank 

me.  And  thou,  Alfred,  when  the  joy  of  heaven  swells  in 
thy  noble  breast,  thou  wilt  no  longer  think  of  me ;  but  I 
— I  will  think  on  thee. 

And  when  I  have  finished  my  laborious  course  through 

life,  may  I  then  be  able  to  say,  "  I  have  made  two  human 
beings  happy !"    
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I  see  him  no  longer.     How  dark  is  everything  around  me 
here  !  but  I  have  willed  it — and  I  am  contented. 

My  thoughts  accompany  him  with  benedictory  wishes — 
day  and  niglit,  in  the  morning  as  in  the  evening,  accompany 
him.    

My  presentiment  is  about  being  fulfilled.  Camilla  is 

Alfred's  happy  bride.  How  will  her  lovely  intellectual  eyes 
beam !  Oh  may  they  be  happy  !  Hear  me,  Giver  of  all 
felicity — no  supplication  for  myself  shall  longer  weary  thy 
goodness— but  make  them  happy — take  everything  which  I 
might  yet  have — ah,  take  my  soul — and  give,  give  to  them 
all !      '  —   

Let  Camilla  love  him,  even  as  I  love  him. 

The  bells  ring  !  the  bells  ring !  the  great  day  is  arrived — 
Alfred  leads  Camilla  to  the  altar.  How  noble,  how  hand- 

some he  is  !  How  lovely,  how  charming  she — how  happy 

they  both  appear  to  be!  "A  noble  pair,"  whispered  the 
people — did  I  hear  it — or  have  I  read  it  somewhere  ?  I  do 
not  know.  The  day  is  beautiful — the  spring-sun  warm  and 
bright.  All  is  bright  and  peaceful,  my  mind  also — I  am 
happy  and  cheerful !  No,  it  is  not  fever  which  colours  my 
clieeks  so  crimson — it  is  joy — it  excites  my  pulse — it  makes 
my  heart  beat  a  hundred  in  a  minute — hark !  the  bells  ring. 
It  is  done  ;  the  clergyman  has  blessed  them — and  I  too. 

Now  I  am  tranquil  and  alone,  and  quiet  as  the  night, 
which  reposes  on  all  things ;  I  pray  in  my  heart  for  the 
happiness  of  those  wliom  I  so  infinitely  love.  All  that  Pro- 

vidence does  is  good,  is  well — even  pain  has  its  repose,  its 
end — my  pain  also  will  find  this  in  his  happiness ;  for  which 
I  in  a  courageous  moment  laid  the  foundation.  Oh,  beloved 
of  my  heart,  I  believe,  I  know,  tliat  through  thy  happiness,  I 
also  shall  be  happy.  When  the  sun  of  thy  joy  beams  in  its 
full  splendid  midsummer  glory,  its  warmth  will  also  reach  to 
me,  the  one  hidden  in  shade.  I  will  be  the  distant  echo  of 

thy  song  of  joy  !  Feel  and  call  thyself  happy — and — I  also 
will  be  happy — be  joyful !  and  I  also  am — jovful;  smile!  and 
also  I  smile;  thank  God!  and  also  I  thank  God;  thank  him 
inwardly.    

(Poor  fanatic  !  thy  wings  seem  not  longer  to  have  sustained 
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tiVioe.  Under  a  later  date,  I  find  in  the  samy'  nahti  WAieh 
wrote  the  above  in  joy,  the  following  words,  the  expi'essions 
of  a  quiet  but  broken  spirit.) 

January  2nd. 

My  life  is  a  feverisli  dream  ! 

A  better  wo4d — my  most  beautiful,  my  only  hope ! 

(Tears  seem  now  to  have  passed  on  in  which  nothing  is 
indicated  ;  but  from  that  which  next  follows,  and  with  which 
a  new  epoch  seems  to  have  begun  in  the  life  of  the  Solitary, 
one  may  conclude  that  the  angel  of  peace — whose  palms, 
sooner  or  later,  wave  around  the  good,  innocent  suflerer — 
came  nearer  to  her  heart.) 

An  infinitely  sweet  something  has  sunk  into  my  heart.  I 
know  not  what  sentiment  of  peace,  nay,  of  cheerfulness, 
attends  me  in  my  quiet  wandering  through  the  vale  of  life. 
And  yet  everything  around  me  here  is  unchanged,  is  cold  ; 
without  joy,  without  love,  as  before.  The  change  has  taken 
place  in  myself.  I  expected  my  happiness  from  the  world — 
and  man ;  I  was  deceived,  wounded  and  repelled  ;  now  I 
have  alone  turned  myself  to  God,  and  begin  to  feel — that 
His  peace  is  higher,  greater  than  all  the  joy  of  the  world, 

A  beautiful  hyacinth,  which  blooms  in  my  window,  awoke 
in  me  cheerful  feelings  and  thoughts.  I  see  how  it,  uncon- 

sciously paying  homage  to  the  light  and  warmth,  by  degrees 
turns  to  the  su7i.  The  sun  in  return  beams  brightly  upon 
it ;  opens,  still  operating,  flower  upon  flower ;  lends  to  it 
colour,  beauty,  and  fragrant  odour.  This  to  me  is  a  clear 
image  of  tlie  human  and  the  divine.  Eternal  sun  of  love  !  1 
will,  like  the  flower,  humbly  turn  to  thy  light,  in  order  to 
receive  life  and  joy  from  thee,  which  thou  alone  canst  give. 

I  come  from  church.  I  have  wept  much,  and  am  yet  be- 
come happier.  The  feeling  of  devotion  is  one  of  tlie  most 

beautiful,  most  elevating,  which  we  can  experience  upon 
earth.  It  is  not  joy,  not  sorrow,  but  something  that  raises 

us  aoove  both — it  is  a  momentary  return  of  the  soul  to  its 
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true  native  home — a  feeling  which,  more  than  every  deep- 
thinking  demonstration,  convinces  me  that  we  are  children 
of  immortality. 

The  text  was  taken  from  the  Woman  of  Canaan.  The 

preacher  took  occasion  therefore  to  represent  how  bread  is 
often  withlield  from  us  that  we  may  learn  to  satisfy  ourselves 
with  the  crumbs — and  how  a  submissive  and  flexible  spirit 
is  productive  of  happiness  to  its  possessor,  and  well-pleasing 
to  Grod.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  all  this  was  emphatically 
spoken  alone  to  me,  and  I  acknowledged  it  as  truth  in  my 
heart.  Ah,  this  restless  heart,  that  has  desired  with  im.pa- 
tience  so  much  from  the  world  and  from  man,  that  wished  so 
ardently  to  possess  all  the  good  things  of  life,  how  it  has 
been  obliged  to  give  up  its  wishes !  It  has,  by  degrees, 
learned  to  please  itself  with  the  crumbs ;  but  it  is  also 
humble,  patient — and  as  I  hope  has  become  better — and  now 
first  it  enjoys  the  peace,  the  joy,  after  which  it  has  striven  so 
long,  but  in  the  wrong  way.  A  flower,  a  bright  day,  an  un- 

expected kind  word — a  lovely  dream,  a  feeling  of  satisfaction, 
yes  !  a  thousand  little  enjoyments,  formerly  not  regarded  by 
me,  of  which  even  the  life  most  wanting  in  joy  is  not  wholly 
deprived — are  now  infinitely  dear  to  me.  I  have  by  little 
and  little  learned  to  see  how  the  true  wisdom  of  human  life 
consists  in  this,  that  it,  like  the  bee,  knows  how  to  suck  a 
drop  of  honey  out  of  the  smallest  flower. 

And  if  thou,  lofty  Director  of  my  destiny,  hast  left  me 
thus  solitary  upon  earth  for  this  purpose,  that  I  may  turn 
myself  wholly  to  thee,  and  in  thee  find  my  all — have  I  then, 
indeed,  ground  for  complaint  ?  If  thou.  All-merciful,  wilt 
be  to  me  father  and  motlier,  brother  and  sister,  must  not  I 
then  consider  mvself  as  blessed  ? 

TThy,  ah  why,  have  I  not  earlier  sought  my  peace  where  I 
could  alone  find  it  ?  How  many  years  of  pain  and  depression 
might  have  been  spared  to  me,  if  I  had  earlier  known  how 
foolish  it  is  to  turn  oneself  for  comfort  and  joy  to  the  world 
and  man. 

Give,  thou  solitary  forsaken  one,  thy  heart  to  God  ;  but 
with  ttiat  deep  serious  will,  which  allows  of  no  wavering,  no 

retui-n,  no  weakness.     Leani  to  say,  "  Thy  will  be  doue,  0 
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Father  !" — not  merely  with  submission,  but  with  love,  with 
joy  ;  and  all  despair,  all  depressing,  hopeless  pain,  will  for 
ever  have  vanished  from  thee  ! 

"When  I  in  the  evening  lay  myself  down  to  rest,  and  the 
fatigues  of  the  day  and  the  unkind  treatment  of  those  on 
whom  1  am  dependent  have  depressed  my  mind,  I  begin 

to  pray  "  My  Father !" — but  scarcely  have  I  said  these  words, 
scarcely  has  the  feeling  of  their  meaning  penetrated  my  soul, 
than  I  weep  the  sweetest  tears,  and  an  infinite  blessedness 
overcomes  my  whole  being.  My  whole  prayer  then  often 

consists  of  "My  Father!"  which  I  repeat  many  times  ;  for 
they  contain,  as  I  feel  them,  everything  which  I  can  express 
of  childlike  love,  of  inward  confidence,  of  submissive  hope,  of 

devotional  joy.  Amid  such  feelings  I  fall  calmly  asleep — 
and  is  it  then  indeed  to  be  wondered  at,  if  I  believe  myself 
cradled  by  the  songs  of  angels  ? 

Tes,  I  believe  it — I  must  believe  it — there  is  a  comfort 
for  everything.  There  are  beings  more  unfortunate  than  I 
have  been,  although  the  sensibility  of  my  heart  has  increased 
suffering  a  thousand-fold  for  me.  There  is,  for  example,  the 
neglected  invalid,  consumed  by  pain ;  the  captive,  without 
hope  of  deliverance,  of  whose  only  joy — a  spider — an  in- 

human hand  has  deprived  him.  But  could  not  they  also 

look  up  to  God,  and  say  "  Our  Father!"  And  the  criminal, 
who  has  deserved  his  sufferings — who  is  more  unfortunate 
than  he  ?  But  if  he  feel  repentance  he  may  be  forgiven — 
the  prodigal  son  can  arise  and  go  to  his  Father.  Can  tlie 
child  of  an  eternally  good  Father  ever,  indeed,  feel  despair  ? 
Ah !  He  who  taugbt  us  to  call  God  our  Father,  He  alone 
knew  the  human  heart,  and  knew  how  to  give  to  it  a  never- 
failing  consolation !    

The  dead  have  comforted  the  mortal ;  and  the  voices  which 

have  exclaimed,  "  We  suffer!"  have  also  exclaimed,  "  We  are 
comforted !"  The  Gospel  is  spread  out  to  the  human  race, 
and  has  opened  heaven  to  it ;  but  a  murmuring,  dissatisfied 
heart  knows  it  not.    

But  the  vicious — the  debased  into  animal  rudeness — the 
millions  who  live  in  darkness,  in  the  night  of  misery  and  of 

ignorance  ?  Friendly  stars  !  ye  who  shine  so  brightly — 
mystic  lights  of  heaven,  fuU  of  hope  I  glance  up  to  you.    Ya 
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are  worlds  for  hope — I  regard  ye  as  higher  schools  of  ediica* 
tioii  for  the  unhappy  children  of  earth  !  Yes,  confidently 
may  one  hope,  God  is  indeed  so  all-good ! 

If  our  faith  is  firm,  and  our  hope  secured  with  a  sure 
anchor,  then  is  much  won  for  our  peace,  and,  in  particular, 
heaven  stands  clear  in  our  future  ;  but,  nevertheless,  our 
hearts  may  still  suffer  much,  and  the  burden  of  the  day  still 
appear  intolerable,  let  human  wisdom  help  it  as  it  may.  De- 

fend us  from  discouragement — from  the  phantasmagoria  of 
the  imagination  ;  and  let  us  seek,  every  one  for  himself,  the 
diversion  of  mind,  the  available  little  joys  and  springs  of 
comfort,  which  lie  so  near  to  us,  if  we  only  look  out  for  them. 
The  great  object  is  to  preserve  oneself  good  and  pure,  and 
then  to  sutler  as  little  as  possible.  The  iiieans  for  that  pur- 

pose are  for  all  equally  alike  as  difi"erent ;  but  no  one  will 
miss  them  who  has  only  his  eyes  open  to  see  them. 

Mercifully  to  direct  the  blind  to  them,  ought  to  be  the 
business  of  those  whose  lot  it  is  on  earth,  so  to  say,  to  be 
eyes  to  the  human  race,  to  see  for  them  and  to  teach  them 
to  see.  Oh  ye  wise,  ye  noble  and  enlightened  of  the  earth, 
be  less  of  our  schoolmasters,  be  more  our  comforters !  Show 
us  the  mysteries  of  consolation — give  light  to  pain — teach 
every  one  how  in  his  outward  condition,  aud  according  to  the 
nature  of  his  inward,  he  may  find  alleviation  for  his  suffer- 

ings !  Xoble  physician  of  the  soul,  grow  not  weary  in  seek- 
ing out  remedies  for  all  her  maladies !  How  many  blessings 

then  will  follow  your  footsteps,  your  divine  labours  ! 

The  years  which  I  formerly  found  so  long,  now  pass  on 
rapidly  as  swallows,  because  the  days  no  longer  appear  bur- 

densome to  me — because  no  hour  of  the  day  passes  over 
without  affording  to  me  a  cheering,  enlivening  feeling.  This 
hourly,  this  to  me  principal  comfort,  I  have  found  in  prayer, 
in  a  constant  remembrance  of  the  presence  of  the  Highest 
of  Beings.  I  live  and  act  always  under  the  eyes  of  a  father; 
and  as  I  feel  that  I  live,  I  feel  and  know  also  that  his  eye 
follows  me,  that  his  spirit  is  near  to  me,  surrounds  me  with 
his  peace,  and  infuses  a  joy  into  me  which  I  may  indeed  feel 
but  cannot  describe.  •   

I  regarded  myself  formerly,  by  virtue  of  my  position,  aa 
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wholly  useless  m  the  world.  Experience,  to  me  dear  expe- 
rience, has  taught  me — that  if  we  work,  in  tlie  small  sphere 

which  has  been  confided  to  us,  only  with  truth  and  care,  that 
we  shall  operate  and  labour  according  to  the  regulation 
which  is  the  foundation  of  all  good ;  and  that  pleasant  con- 

sequences will  sooner  or  later  arise  to  us  therefrom. 

My  health"  fails.  The  fulfilment  of  my  duties  in  the  family 
which  has  adopted  me,  becomes  to  me  more  difHcult  every 
day  ;  but  I  endeavour  to  fulfil  them  according  to  the  best  of 
ui}^  powers.     My  heart  has  peace,  is  cheerful  and  quiet. 

"  Do  not  sit  idly  there,  and  do  not  look  so  happy,  whilst 
I  go  about  to  seek  for  my  snuff"-box !"  said  the  angry Countess  to  me  just  now.  I  recollect  a  time  when  I  received 
reproaches  on  account  of  my  downward  devotional  looks. 
Now  my  heart  is  so  joyous  that  my  countenance  often  re- 

ceives the  impression  of  it.  JSTeither  was  the  displeasure  of 
tlie  Countess  at  this  time  whoUy  without  foundation ;  be- 

cause, whilst  one  must  take  heed  not  to  disturb  the  peace  of 
others  by  an  evidence  of  our  own  disquiet,  one  must  not  the 
less  avoid  showing  a  satisfaction  which  may  make  a  painful 
impression  upon  those  to  whom  this  feeling  is  a  stranger. 

I  have  again  seen — him — her,  have  pressed  their  children 
to  my  heart !  This  family  is  an  image  of  felicity.  The 
happy  husband  and  wife  scarcely  recognised  me.  That  was 
not  singular — I  am  so  changed.  I  cherish  in  myself  a  wish 
— a  fanciful  hope — which  I  will  not  chase  away — the  hope 
of  being  able  soon  to  float  invisibly  around  them,  and  watch 
over  their  happiness. 

How  beautiful  is  the  look  of  a  man  who  labours  with  his 

full  powers  and  in  a  sphere  where  his  abilities  freely  exercise 
themselves,  and  still  rise  higher  by  the  labour — and  where 
he  is  conscious  that  he  lives  for  the  benefit  of  his  country, 
that  he  is  esteemed  by  his  fellow-citizens,  loved  by  wife  and 
friends,  worshipped  by  his  children — that  is  the  look  of 
Alfred !  How  charming  and  touching  is  the  expression  in 
the  countenance  of  a  woman  Avhere  all  the  requirements  of 

her  lo\'iDg  heart  have  been  fulfilled,  who  lives  in  and  for  her 



254  TnE  90T.ITAKT. 

beloved — that  is  the  expression  of  CamiUa's  face.  And  you 
happy  little  ones — you  children,  you  darlings,  one  sees  in 
your  eyes  full  of  innocence  and  joy  of  life,  who  bi'ightly — 
the  heaven  of  your  childhood  shines  ! 

"  In  the  autumn — when  the  leaves  fall !"  said  a  physician 
to-day,  half  aloud  to  the  Countess,  after  he  had  observed  me 
with  thoughtful  mien,  and  had  inquired  after  my  health. 
This  termination  of  life  sounds  quite  romantic — but  yet  my 

life  has  had  very  little  resemblance  to  a  romance.  "Well then — in  autumn ! — in  autumn.  An  aspen-leaf,  which  has 
trembled  in  the  waving  of  so  many  winds — will  tremble  no 
longer !    

I  make  use  of  a  remedy  for  my  cliest — may  it  or  may  it 
not  be  beneficial — I  am  calm  ;  formerly  I  wished  to  die — now 
I  wish  it  less,  since  I  have  learued  better  to  support  and 
employ  life.  I  have  learned  to  worship  God  in  all  his  works. 
There  is  nothing,  be  it  small  as  it  may,  to  which  a  great 
thought  does  not  in  some  way  unite  itself — and  which  thereby 
does  not  become  important  and  interesting. 

The  leaves  fall — and  I  still  live — and  stiU  lift  joyfully  my 
eyes  to  the  gloomy  heavens. 

I  have  great  bodily  pain — and  yet  suffer  so  little — my  soul 
is  so  happy  !    

"  In  spring — when  the  leaves  shoot !" — says  the  physician 
now.  And  I  should  almost  believe  it,  if  I  ventured  to  listen 
to  the  quiet  presentiment  which  abides  in  me,  and  which 
whispers  to  me  ;  in  spring,  when  everything  awakens  to  life 
and  to  joy,  when  the  flowers  send  forth  from  opened  cups 
their  fragrant  odour  to  heaven — then  will  my  emancipated 
spirit  float  forth  and  feel  the  air  of  the  eternal  spring  ;  then 

will  my  yearning  have  reached  its  dimly  di\'ined  of  goal. 

He  is  come  to  me  with  his  wife,  yet  once  more  to  see  me 
— that  was  noble  and  kind  of  him.  I  found  him  changed. 
A  dark  fire  was  in  his  eye,  and  wrinkles  which  resembled 
those  of  discontent  showed  themselves  sometimes  on  hia 

brow,  that  formerly  was  so  clear  and  smooth.  Ah,  ambition 
has  crept  into  his  heart ! — this,  together  with  his  talents,  has 
lifted  him  upon  eagle-pinions  to  the  height  of  worldly  great- 
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ness.  He  is  become  a  great  man,  but  has  ceased  to  be 
happy.  His  amiable  wife  looked  dejected,  and  the  most 
careful  toilet  could  not  conceal  the  change  in  her  melancholy 
countenance.  It  grieved  me  to  see  her  ;  ah,  that  they  were 
but  as  happy  and  tranquil  as  I ! 

I  am  almost  forty  years  of  age.  As  solitary  as  I  lay  in  my 
cradle,  thus  solitary  stand  I  yet  on  the  edge  of  the  grave.  I 
have  gone  through  life  like  a  shadow,  and  my  life  lias  been 
like  a  shade.  More  and  more  it  vanishes  from  my  eyes  ;  but 
the  Eternal  Father,  whose  will  I  have  obeyed,  opened  to  me 
a  new,  a  glorious  life,  to  which  I  advance  with  indescribable 
joy  !  The  beneficial  prayers  which  I  send  forth,  and  which  I 
feel  will  be  heard — the  feeling  of  a  presentiment  of  heaven, 
that  feeling  of  angelic  peace  which  has  accompanied  me — the 
tranquillity  which  no  pain  is  able  to  disturb — the  delicious 
emotions  of  joy — the  pleasurable  tears  which  I  often  shed — 
oh,  those  dear  holy  messengers ! — what  do  they  announce  to 
me  other  than  that  I  soon  shall  behold  the  image  of  all  love, 
of  all  perfection — that  the  yearning  spark  will  soon  unite 
itself  with  the  sacred  fire  from  which  it  is  sprung  ! 

Here  the  feeble  hand  ceased  to  guide  the  pen — the  heart 
which  had  throbbed  so  long  with  love  and  pain  now  reposes. 

Tlie  Solitary  is  gone  home  to  her  Father — she  is  now 
happy ! 
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"Who  that  has  suffered — that  has,  in  momeuts  of  deep  and 
dark  pain,  found  in  his  heart  a  world  of  misery,  and  then  felt 
the  necessity,  cherished  the  heartfelt  wish,  to  be  comforted  by 
a  being  from  a  higher  world — has  not,  at  times,  hoped  in 
enthusiastic  melancholy  to  see  an  angel  come  dow^n,  who  with 
merciful  healing  hand  would  touch  the  wounded  heart,  and 
solve  the  dark  riddle  of  life  and  sulfering  ? 

Oh,  when  nature  smiles  around  us  in  her  glorious  garment 
of  summer — when  she,  like  an  enchanting  beloved  one — 
affectionate,  beaming,  warm,  embraces  with  pure  joy  man,  her 

bridegi'oom — then,  if  the  human  heart  remain  cold  and  re- 
served, and  solemn  as  the  grave  ; — if  it  alone  cannot  mingle 

its  voice  in  the  jubilant  chorus  of  the  earth — if  man  fancy 
himself  to  be  the  only  repulsed  one — how  good  were  it  then 
if  a  voice  from  heaven  whispered  this  declaration  to  the  un- 

happy one,  "  Thou  also  art  beloved  !  Son  of  suffering,  endure 
witli  patience ;  thou  also  shalt  one  time  drink  from  the  cup 

of  happiness !" 
Ye  bitter  sufferings,  inconsolable  sorrow,  despair — T  have 

known  ye !  Heavenly  voice,  full  of  mercy  and  comfort,  I 
have  heard  thee,  and  shall  never  forget  thee.  Yet  to-day 
callest  thou  to  me  from  the  world  of  spirits.  My  soul  hear.s 
thee,  my  heart  understands  thee  !  At  this  moment,  in  which 
memory  has  opened  the  leaves  of  my  book  of  life,  and  my  pen 
will  recal  the  remembrance  of  long  flown  times,  the  still  night 
has  laid  all  around  me  to  rest.  I  am  alone,  awake,  and  with 
me  it  is  suffering  which  dissipates  repose.  The  pale  light  of 
my  lamp  makes  me  aware  of  the  shadow  of  a  fearful  form 
upon  the  wall  near  me,  which  reminds  me  of  that  which 
legends  ascribe  to  the  gnomes,  those  children  of  dust  and  of 
darkness.  This  horrible  shape  is  my  own — is  my  body.  And 
this,  so  deformed,  so  heavily  afflicted  body  ia  united  to  a  soul 
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which  adores  the  beautiful  in  the  inward  being,  as  well  as  iu 
the  outward  form. 

Alone  with  myself  and  my  shadow,  surroimded  by  night 
and  silence,  I  yet  feel  the  smile  float  upon  my  lips — I  listen 
with  quiet  joy  to  the  harmonious  voices  which  rise  up  from 
the  depths  of  my  soul  in  humble  offerings  of  praise  to  heaven  ; 
and  I  can  only  compare  the  delightful,  clear  peace  which  en- 

compasses my  soul,  with  the  gentle  moonlight  that  at  this 
moment  spreads  itself  over  the  moss-roses  in  my  window% 

There  was  a  time  when  everything  in  me  was  quite  other- 
wise, in  which  I  hated  the  world  and  myself;  in  which  I 

wished  that  I  had  never  been  born. 

In  the  May  of  life,  during  those  days  of  spring  in  which  the 
whole  of  organised  nature,  every  created  existence,  becomes 
partaker  of  some  drops  of  joy  ;  in  which  gentle  pinions  rock 
mankind,  and  heaven  vaults  itself  so  loftily  and  brightly  above 
us — at  that  time  I  became  acquainted  with  misfortune,  and 
bitter  were  then  my  complaints. 

It  was  in  my  drooping  soul,  as  in  the  outward  world,  when, 
in  our  northern  climate,  the  days  towards  winter  rapidly 
decrease,  the  nights  become  longer,  and  the  sun,  like  a  dying 
one,  seems  only  to  rise,  to  say  farewell,  and  then  to  sink 
again.  I  cherished  not  the  hope  that  a  new  year  would  alter 
for  me  the  course  of  things  ;  on  the  contrary,  I  saw  behind 
the  decreasing  light  a  night  becoming  ever  more  and  more 
dark,  spreading  itself  over  all. 

Happy  are  the  dead  ;  they  suffer  no  longer  !  Happier  still 
are  the  unborn,  who  have  never  suffered !  Happy  also  are 
you,  ye  pitied  fools  ;  ye  who  laugh  at  your  misery ;  ye  who 
plait  for  yourselves  crovms  from  your  straw  couches  ;  ye  who 
dream  that  ye  are  great  and  happy.  Te  are  pitied  unjustly ! 
Ah,  ye  feel,  indeed,  nothing,  and  your  misfortune  is  concealed 
by  the  flowers  of  your  madness.     Happy  are  ye  ! 

Thus  thought  I,  thus  compained  I,  as  one  evening  I  dragged 
myself  along  with  slow  steps,  in  one  of  the  darkest  alleys  of 
the  park  on  the  estate  of  my  parents. 

I  was  young  and  unhappy,  and  never — no,  never — can  one 
feel  misfortune  so  bitterly  as  in  youth.  In  maturer  years 
the  feelings  become  blunted — the  blood  flows  more  tran- 

quilly ;  one  is  already  accustomed  to  suffering — the  way  is 
not  then  so  long  to  the  terminating  goal  of  all  suffering. 
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But  when  paiu  surprises  us  in  vouth,  then  tliat  which  is 
terrific  in  its  novelty  is  increased  by  the  yet  uncurbed 
strength  of  the  feelings  by  which  that  wild,  fruitless  struggle 
against  fate  is  excited,  whose  consequences  are  hopelessness 
and  despair. 

Sickly  and  infirm  at  nineteen,  I  went  through  life  timid 
and  gloomy  as  an  unblessed  shade.  I  had  been  happy  ; 
therefore,  I  now  suffered  so  much  the  more.  I  was  full  of 

life  and  health  till  my  seventeenth  year — and  so  beloved — 
and  so  happy  !  Then  I  felt  myself  good,  foimd  the  world  so 
beautiful,  regarded  mankind  as  angels,  and  God  as  the  Father 
of  all.  A  tedious  illness  threw  me  about  this  time  upon  the 
couch  of  suffering,  from  which  I  arose  again  disfigured  in  the 
most  fearful  manner.  People  pitied  me  at  first ;  but  soon 
tliey  turned  away  from  me — my  mother  also,  my  brothers 
and  sisters,  did  so.  ISIy  heart  became  bitter ;  I  felt  the 
deterioration  of  my  mind,  and  began  to  think  myself  aban- 

doned by  God  and  man.  The  careful  education,  the  fine  ac- 
complishments, which,  in  my  younger  years,  had  been  my 

share,  served  now  only  to  sharpen  the  sen^e  of  my  mis- 
fortune. Never  beat  a  heart  in  a  human  breast  with  more 

glowing  love  for  freedom,  activity,  and  the  heroic  virtues, 
which  history  displays  in  splendid  prototypes.  Never  flamed 
more  enthusiastically  the  spirit  of  emulation  in  the  soul  of  a 
youth.  Cato,  Brutus,  Scipio,  Eegulus,  they  were  my  proto- 

types— I  wished  to  resemble  them,  if  not  to  excel  tliera  all — 
and  my  name,  like  theirs,  should  be  honoured  by  a  noble 
posterity.  Renown  and  joy,  with  a  rich,  virtuous,  and  use- 

ful life — that  was  the  quickly  vanished  dream  of  my  first 

youth. 
Miserable  compassion,  contempt,  forgetfulness — with  a 

useless,  sickly,  joyless  life — were  the  horrible  realities  which 
locked  me  in  their  iron  arms  on  my  awaking,  which  drew  me 
down  from  my  heaven,  and  darkened  to  me  the  whole  world 
— and  God,  and  his  beautiful  sun,  and  his  mercy  towards  his 
creatures. 

Doubt,    with   its   murmuring    never-answered   questions, 
arose  in  my  soul,  and  midnight  darkness  inclosed  my  un- 

easily  throbbing   heart.     An   unending   pain   agitated   my 
breast,  whilst  the  panting  breath  moved  it  up  and  down. 

"  How  have  I  »iuJi&d  that  1  should  be  bo   severely,  so 
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fearfully  punished — for  what  have  I  become  so  unhappy  ?" 
asked  I,  loudly  murmuring,  as  witli  tearful  eyes  I  looked 
around  me  on  the  blooming  scenes  which  richly  and  beauti- 

fully surrounded  me. 
It  was  a  gloriously  fine  evening.  The  sun  was  descending, 

all  was  tranquil — only  a  low  murmur  stole  now  and  then, 
like  a  whispered  declaration  of  love,  between  foliage  and 
flowers  through,  the  wood.  Everything  seemed  to  rejoice — I 
alone  suffered  !  I  wished  to  be  the  bird  which  thoughtfully 
twittered,  swinging  upon  the  green  branches — or  the  flower 
which  beamed  so  splendidly,  which  gave  forth  such  sweet 
ordour — or  the  butterfly  which  rested  in  itj  bosom — nay, 
even  the  moss  overgrown,  happy,  senseless  rock  against 

which  I  leaned ; — only  not  man — only  not  the  suff'eriug, 
pitiable  human  being  which  I  was  ! 

I  rested  myself  beside  a  lake  which  bounded  the  park,  and 
which  was  encompassed  by  the  most  beautiful  shores. 

Oh  how  often  had  I  formerly,  with  youthful  pleasure  and 
joy,  guided  my  little  boat  over  its  dancing  waves!  How 
often  had  I,  with  my  powerful  arms,  divided  its  gentle 
waters — kissed  them  with  warm  lips — and  seen  in  the  clear 
depths  which  mirrored  back  a  cloudless  heaven,  the  image  of 
my  pure  heart,  my  fresh  life !  As  formerly,  still  green,  riaut 
shores  garlanded  the  quiet  lake — as  formerly,  the  dark  blue 
of  the  heavens  reflected  itself  in  its  depths — my  boat  lay  on 
the  shore — everything  had  remained  so  unchanged,  so  kindly 
unchanged !  I  only  was  no  longer  like  myself,  was  no  longer 
the  same.     I  found  everything  here,  excepting  only  myself. 

I  bowed  myself  down  to  touch  the  cool  water  with  my 
glowing  lips,  but  suddenly  drew  back  at  the  sight  of  my  own 
detestable  image,  which,  like  my  demon  of  misfortune,  raised 
itself  towards  me  more  terrific  than  ever  from  the  dark 

depths.     It  was  to  me  as  if  I  had  been  stung  by  a  snake. 
With  disordered  and  painful  feelings,  I  fixed  my  stony 

gaze  upon  the  opposite  shore.  Joyful  human  voices  sounded 
thence;  and  I  soon  perceived  how  gay  couples  swung  around 
in  a  merry  midsummer  dance.  Songs  and  laughter  echoed 
back  from  the  rocks  around.  I  arose,  turned  myself  away, 
and  went  deeper  into  the  wood. 

Through  the  opening  of  an  avenue  shone  opposite  to  me 
the  brilliantly-illumined  windows  of  the  castle  of  mv  parents 

82 
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They  held  there  tliat  night  a  festival  to  celebrate  tTie  return 
of  iny  eldest  sister  to  the  paternal  house.  She  had  left  it  in 
her  childhood,  in  order  to  be  brought  up  by  near  relations  in 
the  capital ;  and  now  returned  back  an  amiable  bride,  and 
was  received  by  festivities  which  I  now  escaped  as  earnestly 
as  I  formerly  had  sought  them. 

"  Nobody  will  miss  me,  nobody  will  think  about  me," 
tliouglit  I,  with  bitter  feelings,  as  I  went  away  to  seek  for 
darkness  and  quiet.  "  Parents,  brothers  and  sisters,  make 
yourselves  happy — dance — sing  !  I  shall  never  more  sing, 
never  more  dance,  never  more  laugh  !" 

Music  now  resounded  from  the  castle,  and  brought  to  me 
tlie  bewitching  tones  of  my  favourite  waltz — the  jovous  voices 
from  the  shore  became  louder  and  louder — I  went,  and  went, 
and  went — they  pursued  me.  Oh  all  ye  unfortunate  friends, 
ye  who  like  me  have  felt  yourselves  without  joy,  without 
hope  in  the  world — was  it  not  then,  during  the  innocent  joy 
of  others,  that  envy  and  bitter  chagrin  crept  into  your  hearts  ? 
If  it  be  painful  to  suffer  undeservedly,  then  it  is  doubly 
painful  to  be  obliged  to  say  that  one  has  deserved  it,  when 
one,  for  the  first  time,  detects  in  oneself  an  envious  and  dis- 

dainful state  of  mind.  I  cannot  describe  what  a  feeling  of 
infinite  pain  overpowered  for  some  moments  my  whole  being. 
My  whole  power  was  concentrated  upon  one  point — upon 
the  consciousness  of  my  suffering.  It  was  intolerable  to  me. 

"  Oh,  my  Grod!  comfort  me,  comfort  me  !"  exclaimed  I  many 
times  with  a  hollow  voice,  before  which  I  myself  shuddered. 

"  If  thou  be  the  God  of  mercy,  then  pity  thou  thy  suflering 
child  !  Give  me  again  that  which  thou  hast  taken  from  me  ; 

or  open  thy  heaven — send  an  angel  to  me,  an  angel  which 
sliall  tell  me  why  I  sufier — or  annihilate  me  !  I  am  a  grain 
of  dust  before  thee — mingle  me  with  the  dust — only  cause 

that  I  cease  to  feel,  to  sufl'er !"  This  wQd,  incoherent  prayer 
— ah,  I  felt  it — was  only  an  audacious,  bitter  murmur.  I 
should  have  thrown  from  me  at  this  moment  every  earthly 

consolation ;  I  should  not  have  received  them.  An  angel's 
voice  alone,  an  immediate  revelation,  would  only,  so  I 

imagined,  give  me  tranquillity — could  only  give  me  back  ray 
extinguished  hope,  my  faith  on  that  which  once  had  been  so 
sacred,  so  certain,  and  so  clear,  and  which  now  to  my  feeling, 
unstable  and  wrapped  in  darkness,  left  me  without  anj 
§uppo:t. 
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Every  one  who,  like  me,  has  been  suddenly  and  unexpect- 
edly plunged  into  the  depths  of  misfortune,  will  feel  with 

me.  People  could  not  be  so  unhappy  if,  with  the  loss  of  all 
earthly  hopes,  they  did  not  also  often  lose  faith  in  a  wise  and 
merciful  God.  That  gracious  voice  which  exclaimed  to  us 
that  not  a  sparrow,  much  less  one  of  us,  falls  unobserved  to 
the  earth — that  the  hairs  of  our  head  are  all  numbered — this 

voice  is  not  perceived  in  the  tempest  of  passions — and  if  even 
it  do  find  a  way  to  our  breast,  it  is  not  always  able  to  silence 
the  excited  waves — for  that  wild,  impatient  heart  desires 
tlien  an  instantaneous  effect  to  prove  its  truth — and  if  in  our 
murmuring  no  consolatory  feeling  descends  into  our  tumul- 

tuous heart — if  our  fate  do  not  change,  our  suiferings  remain 
the  same — then  we  despair — then — ah,  how  unhappy  are  we 
then ! 

With  eyes  fixed  on  the  night  I  went  onward,  and  seemed 
to  myself  like  a  child  of  the  night. 

All  at  once  as  it  were  a  hundred-weight  fell  upon  my 
heart,  that  what  I  suffered,  what  I  felt,  might  be  only  a  re- 

petition of  that  which  others  had  felt  and  suffered  before  me. 
The  bloody  sweat  of  millions  of  human  beings,  the  tears  of 
millions,  had  moistened  before  me  the  path  of  pain  upon 
which  I  wandered,  and  would  moisten  it  after  me  ;  and  shud- 

dering, I  saw  in  thought,  like  xigly  ghosts,  darkei-  than  the 
night  which  encompassed  me,  all  the  sufferings  and  afflictions 
of  the  human  race  pass  before  me — the  sufferings  of  the 
body,  of  the  heart,  of  feeling,  those  never  wearied  harpies, 
which  leave  not  the  unfortunate,  until  he  has,  brother-like, 
extended  his  hand  as  a  skeleton  to  death — and  in  my  own 
name,  and  that  of  all  sufferers,  I  lifted  up  a  piercing,  painful, 
murmuring  cry,  and  directed  my  eyes  lamentingly  to  the 
stars.  In  tranquil,  undisturbed  majesty,  they  stood  clearly 
sparkling  above  my  head,  and  this  immovable  order,  thia 
eternally  unshaken  repose  of  heaven,  awoke  in  my  breast  ice- 

cold  despair.  "Let  us  die!"  exclaimed  I  in  thought  to  my 
bretliren  in  misfortune — "  let  us  die — then  all  is  at  an  end — 

we  have  no  compassionate  Pather  in  heaven  !" 
I  had  seated  myself,  and  felt  with  gloomy  satisfaction  how 

the  dampness  of  the  night  penetrated  my  dress  ; — I  hoped 
that  it  would  undermine  my  enfeebled  health — and  my  only 
wish  now  was  for  death.    "Whether  it  would  conduct  me  now 
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to  a  more  friendly  fate,  or  only  annihilate  my  afflicted  being, 
it  was  welcome  to  me,  dear  to  me,  and  inwardly  longed  for 
by  me.  Nobody  would  weep  for  me — all  my  family  would, 
like  myself,  regard  my  death  as  a  gain.  I  knew  it,  knew  it 
only  too  well ! 

Towards  midnight  the  music  was  silent,  and  I  heard  how 
the  dancers  on  the  shore  departed  by  degrees,  amid  cheerful 
sounds.  All  at  length  was  still.  It  had  become  dark,  and 
the  stars,  whose  glittering  pomp  had  seemed  to  mock  my 
pain,  were  wrapped  in  clouds.  The  whole  country  lay  hidden 
in  deep  night,  and  at  a  distance  the  thunder  was  heard  to 
roll.  All  this  accorded  more  with  my  inward  feeling,  and 
did  me  infinite  good.  I  threw  myself  down  upon  the  ground, 
and  wept  bitterly.  I  wept  long,  and  felt  thereby  a  beneficial 
alleviation.  Gentler  feelings  pressed  into  my  heart,  and 
combated  against  the  bitter  ones.  The  thoughts  so  precious 
to  me  of  a  reward  on  the  other  side  of  life,  for  sufferings 
patiently  endured,  of  a  wise,  all-compassionate  Father,  came 
again  and  again.  I  was  now  able  to  pray  to  him  with  a  sub- 

missive heart.  I  prayed — prayed  for  consolation — for  light 
and  strength,  with  that  fervent,  nameless  prayer,  whose 
strength  opens  heaven,  and  seems  able  to  press  with  the 
sighs  of  the  heart,  to  the  throne  of  the  Eternal.  I  had, 
whilst  I  prayed,  raised  myself  up,  but  soon  sank  do^v^l  again 
to  the  earth,  enfeebled  by  my  feelings  and  by  pain,  deprived 
even  as  much  of  thought  as  of  power,  and  dull  tones  of  la- 

mentation laboured  forth  from  my  panting  breast. 
Tiie  night  was  warm,  and  so  tranquil  that  no  breath  of  air 

was  sent  forth  ;  yet  it  seemed  to  me  at  times  as  if  a  trembling 
passed  through  the  leaves  of  the  poplar  under  which  I  lay, 
Avitli  my  face  to  the  earth,  and  each  time  an  involuntary 
shudder  passed  througli  me.  Three  times  it  seemed  to  me 
as  if  a  hand  passed  over  my  head  lightly  and  caressingly,  and 
with  the  pleasant  sensation  which  I  perceived  therefrom,  a 
delightful  remembrance  of  my  childhood  livingly  awoke 
within  me.  So  had  Maria,  the  little  beloved  one  of  my 
childish  years,  caressed  me,  when  we,  fatigued  by  sport  and 
exercise,  rested  upon  the  soft  grass  together.  I  bad  per- 

ceived this  sensation,  when  the  little  one  raised  her  feeble 
hand  from  her  death-bed,  and  laid  it,  for  then  she  could  nc 
longer  speak,  as  it  were  in  blesi^ing  on  my  head. 
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Was  slie  near  tc  me  at  this  moment  ?  "Was  she,  tlie 
glorified  angel  of  earth,  sent  by  the  All-merciful  to  comfort 
me  ?  Oh,  how  my  heart  beat  as  these  thoughts  arose  in  my 
soul ! 

I  believed  with  certainty  that  something  supernatural  waa 
near  me,  but,  although  the  hair  of  my  head  rose  upright,  yet 
my  heart  felt  no  fear.  What,  indeed,  does  one  fear  when 
one  is  deeply  wretched  ?  Nay,  even  the  most  gloomy  reve- 

lations of  the  spiritual  world  terrify  no  longer.  The  feelings 
of  horror  which  they  infuse  are  welcome  ;  they  refresh — they 
raise  us  above  earthly  pain,  and  seem  less  horrible  than  this. 
It  is,  however,  a  consolation  which,  as  we  believe,  approaches 
us  in  a  beloved  shape  from  that  unknown  land  at  whose 
portals  all  lights  of  the  human  spirit  are  extinguished — 
therefore  all  becomes  tranquil  in  the  tumultuous  breast,  and 
all  the  pulses  beat  in  adoring  expectation.  Thus  operated 

in  my  soul  the  thought  of  Maria's  presence.  I  called  her 
softly  by  name — besought  her  to  lay  her  hand  upon  my  heart 
— and  amid  feelings  of  peace  and  sweet  repose,  such  as  I  had 
never  felt  before,  I  fell  into  a  kind  of  dreaming  stupefaction. 
During  this,  it  appeared  to  me  that  I  saw  Maria  clothed  in 
white,  and  indescribably  beautiful,  sit  near  me,  in  her  hand 
a  palm-branch  with  which  she  fanned  me — whilst  I,  in  no 
condition  to  speak  or  clearly  to  think,  pleased  myself  for 
some  moments  only  by  the  feeling,  how  well  it  was  with  me. 
All  at  once  I  perceived  Maria  seize  me  by  the  hand,  and 
amid  feelings  of  indescribable  satisfaction  I  fancied  myself 
floating  away  at  her  side  over  the  earth  towards  heaven. 

"  I  am  dead !"  thought  I ;  and  an  unspeakable  sensation 
of  joy  passed  with  the  thought  through  my  soul. 

I  wished  to  turn  myself  round,  that  I  might  yet  once  more 
behold  this  earth  upon  which  I  had  suffered  so  much — but 
mists  dimmed  my  view. 

The  clouds  environed  me  ever  more  densely ;  I  felt  how 
the  frosty  damps  chilled  my  breast,  and  dulled  the  glow 

which  the  restless  beating  of  my  heart  had  occasioned.  "  It 
is  good !"  thought  I ;  "  that  is  the  enfolding  of  the  grave, 
the  embrace  of  death — how  beautifully  they  cool !  soon — 
soon  shall  I  be  transformed."  Again  it  became  dark  to  me, 
as  if  I  were  not  yet  dead,  only  dying.  My  mind  became 
every  moment  more  benumbed  ;  it  became  ever  darker  and 

darker  before  my  eyes — a  dull  soughing,  as  of  distant  woods, 
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waa  in  my  ears.  Yet  clearly  and  calmly  remained  to  me  the 
consciousness  of  a  guiding  hand,  even  in  the  moments  in 
which  I  entirely  seemed  to  lose  the  consciousness  of  my  own 
existence. 

A  sudden  feeling  of  pain,  which  thrilled  through  my  heart 
like  a  dagger-stroke,  recalled  me  to  thought  and  conscious- 

ness. I  found  myself  lying  upon  the  earth  as  shortly  before, 
and  should  have  regarded  all  as  merely  a  dream  had  I  not 
still  felt  the  soft,  warm  hand  which  inclosed  mine.  1  was 
feeble  and  powerless.  Without  raising  my  head,  I  exclaimed, 

"  Oh,  Maria,  why  didst  thou  not  take  me  up  into  thy  bright 
home  ?  Why  am  I  yet  upon  earth,  where  people  suffer  so 

much  and  so  hopelessly — why,  ah,  why  must  I  still  suffer  ?" 
"  Grod  wills  it,"  replied  a  voice,  as  charming  and  melodious 

as  we  represent  to  ourselves  that  of  angels.  Impatiently 

murmuring,  I  asked,  "  And  to  what  purpose  shall  I  live  and 
suffer  ?" 

"  In  order  to  be  better  thyself — to  be  useful  to  others." 
"  How  can  I,  miserable  worm,  be  useful  to  others  r"' 
"  Through  thy  patience — through  the  example  of  thy  sub- 

mission." 
"  Ah,  I  have  strength  to  feel  my  suffering,  but  not  to 

bear  it !" 
"  Pray  !" 
"  God's  image  is  darkened  in  my  heart — I  cannot  pray  !  I 

have  seen  the  abyss  of  pain — have  understood  the  sufferings 
of  men — and  I  see — I  understand  God  no  more  !  Oh,  be 
not  angr^%  pure,  holy  angel !  Thou  who  livest  in  light,  look 
mercifully  upon  the  son  of  darkness — enlighten  me — com- 
foi't  me  !" 

"  Yes,  I  will  comfort  thee!" 
"  Tell  me,  compassionate  angel,  has  the  Eternal  sent  thee 

to  me  r" 
"  He  has  sent  me  to  thee." 
"  His  eye  thus,  then,  sees  the  tormented  worm  creeping 

in  the  dust  ?  The  suffering  creatures  of  the  earth  are  not 
unobserved  by  Him  ? 

"  He  sees,  he  numbers  them  all." 
"  Oh,  Maria!  say,  if  God  be  all-good  and  merciful,  where- 

fore all  the  wretchedness,  all  the  sufferings  of  men  r" 
"  It  is  sufficient  for  thee  to  know  that  he  will  afford  com- 

fort to  all,  and  will  sometime  cause  all  suffering  to  cease." 
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"  I  cannot  take  hold  on  this  comfort — I  do  not  under- 
stand how  happiness  can  ever  outweigh  pain.  Happy  angel 

— thou  who  wast  already  in  childhood  snatched  away  from 
the  earth — thou  hast  never  known  its  afflictions — thou  un- 
derstandest  them  not !  Hear  now  one  of  its  victims  speak  ! 
Hear,  and  if  thy  incorporeal  being  can  yet  cherish  human 
feelings — if  this  heart,  familiar  with  the  felicity  of  heaven,  be 
not  cold  for  foreign  suffering — then  shudder !"  And  from 
the  depths  of  my  agitated  heart  1  exclaimed — "  We  suffer, 
we  suffer!  We  caU  for  help,  and  the  earth  opens  her 
abysses,  and  heaven  looks  coldly  down  and  despises  us. 
The  night  of  despair  covers  us — the  vulture  sits  on  our 
heart,  and  rends  from  it  piece  after  piece — and  gnaws  and 
gnaws.     We  call  on  death,  but  death  comes  not.     We  curse 

our  life — we  blaspheme   "     I   paused,  thrilled  through with  horror ! 

Everything  was  still  for  a  moment,  and  I  endeavoured, 
with  a  convulsive  effort,  to  stupify  my  mind ;  for  I  dreaded 
to  hear  that  scornful  laughter,  to  see  those  dark  abysses,  to 
feel  those  pangs  of  agony. 

"  Listen!"  said  the  angel-voice  suddenly,  strong  and  deli- 
cious as  a  harp-tone.  "  Listen  to  the  song  of  victory  from 

my  lips,  which  the  suffering  children  of  earth  will  some  time 

sing  altogether  in  the  bright  heavens !"  And  I  heard  the 
angelic  song,  which  sounded  like  a  voice  out  of  the  clouds, 
and  yet  quite  near  to  me. 

Oh  thou  human  anguish 
Thy  abode  was  brief ! 

Heart,  enfranchised  captive, 
What  a  blest  relief, 

By  suffering  purified. 
Now  to  God  allied ! 

To  the  bright  blue  heaven, 
From  t  he  vale  of  care, 

Let  thine  eye  be  given, 
Think  nut  on  de.'^pair! 

See  above,  in  brightness, 
The  dwelling  of  uprightness ! 

Though  our  life's  track  leads  us 
Through  a  foreign  land, 

'Tis  but  the  course  that  speeds  ua 
To  the  bright  vrorld's  strand, 

And  afar  off,  we 
The  Father's  house  can  see. 
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There  our  hopes  were  tending, 
Amid  storm  and  fear ; 

Blessedness  unending 
Now  surrounds  us  here. 

The  appointed  goal  is  gained, 
The  victory  is  obtained ! 
Never  more  in  sadness 

Shall  we  look  to  heaven, 

Spring's  eternal  gladness To  our  hearts  is  given ; 
And  like  the  saints  above. 
Henceforth  our  life  is  love ! 

Here  no  mist  surroundeth, 

Error  all  is  o'er ; Word  of  doubt  confoundeth 
Our  weak  faith  no  more, 

For  truth  so  pure,  so  clear, 
Shineth  only  here ! 

The  song  ceased,  but  I  fancied  I  still  heard  it.  The  pain 
also  in  my  soul  ceased.  I  felt  how  every  bitter  feeling  within 
me  dissolved  itself  by  degrees,  and  gave  place  to  gentle,  con- 

solatory ones.  Sweet  tears  ran  down  my  cheeks,  and  a  feel- 
ing like  that  of  the  peace  just  now  sung,  overcame  for  a 

moment  my  being.  Soon,  however,  the  torment  woke  again, 
and  doubt  raised  itself  again  from  the  depths  of  my  soul.  I 

folded  my  hands  and  prayed,  "  Oh  pitying,  gentle  angel,  for- 
give my  weakness — leave  me  not — continue  to  give  my  soul 

light !  Tell  me,  what  indeed  is  that  for  which  we  here 

struggle  and  suffer  ?" 
"  The  right,  the  true  life,  of  which  this  earthly  life  is  only 

the  shadow.  An  eternal  mounting  upwards,  an  eternal  ap- 
proach to  Grod,  the  fountain  of  truth  and  bliss.  That  light, 

that  peace,  that  sanctification  and  pure  joy,  whicli  we  here 

seek  for  in  vain,  we  shall  there  find." 
"  Ah,"  I  replied,  gloomily,  "  night  encompasses  mo — I 

cannot  take  hold  on  the  light." 
"  Behold,  the  red  of  tlie  morning  breaks,"  cried  the  voice ; 

"  behold,  how  it  diffuses  light  around  us ;  how  every  object, 
which  just  now  were  yet  veiled  in  nocturnal  shadow,  appears 
in  brightness,  beauty,  and  truth.  Thus  also  on  the  morning 
of  eternity  will  its  sun  diffuse  light  over  all  the  perplexities 
of  life — then  wilt  thou  understand  wherefore  thou  hast  suf- 

fered ;  only  continue  good,  only  continue  submissive — and  all 
will  be  right.  Son  of  suffering !  thou  also  wilt  one  day  drink 

from  the  cup  of  felicity!" 
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"  And  tlie  poor  tempted  ones,  they  whom  misfortune  leads 
to  crime,  whom  misfortune  degrades — what  fate  may  they 

expect  ?" 
"  God  is  merciful  and  just — adore  him  !" 
"  And  the  wicked — they  whom  a  horrible  destiny  seems 

even  from  their  cradle  to  have  destined  to  be  the  scourge  of 

their  fellow-beings  ?" 
The  angel  was  silent  a  while,  but  at  length  said  with  a 

gentle,  solemn  seriousness,  "  Wherefore  these  questions,  this 
disquiet,  child  of  dust  ?     There  is  a  God — worship  God  !" 

It  became  brighter  in  my  soul.  "  Oh,"  said  I  softly,  "  I 
understand  thee.  God  is  God,  and  that  says  everything — 

my  God  also,"  added  I,  with  deep  and  joyous  feelings. 
"And  thy  Father!"  said  the  angelic  voice. 
"Tes — my  Father — and  a  Father  who  pardons!  Ob, 

Maria,  tell  me — if  I,  too  weak  to  bear  my  burden,  voluntarily 
laid  down  a  life  which  I  felt  to  be  intolerable,  would  not  this 

Father  receive  his  unhappy  child  into  his  paternal  bosom  ?" 
"Do  not  mislead  thyself,"  replied  the  voice;  "he  who 

gives  way  before  the  trial,  can  never  deserve  the  reward.  Oh, 
suffer  with  patience — hope  with  confidence !  Deprive  not 
thyself  of  tlie  reward  which  awaits  thee — of  the  well-pleasing 
of  God,  of  the  good  pure  witness  of  thine  own  conscience,  of 
the  blessings  of  those  to  whom  thou  canst  be  upon  earth  a 

support  and  a  comfort." 
"  But  if  I  see  that  I  am  a  burden  to  others  as  to  myself, 

if   " 

"  Do  right  and  worship  God,"  replied  the  voice,  in  a  severe 
tone.  I  felt  pain.  At  length  I  said,  dejectedly,  "  Life  is 
long,  infinitely  long,  for  the  unhappy,  who  have  on  earth  no 
other,  better  lot  to  expect ;  and  the  terminating  goal  of 
suffering  appears  to  him  too  distant  for  it  to  operate  as  a  con- 

stant alleviation  of  ever-returning  pain.  Thou,  thou,  in  the 
enjoyment  of  ever-ascending  happiness,  measurest  not,  re- 
markest  not,  the  course  of  the  years ;  tliou  canst  not  think 
what  an  infinitude  of  duration  the  days,  the  hours,  nay,  even 
the  minutes,  have  for  the  unfortvmate,  who  counts  his  pangs 
by  the  beating  of  his  pulse  !  If  thou,  heavenly  comforter, 
wert  ever  near  me,  I  would  not  complain  ;  but  when  thou 
returnest  to  the  bright  home  from  which  thou  out  of  mercy 
hast  descended,  what  will  become  of  me?     How  shall  1  be 
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able  to  bear  tliose  long,  long  hours,  which  the  united  pains 
of  the  soul  and  the  body  make  so  insufterable  r" 

"  I  will  not  leave  thee,"  replied  the  angel,  whose  voice  was 
again  infinitely  soft  and  gentle  ;  "  I  will  assist  thee  to  endure 
those  hours,  and  to  feel  those  pains  less.  God  has  strewn 
everywhere  the  seeds  of  consolation  and  joy  ;  we  will  seek  for 
them  together.  We  will  be  submissive — and  all  will  become 
good ;  we  will  be  submissive — and  peace  will  descend  into 
our  hearts.  AVe  will  worship  God  together — together  seek 
for  the  mitigation  of  thy  pain ;  and  if  thou  must  weep,  thou 

Bhalt  no  longer  weep  alone."  At  these  words  the  voice  of 
the  angel  became  as  it  were  stifled  by  emotion. 

"Do  the  immortals  also  shed  tears?"  thought  I;  and 
amazed  beyond  all  description,  as  well  by  the  words  as  by  the 
emotion  that  followed  them,  I  raised  myself  up,  and  ventured 
for  the  first  time  to  contemplate  the  white  figure  which  sate 
at  my  side.  Trembling  I  sought  for  the  dear,  well-known 
features  of  Maria;  I  found  them  not.  A  lovely,  to  me, 
strange  countenance,  veiled  with  compassionate  tears,  and 
brightened  by  the  dawning  crimson  of  the  morning,  bent 
over  me,  and  a  warm,  soft,  rosy  mouth  impressed  upon  my 
brow  an  aftectionate  kiss. 

"  Oh,  my  brother,  my  beloved  brother !"  whispered  the 
same  angelic  voice  which  went  so  to  my  heart,  "  recognise 
thy  sister,  whom  God  has  sent  to  thee  to  comfort  and  to 
love  thee — who  will  never  more  leave  thee  !"  and  she  threw 
her  arms  around  me. 

My  bewilderment  was  so  great,  for  a  moment,  that  I  fancied 
I  had  lost  the  use  of  my  mind. 

My  sister  endeavoured,  in  the  most  heartfelt  affectionate 
manner,  to  overcome  the  excitement  of  my  mind.  She  locked 
me  in  her  arms,  let  my  head  rest  upon  her  breast,  and  with 
sweet  loving  words  she  hushed  to  rest  as  it  were  my  agitated 
feelings.  I  became  by  degrees  calmer,  but  for  a  long  time 
could  not  persuade  myself  that  it  was  only  my  imagination, 
excited  in  the  highest  degree,  which  had  made  me  fancy  that 
an  angel — yet  what  do  I  say — was  it  not  an  angel,  although 
ill  a  human  form? — had  been  sent  by  God  for  my  consola- 

tion !  Yes,  that  was  she,  in  the  most  beautiful  signification 
of  the  word,  and  I  felt  it  every  moment  deeper.  In  order  to 
give  my  mind  the  most  perfect  clearness,  she  told  me  in  a  few 
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words  the  accident  which  had  conducted  her  to  me.  Informed 

of  my  illness,  of  its  consequences,  and  the  unhappy  state  of 
my  mind,  which  my  gay  and  fortunate  brothers  had  described 
as  bordering  upon  insanity,  she  had,  immediately  on  her 
arrival  at  the  paternal  home,  inquired  after  me,  and  learnt 
that  I,  more  gloomy  than  common,  had  gone  into  the 
park.  As  she,  tolerably  late  at  night,  again  inquired  after 
me,  and  heard  that  I  had  not  yet  returned,  this  amiable 
sister,  under  the  pretence  of  going  to  rest,  stole  away  from 
the  hall,  and  into  the  park,  to  seek  out  her  afl3icted  brother. 
She  was  about  to  call  my  name,  when  my  lamenting  voice 
reached  her  ear,  and  guided  her  to  the  spot  where  I  had  sunk 
down  overpowered  by  suifering,  and  almost  insensible.  She 
softly  approached  me,  lingered  quietly  beside  me,  and  heard 
how  I  called  on  the  name  of  Maria,  and  besought  her  to 
comfort  me ;  and  her  prudence  and  goodness  suggested  to 
her  the  thought  of  availing  herself  of  this  mistake,  which  my 
violently  excited  state  of  mind  and  my  heated  fancy  had 
made,  in  order  to  afford  me  consolation  in  a  manner  which 
would  malie  the  greatest  impression  on  my  overstrained 
mind.  Towards  the  conclusion  of  our  conversation  she 

thought  that  the  human  loving  sister,  deeply  affected  by  my 
sufferings,  woidd  be  more  able  to  contribute  to  my  comfort 
than  one  belonging  to  the  world  of  spirits,  and  she  let  her 

feelings  speak  for  me.  "  My  brother" — thus  she  ended  her 
explanation — "  be  not  displeased  because  I  was  thy  angel ! 
Maria  would,  however,  have  left  thee ;  and  I  will  never, 
never  more  leave  tliee  !" 

I  could  not  overcome  my  amazement.  "  And  those  oracular 
answers  which  thou  gavest  to  me  ?" 

"  Thou  wilt  find  their  foundation  in  the  Gospel — there  is 
the  fountain  of  comfort  and  of  wisdom ;  we  will  together 

learn  to  gain  them  therefrom." 
"  And  that  charming  consolatory  hymn,"  I  said,  with  tear- 

ful eye,  "  was  it,  then,  only  thy  composition  ?" 
"  It  was  truth,  which,  although  feebly  composed,  by  me 

was  put  into  the  form  in  which  thou  now  hast  heard  it. 
When  we  shall  sometime  hear,  in  a  better  world,  the 
victorious  songs  of  the  suffering  children  of  the  earth,  and 
shall  even  mingle  our  own  voices  in  them — how  different, 
my  brother! — how  altogether  difierent  wiU  these  harmouiea 
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of  eteruity  appear  in  comparison  with  feeble  eartlily  tones ! 
Ye  heavenly  felicities,  which  nc  human  eye  has  seen,  no  ear 
has  perceived,  which  no  human  understanding  can  compre- 

hend— how,  indeed,  could  a  mortal  voice  be  worthy  to  sing 
ye !     Te  patient  suiferers,  it  will  sometime  be  your  lot  to  do 
SO    ! 

"Yes,"  replied  I,  with  emotion,  "I  may  perhaps  sometime 
unite  my  voice  with  these ;  but  thou,  sister,  wilt  sing  yet 
more  beautiful  among  the  happy  ones  arisen  from  the  grave 

— happy  on  this  aid  on  the  other  side — thou  angel  of  God  !" 
My  sister  made  no  reply,  but  looked  up  to  heaven  with  a 
glance,  in  which  patient  submission  was  so  expressively 
depicted,  as  if  she  saw  beforehand  that  severe  fate  would  also 
strike  her,  and  she  offered  up  her  own  will  as  a  sacrifice. 

She  took  my  arm  within  hers,  and  conducted  me  slowly 
back  to  the  house.  The  ever-increasing  daylight  drove  away 
the  shadows  from  around ;  morning  breezes  played  in  the 
foliage,  and  the  most  delicious  twittering  of  birds  raised 
itself  in  the  fresh  odoriferous  air.  All  this  appeared  to  me 
an  image  of  that  which  occurred  in  my  own  soul.  In  my 
night-enwrapped  mind  light  had  also  arisen ;  I  felt  the  gentle 
zephyrs  of  consolation,  I  heard  the  song  of  hope.  Silently 
went  on  my  sister  and  myself  beside  each  other ;  but  her 
beaming  glance,  which  now  was  riveted  upon  me,  now  passed 
over  the  enchanting  objects  which  surrounded  us,  and  then 
raised  itself  to  heaven,  seemed  to  invite  my  feelings  to  follow 
in  its  holy  flight. 

The  fijst  beams  of  the  sun  gilded  the  windows  of  the  castle 
as  we  approached  it — the  same  windows  whose  glittering 
illumination  some  hours  before  had  made  so  painful  au  im- 

pression upon  me.  Now  I  contemplated  them  with  quite 
different  feelings  ;  and  as  I  turned  to  the  beaming  torch  of 
day,  I  repeated  softly,  with  deep  and  delightful  emotion, 

Thomson's  glorious  prayer : 

"  Father  of  light  and  life !  thou  Good  Supreme ! 
Oh,  teach  me  what  is  good!  teach  me  thyself! 
Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice, 
From  every  low  pursuit !  and  feed  my  soul 
With  knowledge,  conscious  peace,  and  virtue  pure ; 

Sacred,  substantial,  never-fading  bliss !" 

1  perceived  the  change  Trithin  myself  with  rapture.     The 
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nocturnal  scene  had  made  a  deep  impression  upon  me  ;  and 
however  natural  everything  which  had  occurred  might  be,  I 
still  could  not  help  ascribing  it  to  a  supernatural  guidance. 
In  the  moment  of  pain  and  of  despair  I  had  called  upon  an 
angel,  and  an  angel  had  descended  to  me  with  kind,  long- 
wished-for  words  of  consolation  and  hope.  The  voice  of  my 
glorified  Maria  could  scarcely  have  produced  a  greater  change 
in  me  than  the  voice  of  my  gentle  sister  did. 

She  was  one  of  those  beings  who  only  seem  to  linger  upon 
the  earth  to  alleviate  its  misery,  and  in  whose  pure  soul 
heaven  has  stamped,  as  it  were,  its  image.  Gentle,  lovely, 
wise,  serious — she  went  through  the  world  like  a  loftier 
spirit,  who  only  takes  part  in  life  that  it  may  sweeten  the 
lives  of  others.  She  found  her  happiness  only  in  the  happi- 

ness of  others ;  and  if  she  now  felt  the  sufferings  of  others 
bitterly,  it  was  because  she  kept  her  gaze  too  firmly  fixed 
upon  the  terminal  goal  of  the  journey  through  life  for  her  to 
permit  the  brightness  of  her  mind  to  be  gloomed  by  the  diffi- 

culties of  the  way.  And  precisely  this  repose  in  her  own 
soul  enabled  her,  wisely  and  considerately,  to  select  and  apply 
the  right  method  for  the  alleviation  of  every  sorrow. 

I  soon  perceived  the  beneficial  influence  of  her  gentle  and 
prudent  guidance.  She  did  not  permit  my  soul,  after  being 
elevated  by  its  temporary  flight,  to  sink  back  into  cowardice, 
but  maintained  it  upright,  and  sought  to  bring  it  into  a  state 
of  tranquil,  deliberate,  and  independent  strength. 

It  was  soon  evident  to  her  that  ambition  was  my  chief 
passion,  and  that  the  loss  of  all  that  could  promise  success  to 
this  passion  was  the  principal  cause  of  my  deep  melancholy. 
She  judged  wisely,  that  this  passion,  like  all  strong  passions  of 
tlie  soul,  could  scarcely  be  speedily  brought  into  subjection  ; 
and  endeavoured  only  to  give  it  another  direction,  to  set  to 
it  a  better,  nobler,  less  selfish,  and  to  me  a  yet  attainable 
object. 

"  Thou  canst  not,"  said  she  once,  in  our  confidential  con- 
versations, "  become  a  Scipio,  a  Camillus,  a  Leonidas ;  but 

thou  mayst  be  a  Socrates,  a  Plato,  or,  which  is  still  better, 
one  of  those  Apostles  of  Christianity,  whose  sacred  and 
heroic  virtues  have  deserved  immortality  on  earth.  Believe 
me,  m/  brother,  the  world  needs  for  its  happiness  more  wise 
men  than  heroes ;  and  the  happy,  noble  man,  who  has  given 
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to  humanity  one  comfort,  one  refreshment,  may  die  with  fl 
more  beautiful  consciousness  than  that  wliich  sweetened  the 
last  hours  of  an  Epaminondas.  Thou  hast  received  from 
nature  remarkable  gifts  of  mind,  memory,  acuteness ;  exercise 
and  cultivate  these.  Thou  hast  knowledge — strive  to  ac- 

quire more  and  better  solid  knowledge.  The  field  of  mental 
cultivation  is  immeasurable,  and  the  flowers  which  it  bears 
dre  noble  everlastings.  The  richer  thy  harvest  becomes, 
the  more  thou  gamerest  that  which  is  mature  and  solid,  the 
more  wilt  thou  be  able  to  extend  the  fruit  of  thy  labour  to 
the  greatly-needing  hungry  many,  and  wilt  deserve  th-j 
blessings  of  the  present  and  future  generations.  Let  us 
never  forget,  that  what  we  undertake  and  accomplish,  if  it 
be  actually  good  and  beneficial,  must  be  for  the  use  of  the 

kingdom  of  Grod." 
Thus  spoke  my  good  sister,  less,  as  I  believe,  in  the  con- 

viction of  my  ability  to  reach  the  prototypes  which  she 
presented  to  me,  than  to  animate  and  inspire  my  sunken 

epirit. 
In  proportion  as  my  earthly  future  opened  itself  again  to 

me,  my  courage  and  my  powers  reawoke.  The  horizon  ex- 
panded itself,  as  it  were,  before  my  gaze.  Full  of  hope,  I 

extended  my  arms  towards  the  ascending  sun,  in  which  I 
now  saw,  as  formerly,  the  image  of  light  which  would  beam 
upon  my  earthly  life. 

I  began  to  labour  for  my  new  object  with  ail  the  zeal 
which  my  weak  health  allowed,  and  might  perhaps  have 
exerted  myself  beyond  my  powers,  if  my  gentle  and  prudent 
sister  had  not  here  also  stood  by  my  side,  watchfully  and 
warningly. 

She  induced  me  to  seek  diversion  of  mind,  and  by  agree- 
able light  occupations  or  pastimes  to  cheer  my  spirits 

and  to  strengthen  my  powers.  I  had  talent  for  drawing. 
She  encouraged  me  to  practise  this  beautiful,  earnest  art, 
which  enables  us  to  perpetuate  beloved  memories,  and  at  the 
Bame  time  to  forget  the  oppressive  hours  of  the  present. 
How  often,  when  I  endeavoured  to  trace  her  gentle  fea- 

tures on  paper,  have  1  forgotten  myself,  the  whole  world, 
time,  and  everything  which  could  fatigue  or  distress  me, 
my  whole  soul  now  living  with  deliglit  in  my  beloved  work. 
How  often,  whilst  I  have  been  representing  the  attractive 



THE  COMrOETEE.  273 

and  fresh  objects  of  the  country,  the  leafy  trees,  the  calm 
lake,  the  bold  heights,  the  shady  valleys,  the  grazing  herds, 
the  clean  turf-covered  cottages,  and  the  lieavens  veiled  with 
transparent  clouds,  how  often  has  the  feeling  of  peace  and 
quiet  satisfaction  penetrated  my  soul ! 

The  great  condition  for  that  pure  enjoyment  is  this,  that 
tlie  heart  is  free  from  every  root  of  bitterness,  every  senti- 

ment of  ill-temper  and  en^^  ;  and  in  a  short  tiii'e,  these  dis- 
turbers of  peace  were  entirely  driven  out  of  mine. 

I  had  formerly  read  history  with  the  same  mind  with 
which  children  see  a  magnificent  spectacle,  with  admiration 
for  the  splendid  and  the  great,  without  in  any  way  as  a 
whole  connecting  and  embracing  it.  I  read  it  again,  after 
years,  and  still  more,  misfortune,  had  matured  and  formed 
my  understanding,  and  found  a  totally  different  impression 
from  this  reading. 

In  contemplating  the  fate  of  the  world,  my  own  vanished 
from  before  my  eyes.  When  my  thoughts  roamed  through 
centuries,  my  lifetime  seemed  to  lose  itself  in  these,  like  a 
drop  in  the  ocean — and  when  the  misfortimes  of  millions  lay 
open  before  my  sight,  I  was  ashamed  of  thinking  on  my  own. 
I  learned,  in  one  word,  to  forget  myself.  And  when  my 
weak  vision  could  perceive  in  these  pictures  of  history  only 
a  confused  swarming  mass,  when  I  lost  there  the  traces  of  a 
wise  and  good  Providence,  when  I  saw  upon  earth  only  a 
disorderly  succession  of  errors,  confusion,  and  misery,  then 
my  sister  turned  my  glance  to  heaven. 

I  looked  up  to  heaven,  listened  to  the  voices  of  the  good 
and  holy  upon  earth,  who — in  combat,  in  pain,  in  death — 
have  been  raised  with  confidence,  joy,  and  celestial  power,  to 
announce  to  us  a  higher  aim  than  earthly  happiness,  another 
home,  a  higher  light ; — listened  to  the  promises  of  immor- 

tality, and  to  the  presentiments  of  it  in  my  own  breast, 
and  learned  to  embrace  in  ray  heart  the  consolatory  belief 
which  already  here  in  life  diffused  brightness  over  the  darkest 
night. 

I  looked  up  to  heaven.  Light  came  from  above.  It 
beamed  down  into  my  soid.  I  comprehended  that  here 
below  all  things  are  only  in  the  beginning,  and  full  of  hope ; 
I  cheerfully  seized  again  my  pilgrim-staff,  composed  as  re- 
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garded  mv  fate,  and  certain  of  my  object.  From  tliis  lime 
my  heart  had  continually  peace ;  and  it  was  not  difficult  for 
me  to  seek  out  many  materials  for  happiness  and  joy,  where- 

with I  was  enabled  to  build  upon  earth  the  cottage  of  my 
content.  Among  these,  I  have  mentioned  pleasant  and 
diverting  occupations,  and  I  must  yet  add — society — not 
that  on  a  great  scale,  to  which  I  was  still  aways  opposed, 
and  which,  on  account  of  my  exterior,  could  only  awaken  un- 

pleasant feelings,  but  tliat  composed  of  my  own  family  and 
my  own  friends,  who  did  not  alone  endure  me,  but  who  en- 

deavoured with  kindness  that  I  should,  by  degrees,  find 
pleasure  in  their  joy,  and  even  learn  to  contribute  to  it — 
truly  often  enough,  like  a  blind  musician  contributing  to  the 
pleasures  of  the  dance. 
My  sister  and  myself  took  all  possible  pains  to  make  my 

temper,  violent  by  nature,  mild  and  cheerful.  She,  by  warn- 
ings, friendly  counsels,  but  principally  by  her  tenderness, 

her  care  to  surround  me  with  little  pleasures,  which  nobody 
knew  better  how  to  arrange  and  to  make  piquant  than  she 
did  ;  I,  by  watchfulness  over  myself,  by  representing  all  irri- 

tability and  sensitiveness,  and  for  the  rest,  by  perfect  sub- 
mission to  her  guidance. 

"  Whoever,"  said  she,  "  is  deprived  of  outward  charms, 
and  perpetually  requires  the  attention  and  cherishing  care  of 
others,  must  labour  still  more  than  others  to  acquire  that 
mild,  kind,  amiable  temper  and  behaviour,  which  is  alone 
sufficient  to  win  the  devotion  of  others — and  which  make  all 
little  attentions  which  are  shown  to  them  become  so  agree- 

able, all  greater  ones  so  light." I  followed  her  counsel.  I  endeavoured  to  be  amiable 

— I  became  beloved,  and  I  deeply  felt  the  happiness  of 
being  so. 

The  first  great  pain  which  befel  me  after  my  return  to  life 
and  joy,  was  occasioned  to  me  by  her,  who  had  formerly  so 
affectionately  consoled  me.  Ah !  my  angelically  good  sister 
was  doomed,  as  she  herself  had  divined,  to  experience  herself 
on  earth  the  bitterness  of  grief.  He — who  was  worthy  of  her 

in  every  respect,  and  with  whom  she  led  an  angel's  life — 
died  suddenly,  and  her  tender,  only  child  followed  him  soon 
afterwards.     As  tranquilly  and  mildly  as  she  had  formerly 
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Biiid  to  me — "  Let  us  be  submissive,"  slie  now  repeated  tc 
lierself  these  words — and  was  perfectly  resigned.  Kind  and 
considerate  for  others  as  formerly,  her  bright  peaceful  eye 
was  ever  attentive  to  the  wishes  and  necessities  of  others  ; 

but  they  remarked  that  something  in  ber  was  cbanged — her 
joy  was  gone — she  was  in  heaven.  Her  life  on  eartb  was 
now  only  a  slow  descent ;  not  that  of  an  extinguished  flame, 
but  of  a  descending  sun,  which,  whilst  with  bright,  although 
dying  beams,  he  lets  his  farewell  illumine  this  world,  stands 
about  to  be  reiUumined  with  new-born  strength  and  purity  in 
another. 

She  was  no  more  ! — and  alone — and  deserted  by  her — I 
feared  for  a  long  time  to  lose  myself — but  I  soon  felt  that  she 
and  her  consolations  continued  still  in  my  heart  my  guardian 
angels.  I  collected  my  powers,  and  remained  resigned  to  the 
will  of  heaven. 

From  the  Eternal  home,  where  she  lives  blessed  and  again 
united  to  her  own,  she  casts  sometimes,  perhaps,  a  glance 
upon  the  grateful  brother  whose  good  angel  she  was  on  earth. 
Oh  that  this  glance  might  never  find  me  unworthy! — that 
this  glance  might  not  look  down  without  pleasure  into  a 
purified  and  sanctified  heart.  My  life  has  not  come  up  to 
the  splendid  image  which  we  beforehand  conceived,  I  have 
become  no  Socrates  nor  Plato,  but  still  am  vnse  enough  not 

to  weep  over  it.  We  had — I  in  particular — had  had  quite 
too  much  confidence  in  the  powers  of  my  mind  and  my  un- 

derstanding. I  soon  observed  that  my  ability  to  comprehend 
on  a  great  scale,  and  to  think,  was  very  much  confined. 
Something — I  know  not  what  it  was — it  seemed  to  me  as  if 
it  were  my  own  skull — presented  to  my  thoughts,  when  they 
had  arrived  at  a  certain  point,  a  wall  which  was  to  them  as 
insurmountable  as  the  walls  of  my  room  were  to  my  feet ; 
and  my  spirit  was,  alas !  so  constituted,  that  its  flight  rather 
led  me  into  than  out  of  the  clouds.  Thus  I  was  also  here 

obliged  to  give  up  my  ambitious  hopes,  and  found  myself, 
when  I,  at  length,  had  accustomed  myself  to  fruitless  com- 

bats and  endeavours,  only  the  better  for  it. 

My  sister  had  above  all  things  turned  my  mind  to  religion  • 
and  this,  which  overcomes  all  human  passions,  poured  her 
tranquillising  balsam  also  over  the  waves  of  my  ambition  and T  2 
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worldly  vanity.  And,  in  truth,  if  vre  acknowledge  ourselves 
as  work-tools  in  tlie  hand  of  Providence,  who  has  created  us, 
how  foolish  it  is  then  to  wish  to  be  anything  different  to 
that  for  which  He  has  destined  us  ! 

When,  therefore,  I  saw  my  inability  to  raise  myself  above 
mediocrity  in  the  path  of  knowledge  and  of  science — I  ceased 
to  strive  after  it,  and  calmly  renounced  a  renown  which  was 
not  destined  for  me.  I  employed,  therefore,  all  the  greater 
pains  to  enable  that  portion  of  myself,  the  perfection  of  which 

is  impeded  by  no  wall,  by  no  "  so  far  and  no  farther,"  but 
to  which,  on  the  contrary,  infinitude  stands  open.  Everyone 
who  has  earnestly  begun  this  work  will  find  that  he  creates 
his  own  happiness. 

In  the  sphere  which  my  inward  eye  can  command,  I  en- 
deavour so  perfectly  to  comprehend  all,  so  to  profit  by  it  and 

to  employ  it,  that  it  actually  may  be  advantageous  to  others 
and  to  myself.  I  am,  according  to  my  ability,  active  in  out- 

ward life — and  never  do  I  alle\'iate  a  torment  of  the  body  or 
of  the  soul  of  a  fellow- being  without  experiencing  an  increase 
in  my  happiness.  When  the  infirmity  of  my  body  compels 
me  to  inactivity — I  am  quiet,  and  occupy  my  thoughts  more 
exclusively  with  the  beautiful  future  which  religion  has 
opened  to  us  on  the  other  side  of  the  land  of  care.  By  my 
patience  under  sufiering,  and  my,  if  not  always  merry,  yet 
always  friendly  state  of  mind,  I  endeavour  not  to  make  un- 

pleasant the  attentions  and  care  which  people  show  to  me, 
and  in  particular,  make  my  brothers  and  sisters  aware  how 
easily  a  temper,  cheerful  and  resigned  through  God,  can  bear 
outward  adversity.  They  are  kind  and  amiable,  and — I  know 
it,  and  say  it  with  tears  of  joy — there  is  no  one  amongst  them 
who  would  not  willingly  give  up  some  of  the  days  of  his  life 
to  beautify  mine.  And  yet  I  can  give  nothing  more  to  them, 
than — my  sincere  friendship — do  little  more  for  them,  than 
many  a  time  to  think  for  them — and  always  to  feel  with  them. 
J\ly  sick-room  is  now  their  confessional,  now  tlieir  council- 
room,  and  often  also  their  temple  of  joy  ; — and  when  they  are 
happy,  they  wiU  just  as  willingly  gladden  me  with  the 
view  of  their  happiness,  as  I  will  gladly  see  it,  and  take 
part  in  it. 

The  love  of  my  parents  is  again  given  to  me  since  I  no 
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longer  embitter  tbeir  days  by  impatient  murmuring  over  my 
fate.  Ah,  have  I  now,  indeed,  reason  to  complain  of  my  fate. 
The  heaven  of  my  future  stands  brightly  open  there,  and  my 
present  life  is  agreeable.  I  love  stiU  more  virtuous  and 
amiable  people,  sympathise  in  their  fate,  and  am  loved  by 
them  ia  return.  I  can  do  some  good — my  heart  has  peace — 
but  all  that  I  now  am,  all  that  I  now  say,  that  have  I  from 
thee,  my  good  sister.  Thou  awokest  me  from  the  depths  of 
despair,  didst  press  me  to  thy  loving  breast — gave  my  soul 
comfort,  my  life  courage — my  powers  a  new  object — my 

temper  gentleness !  "When  I  cried  to  heaven  to  send  me  an angel,  how  mercifully  was  I  heard !  Thou  didst  come,  my 
sister  !  Oh  delightful  comforter,  gentle  instructor  ! — although 
vanished  from  my  sight,  thou  livest  eternally  in  my  heart ; 
and  every  blessing,  which  I  have  from  thee,  I  bring  again  to 
thee  in  humble  gratitude ! 
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Stockholm,  NoTember  20th,  1828. 
Best  Am  alia  ! 

Thou  inquirest  what  I  do  in  the  great  city  of  Stock- 
holm, whilst  the  Parliament  waves  its  strife-proclaiming 

banners,  and  whilst  the  wise  and  the  unwise  heads  of  the 
capital  knock  one  against  the  other,  and  all  the  uninitiated 
expect  to  see  the  public  good  start  forth  from  the  mighty 
blow  in  a  new-created  Minerva-shape.  Thou  askest  what  I 
do  during  all  this  ? — Ah,  my  love — I  eat  suppers,  and  yawn  ! 
The  day  before  yesterday  I  was  at  a  supper  ;  yesterday,  I  was 
at  a  supper ;  to-night  also  shall  be  at  a  supper,  and  if  I  am 
still  alive  to-morrow,  I  shall,  alas !  also  to-morrow  eat  a 

supper.  "  A  supper !"  I  hear  thee  ask — "  is  there  then  any- 
thing so  horrible  in  it  ?" 

My  Amalia,  thou  happy  daughter  of  the  country,  remain 
with  thy  sewing  and  thy  flowers — let  the  pure  air  kiss  thy 
cheeks,  sing  thy  simple  songs,  close  thy  day  in  peace  and  joy, 

eat  thy  frugal  evening  meal,  go  to  bed  at  nine  o'clock,  thank 
God,  and  pray  to  Him  that  He  may  preserve  thee  from  city 
life  and  suppers ! 

But  if  thou  wilt  become  acquainted  at  a  distance  with  these 
pleasures  of  the  great  and  elegant  world,  then  accompany  me 
in  spirit  for  a  few  minutes,  and  thou  shalt  be  initiated  into 
the  mysteries  of  suppers. 
We  must  adorn  ourselves  with  flowers !  Having  been 

invited  eight  days  ago  to  take  part  at  the  festival  of  pleasure, 
we  must,  in  order  to  salute  it,  call  up  our  freshest  smiles ! 

The  clock  strikes  eight.  We  leave  the  glass  with  a  parting 
glance  to  ascend  into  the  carriage  which  is  standing  ready, 
which  rattling;  will  convey  us  through  the  streets  of  the  city 
to  where  the  beaming  blaze  of  light  beckons  to  us  from  a  long 
row  of  windows. 

Not  a  word  about  disarranged  curls,  rumpled  dresses,  aud 
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tbe  thousand  other  little  travelling  discomforts.  One  must 

forget  something.  One  gets  all  one's  array  again  into  the 
speediest  order,  and  reassumes  that  becoming  smile  which 
one  had  left  upon  the  steps. 

The  doors  of  the  saloon  are  opened,  and  we  float  in.  Is  it 
the  simoom  or  the  sirocco  which  is  wafted  towards  us  from 

the  throng  of  people  and  lights  ?  One  of  the  two  it  certainly 
is,  and  thou  feelest  already  a  universal  drowsiness  and  dis- 

abling diffuse  themselves  over  thy  intellectual  powers. 
The  gxeetings  are  over,  we  seat  ourselves.  God  be  thanked 

for  good  rest !  If  no  earthquake  happen,  we  shall  not  soon 
rise  again.  Closely  seated  together,  the  ladies  mutually  re- 

view each  other — pay  compliments,  and  say  polite  things  to 
each  other — drawing  up  their  mouths  the  while  as  if  they 
were  sucking  in  Sugarland.  The  eyes  twinkle,  the  heads  are 
in  motion,  the  feathers  sway  here  and  there,  the  silken  dresses 
rustle  ;  there  is  a  greeting,  a  questioning  and  an  answering ; 
there  is  a  murmuring  and  a  bustling,  becoming  by  degrees 
ever  fainter  and  fainter,  like  a  dying-away  storm.  The 
murmur  ceases — it  begins  again — it  dies  out — and  all  be- 

comes still. 

They  get  the  card-tables  ready,  carry  tea  about,  exhibit  en- 
gravings. People  play  and  are  silent — people  blow  and  drink 

— people  examine  and  yawn. 
It  is  hot  and  sultry.  Slowly  creeps  on  the  time.  The  heat 

of  the  rooms  increases,  curls  become  straight,  certain  noses 
become  red,  and  ears  bum,  the  eyes  fill  with  tears  ; — one  gets 
uneasy,  one  tiirns  oneself  hither  and  thither,  one  puffs  and 
plagues  oneself. 

People  try  to  begin  a  conversation.  Bubbling  ideas  might 

enliven  one's  languishing  feelings  like  fresh  springs  of  water ; 
but  ah !  ideas  have  gone  out  of  our  heads  like  the  pomatum 
out  of  the  hair,  and  we  find  ourselves  hardly  witty  and  clever 
enough  to  talk  rationally  about  the  weather.  And  if  thou  do 
exert  thyself  sufficiently  to  say  something  particular,  thou 

wilt  receive  for  thy  answer  a  polite  "Yes,"  or  "No,"  or 
"  Hum,"  or  "  Indeed  !"  which  will  as  much  as  say, "  My  good 
one,  do  not  give  yourself  any  trouble!" 

See,  there  now  approaches  thee  a  gentleman  with  a  hat  in 
his  hand,  in  order  to  make  some  diversion  in  the  entertain- 

ment.    What  does  he  say  to  thee  ?      Thou  smilest  really  so 
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gently.  "Was  it  something  civil  ?  "  No."  Something  witty  ? 
"  No."  Something  stupid  ?  "  No."  Well,  was  it  some- 

thing, then  ?  "  Yes,  but  something  which  was  absolutely 
nothing.  The  poor  fellow,  he  was  rather  sleepy,  had  lost  at 
the  card-table ;  and  was,  moreover,  under  the  influence  of 
the  supper-sirocco.  What  then,  indeed,  could  he  say  other 
than — it  is  terribly  warm  here  !" 

In  order  to  awaken  thy  own  sense,  which  is  slumberous 
agaiust  thy  will,  thou  lookest  about  in  the  numerous  com- 

pany to  find  some  amusement  in  the  remarks  which  thou 
canst  make.  In  vain  !  everything  is  so  uniform.  Good  ton 
and  refined  education  have  so  polished  and  trimmed,  have  so 
far  removed  all  marked  form,  all  originality,  that  one  is 

aware  of  no  other  difli"erence  in  these  individuals  than  the 
trifles  which  show  themselves  in  di*ess,  and  those  which  mer- 

ciful nature,  that  enemy  of  melancholy  uniformity,  always 
knows  how  to  preserve  between  nose,  mouth,  eyes,  etc. — but 
this  is  all. 

They  carry  about  ices  and  confectionery.  Some  refresh- 
ment is  perceptible  in  the  room  and  the  senses.  People 

stick  their  teaspoons  into  their  mouths,  and  enjoy,  and  are 
silent. 

In  the  side-rooms  one  perceives  the  noise  of  the  trumps 
which  are  struck  by  the  players  on  the  table.  The  company 
in  the  saloon  sets  itself  now  in  motion — people  turn  them- 

selves round — people  rise  up — they  set  down  the  little  plates 
— tliey  draw  breath. 

The  piano  is  opened.  Good.  The  magic  tones  of  music 
will  probably  put  to  flight  the  demons  of  ennui.  They  thrust 
in  a  half-timid,  half-bold  lover  of  music,  that  he  may  play. 
He  asserts  that  he  cannot,  but  still  seats  himself  at  the  in- 

strument. He  reddens,  he  turns  pale,  he  trembles,  but 
strikes  forcibly  upon  the  patient  keys,  and  accords  them  to  a 
song.  Now,  thank  God  that  it  is  ended,  and  has  not  gone 
off"  worse. 

Real  talent  after  this  makes  itself  heard,  unpretending  but 
calm  in  the  consciousness  of  its  power.  They  are  songs  from 
Fnthiof  which  are  sung.  Music,  poetry,  both  are  beautiful. 
The  voice  of  the  singer  is  certain  and  agreeable,  although  the 
heat  and  the  crowd  of  people  in  the  little  room  take  away 
from  its  tone.  The  last  accord  has  sounded — why  this  silence 
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m  the  company,  this  immovableness — is  it  delight,  rapture, 
inspiration  ?  Repressed  yawns  and  sleepy  eyes  make  answer. 
The  singer  has  sung  to  the  walls.  The  supper-sirocco  had 
disabled  all  feeling. 
Dimmer  and  dimmer  burn  the  lights,  the  heat  becomes 

more  oppressive,  the  air  more  sultry.  People  feel  that  they 
are  just  about  to  sink  into  dull  unconsciousness  ;  people 
compel  themselves  to  be  merry  ;  they  talk  about  fashions, 
dinners,  members  of  parliament,  and  so  on ;  one  tries  to 
squeeze  it  out  of  oneself;  one  overdoes  it ;  one  tells  lies  ;  one 
speaks  slander,  compelled  by  necessity,  and  in  anxiety  to  say 
something,  however — and  wishes  oneself  afar  oif. 

But  slowly  wear  away  the  hours,  the  minutes  stretch  and 
expand  themselves  in  the  same  way.  One  feels  the  need  of 
doing  so  oneself. 

Yet  once  more  one  contemplates  the  engravings,  but  takes 

them  in  one's  hand  upside  down.  One  still  talks,  but  saj^s 
yes  instead  of  no,  and  no  instead  of  yes  ;  one  suppresses 
yawns  at  the  risk  of  being  choked  ;  one  feels  oneself  weariful, 
other  people  intolerable ;  but  one  still  keeps  on  simpering 
and  smiling  kindly. 

From  eight  to  nine — from  nine  to  ten — from  ten  to  eleven 
— from  eleven  to  twelve,  have  we  sate  quietly  and  patiently 
in  this  little  hell  of  heat  and  courtesy. 

Our  strength  is  at  an  end,  midnight  has  struck,  and  now 
certainly  people  would  either  fall  into  a  fainting  fit  or  die  ; 
but  the  doors  of  the  eating-room  are  opened,  odours  of  eat- 

ables operate  like  eau-de-Cologne  upon  our  nerves — a  voice 

proclaims,  "  It  is  served" — and  people  are  saved  ! 
The  company  rise  hastily,  and  in  a  mass.  They  go  out  in 

couples,  or  one  after  the  other,  into  the  eating-hall,  where  an 
immeasurable  table,  a  new  land  of  Canaan,  offers  all  dainty 
gifts  of  plenty  and  of  luxury  to  the  fainting  wanderers  coming 
out  of  the  wilderness. 

People  troop  about  the  table ;  people  throng  together ; 
each  chooses  a  place  for  himself;  this  one  will  not  sit 
by  that ;  that  one  will  not  sit  by  this.  At  last  they  are 
seated. 

Now  goes  on  the  eating  with  the  greatest  and  most  earnest 
zeal.  People  eat  and  eat  and  eat.  People  feel  a  desperate 
desire  by  anything  of  activity  to  indemniiy  themselves  for 
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the  long  inactivity  and  tedium  to  which  they  have  been  sub- 
jected, and  tliej^  seize  upon  the  only  one  which  oifers  itself. 

One  eats  till  one  is  satisfied,  more  than  satisfied ;  but  one 
still  eats  on  with  unalterable  zeal.  At  length  the  dessert  is 
brought  in.  The  mammas,  satisfied  themselves,  cleverly 
empty  the  plates  into  their  reticules  and  pocket-handker- 

chiefs— probably  for  the  children  who  are  left  at  home — 
■whilst  the  daughters  read  with  great  interest  the  devices 
upon  the  sugar  work,  which  upon  its  summit  contains  un- 

exampled stupidity,  and  exercise  their  wit  in  guessing  cha- 
rades. 

The  meal  time,  thank  God,  has  an  end  like  everything 
else.  The  money  of  the  host  changed  into  veal-cutlets,  tarts, 
and  wine,  rests  in  our  stomachs.  With  this  burden  we  with- 

draw again  into  the  saloon,  stand  there  yet  a  while  pour 
Vhonneur,  and  talk  of  nothing;  take  leave  at  length,  and 
wearied  body  and  soul  drive  home,  that  we  may  lie  down  in 
bed  at  one  or  half-past,  with  overladen  stomachs,  with  empty 
heads  and  hearts,  which  have  preserved  from  the  lately  passed 
hours  no  other  remembrances  than  such  as  have  for  their 

consequences  on  the  following  day,  weariness  and  indispo- 
sition. 

In  the  mean  time  the  host  and  hostess  of  the  supper  go 
about  amid  extinguished  lights,  and  congratulate  one  another 
that  the  history  is  come  to  an  end,  and  comfort  themselves 
for  the  expense  of  the  supper  by  its  having  been  splendid, 
and  that  people  have  had  a  deal  of  pleasure  with  them.  De- 

ceived, short-sighted  mortals  ! — wait — soon  will  your  gi'ateful 
guests  thank  you  with  new  suppers,  and  the  bill  for  ennui, 
which  you  now  owe  them,  will  be  perfectly  balanced. 

There  hast  thou,  my  Amalia,  a  sketch  of  a  great  city 
supper,  and,  with  few  exceptions,  the  suppers  of  the  capital. 
They  are  a  mass  of  sleepy  sisters,  whose  mother,  called  Lazi- 

ness, and  whose  foster-mother.  Custom,  continue  to  conduct 
them  about  with  low  curtseys  from  house  to  house.  People 
have  called  them  a  thousand  unbearable  names,  but  people 
still  delay  to  proscribe  them,  because  Laziness  and  Custom 
are  stiff  ladies  who  have  known  how  to  gain  respect,  and 
against  whom  people  cannot  offend  unpunished. 

If  people  ridicule  their  hoop  petticoats,  they  run  the  risk 
of  being  called  foolish  and  self-willed. 
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If  thou  fancy  that  a  touch  of  Noveinber  spleen  have  thrown 
a  dark  sliadow  over  this  supper-description,  I  will  not  exactly 
say  no  to  it ;  but  in  the  principal  features  it  is  true,  and  not 
caricatured. 

It  is  incomprehensible  to  me  how  so  many  clever  people 
can  come  together  in  order  to  fatigue  themselves  so. 

If  the  genius  of  Pleasure  were  to  publish  a  proclamation 
to  its  worshippers,  with  the  invitation  to  enjoy  themselves, 
I  fancy  to  myself  that  its  contents  would  probably  be  as 
follow : 

"  Friends  of  pleasure,  of  cheerfulness  and  joy,  old  and 
young — ye  who  would  enjoy  life,  its  short  hours  of  rest,  its 
fleeting  minutes — fly,  fly  suppers  ! 

"  If  ye  would,  during  the  long  winter  evenings,  drive  away 
the  spirits  of  ennui,  then  listen  to  my  recipe : 

"  Assemble  connexions,  acquaintance,  and  friends,  but  not 
too  many.  The  supper-sirocco  arises  from  the  crush  and 
heat. 

"  Be  ye  only  a  few ;  be,  however,  cheerful !  Kindle  the 
lights  in  your  rooms,  but  still  more  the  lights  of  understand- 

ing and  of  refined  jest  in  your  heads.  Let  the  easy  fire  of 
joy  be  lighted  for  each  other.  Tet,  once  more,  be  cheerful, 
be  kind,  and,  if  you  can,  be  witty  !  Dance,  play,  sing — but 
do  it  all  so  that  it  may  give  you  pleasure  !  Let  nothing 
begin  heavily,  nothing  end  heavily  !  Entwine  with  light 
hands  the  garland  of  innocent  joy ;  and  for  that  purpose  ex- 

tend to  every  one,  unpretendingly,  his  little  flower ! 

"  Is  the  pleasure  of  conversation  dear  to  you,  let  the  fire 
of  ideas  circulate  among  you  ;  throw  one  to  another  the 
sparks  of  jest,  which  shine,  but  do  not  burn.  Let  thought 
reply  to  thought,  feeling  to  feeling,  smile  to  smile,  like  melo- 

dious echoes,  or  rather  like  those  gentle  and  charming  tones 
which  the  lightest  touch  calls  forth  from  the  attuned  harp. 

"  The  well-cared-for  mind  must  not,  owever,  forget  the 
physical — the  soul  must  not  forget  the  ody.  Give  to  this 
a  refreshment ;  but  let  this  also  be  light,  be  given  without 
formality,  be  as  it  were  a  pleasure.  If  people  sit  down  to 
table  with  serious,  important  faces,  with  knife  and  fork  and 
napkin,  to  eat — then  it  is  a  labour. 

"  '  People  eat  to  live ;  people  do  not  live  to  eat,'  says  a 
wise  man.     Would  you  give  yourselves  pleasure,  then  eat 
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and  drink  only  to  be  able  afterwards  to  laugh  the  more  cor- 

dially." 
Wheu  the  all-wise  Creator  commanded  that  day  and  night 

should  for  twelve  hours  govern  alternately  our  little  globe,  it 
certainly  was  by  this  his  intention  that  man,  his  noble  but 

■weak  child,  should  repose  in  the  lap  of  the  night,  that  he 
might  be  able  to  work  and  to  enjoy  himself  amid  the  light  of 
day.  Therefore,  let  the  end  of  the  evening  be  the  end  of 
your  day  and  your  pleasures.  Let  midnight  find  you  quiet, 
and  taking  your  rest ;  and  closing  the  day  in  peace  at  the 
right  time,  sing  with  the  noble  and  amiable  poet  Franzen — 

After  an  evening 
By  calm  joy  attended, 
And  cordially  ended, 

Sleep  we  so  calmly,  and  waken  well  pleased. 

Oh  heaven !  the  clock  strikes  eight — the  horrible  supper- 
hour  !  The  carriage  is  already  drawn  up,  my  husband  stands 
ready,  and  I  have  not  one  single  flower  in  my  hair.  Good 
night,  happy  Amalia,  thou  wilt  soon  go  to  bed,  and  I  must 
yet  arm  myself  for  a  campaign.  To-morrow,  if  I  am.  in  a 
condition,  I  will  sing — 

After  an  evening 
In  eating  expended, 
Yawningly  ended, 

Sleep  we  so  badly,  and  wake  out  of  3<st^ 
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ABBITAL. — TEA. — POETEAITS, 

Towards  tlae  end  of  February,  1829,  I  found  myself  one 
evening  at  the  custom-liouse,  waiting  for  the  compulsory 
visit  of  the  officer,  after  which  I  could  enter  the  capital  of 
Sweden.  It  was  during  a  terrible  storm,  and  I  was  sitting 
in  a  small  open  sledge,  frozen,  weary,  and  sleepy,  and  con- 

sequently, as  thy  compassionate  soul  may  think,  my  affec- 
tionate young  reader,  not  exactly  in  an  enviable  condition. 

My  poor  little  horse,  which  had  a  cold,  coughed  and 
sneezed.  The  man  who  drove  me,  crossed  his  arms  over  his 
body  to  warm  himself  The  tempest  howled,  and  the  snow 
whirled  around  us.  I  closed  my  eyes  and  waited,  as  I  have 
often  done,  and  have  always  found  to  be  best  amid  all  snow- 

storms, as  well  within  as  out  of  the  house,  which  one  is  not 
lucky  enough  to  be  able  to  escape.  At  length  I  heard  slow 
steps  advancing  over  the  crackling  snow.  The  inspector 
arrived  with  his  lantern  in  his  hand.  He  had  a  red  nose,  and 

looked  unhappy.  I  held  in  my  hand  a  bank-note,  and  wished 
to  slip  it  into  his,  in  order  therewith  to  purchase  for  myself 
rest  and  an  uninterrupted  progress.  He  withdrew  his  hand. 

"It  is  not  necessary,"  said  he,  drily,  but  courteously.  "I 
shall  not  give  you  much  trouble,"  continued  he,  as  he  began 
to  lift  out  my  travelling  bags  and  to  disarrange  my  bundles 
and  bandboxes.  I  found  myself,  not  without  vexation,  com- 

pelled to  alight.  Out  of  humour,  and  with  a  secret,  mis- 
chievous pleasure,  I  dropped  again  my  bank-note  into  my 

reticule,  and  thought,  "  WeU,  then,  he  shall  not  get  anything 
for  his  trouble." 

In  the  mean  time  my  social  driver  began  a  conversatioa 
with  him. 

"  It  is  dreadfully  bad  weather  this  evening,  dear  sir !" 
"Tes." 
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"  I  think  you  would  have  found  it  a  deal  pleasanter  to  have 
been  sitting  in  a  -n-arm  room,  and  drinking  a  drop,  instead  of 
freezing  your  fingers  with  stopping  us  here,  for  which  no- 

body thanks  you." No  answer. 

"  I  would  give  something  now  to  be  sitting  with  my  old 
folks  in  the  warm  chimney  comer,  and  eating  my  Sunday 

porridge,  that  would  taste  well,  sir." 
"  Yes,  yes  !" 
"  Are  you  married  ?" 
"  Tes."  4 

"  Have  you  children  ?" 
"Tes." 

"  And  how  many  then  ?" 
"  Four."     And  a  deep  sigh  followed  this  answer. 
"  Four  ?  Nay,  then,  you  have  mouths  enough  to  fill. 

Aha !  Now  you  think  you  have  found  out  something  contra- 
band. Cheese,  dear  sir  ;  cheese,  you  see.  Tes,  your  mouth 

may  well  water.  I'd  wager  that  you  would  rather  bite  into 
it  than  into  the  moon.  Nay,  do  you  not  see  that  that  is 
nothing  but  a  butter  tub  ?  IMust  you  of  necessity  dip  your 

fingers  into  the  brine  ?"  etc.,  etc. 
After  the  inspector  had  convinced  himself  that  only  a 

prodigious  quantity  of  cheeses,  loaves,  and  gingerbread,  made 
up  for  the  most  part  the  lading  of  the  sledge,  he  arranged  all 
again  in  the  most  exact  order,  gave  me  his  hand  to  assist  me 
into  the  sledge,  and  carefully  wrapped  the  furs  around  me. 
My  displeasure  had  in  the  mean  time  altogether  vanished. 

"  It  is,"  thought  I,  "the  duty  of  poor  inspectors  to  be  the 
plague  and  torment  of  travellers,  and  this  one  has  been  mine 

in  the  politest  way  in  the  world."  And  whilst  he  continued 
to  replace  everything  conscientiously  and  carefully,  a  variety 
of  images  arose  in  my  soul  which  mollified  me  yet  more. 

The  red  frosted  nose,  the  dejected  look,  the  stiff"  fingers,  the four  children,  the  snowy  weather,  the  dark  dismal  evening  ; 
all  these  arose  within  me  like  shadows  in  a  camera  obscura, 

and  softened  my  heart.  I  felt  again  after  the  bank-note  ;  I 
thought  about  a  loaf  and  a  cheese  as  a  supper  for  the  poor 
children  ;  but  whilst  I  felt,  whilst  I  thought,  the  inspector 

opened  the  bar,  took  off"  his  hat  politely,  and  I  drove  hastily 
through  the  barrier,  wishing  to  call  out  "  Halt !"  but  without 
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doing  so.  "With  a  heavy  heart,  and  with  an  uncomfortable feeling  as  if  I  had  lost  something  valuable  on  the  way,  1  drove 
through  the  city,  and  saw  in  the  white  whirling  snow-flakes 
before  me,  as  if  in  a  transparency,  the  frosted  red  nose,  and 
the  dejected  countenance,  upon  which  I  could  so  easily,  at 
least  for  a  moment,  have  called  up  a  glad  expression. 

How  many  opportunities  for  doing  good,  in  great  or  in 

small  degree,  are  lost  through  indecision !  "Whilst  we  are asking  ourselves.  Shall  I,  or  shall  I  not  ?  the  moment  is 
passed,  and  the  flower  of  joy  which  we  might  have  given  is 
wdthered,  and  often  can  no  more  be  revived  by  tears  of  re- 
pentance. 

Thus  thought  I  sadly  as  my  sledge  slowly  moved  through 
the  deep  snow-slush  of  the  streets,  and  often  sank  down  into 
a  kennel,  out  of  which  it  was  dragged  with  difficulty.  The 
wind  had  blown  out  the  lights  in  the  lamps,  and  the  streets 
were  scarcely  lighted  at  aU,  except  by  the  shops.  Here  I  saw 
a  gentleman  who  had  almost  lost  his  cloak,  and  whilst  he 

wrapped  it  tighter  around  him,  the  wind  blew  his  hat  off"; 
there  a  lady,  who,  holding  with  one  hand  an  umbrella,  with 
the  other  her  pelisse,  went  along  blindly  but  courageously, 
and  drove  right  upon  a  fruit-stall,  whose  sharp-nosed  pro- 

prietor bid  her  with  a  shrill  voice  to  look  better  about  her. 
Here  howled  a  dog ;  there  swore  a  fellow  who  had  driven 

his  cart  against  another ;  a  little  lad  went  whistling  gaily 
amid  the  snow-storm  and  the  hurly-burly,  which  did  not 
trouble  his  calm,  childish  mind.  Ever  and  anon  a  covered 
sledge  with  lighted  lamps  sped,  comet-like,  on  its  beaming 
path,  driving  aside  both  people  and  animals.  This  was  all 
which  I  saw  and  heard  of  the  great,  magnificent  capital  this 
evening.  In  order  to  enliven  myself,  I  began  to  think  about 
the  amiable  family  in  whose  bosom  I  should  soon  find  myself, 
on  the  glad  occasion  which  took  me  there,  with  other  cheer- 

ful, light,  and  soul-warming  things  which  I  could  bring  to- 
gether in  my  memory.  At  length  my  sledge  stopped.  My 

driver  exclaimed,  "  Now  we  are  there  !"  and  I  said  to  myself 
enraptured,  "  Now  then  I  am  here !"  and  I  soon  heard  around 
me  many  voices,  which,  in  various  but  joyful  tones,  exclaimed, 

"  Good  day !"  "  Good  day !"  "  Good  evening !"  "  Welcome ! 
welcome  !"  I,  my  loaves,  cheeses,  gingerbread,  all  were 
heartily  welcome,  and  installed  in.  an  excellent  and  warm 
room. 
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Half  an  hour  later,  I  sate  in  the  handsome  and  well-lighted 
drawing-room,   where  Colonel  H    and  his  family  were 
assembled.  It  was  tea-time  ;  and  from  the  boiling  teakettle 
ascended  a  curling  cloud  of  steam,  which  floated  above  th" 
glittering  teacups  and  the  baskets  up-heaped  with  cakes, 
rusks,  and  rye-loaves,  which  covered  the  ample  tea-table. 
Telemachus,  as  he  came  out  of  Tartarus  into  the  Elysian 
Fields,  could  not  have  felt  a  greater  contentment  than  I, 
arrived  from  my  snow-stormy  journey,  in  the  friendly  haven 
of  the  tea-table.  The  gay,  pleasant  beings  who  moved  around 
me ;  the  excellent  apartment ;  the  lights,  which  in  certain 
moments  no  little  contribute  to  making  the  soul  light ;  the 
enlivening,  warming  draught  which  I  was  enjoying ;  all  was 
excellently  animating,  inspiriting,  all  was   ah  !  wouldst 
thou  believe  it,  my  reader !  that  the  frosted  nose  there  at  the 
barrier,  in  the  midst  of  my  pleasurable  sensations  set  itself  on 
the  edge  of  my  teacup,  and  embittered  to  me  its  nectar  ? 
Yes,  yes,  but  it  did  ;  and  I  think  that  I  should  have  been  less 
shocked  to  have  seen  my  own  double !  In  order  to  regain  my 

perfect  peace,  said  I  to  myself,  "  To-morrow  I  will  atone  for 
my  inattention  ;  to-morrow  !"  and  pacifying  myself  with  my 
resolution  for  the  morrow,  I  seated  myself,  according  to  my 
custom,  silently  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  knitting  my  stock- 

ing, sipping  now  and  then  from  the  teacup,  which  stood  upon 
a  little  table  beside  me,  and  noticing  unobservedly  the  family 
picture  before  me.     Colonel  H    sate  in  a  corner  of  the 
sofa,  and  laid  Patience,  the  hlocade  de  CopenTiague,  I  fancy. 
He  was  tall  and  strong-built,  but  thin,  and  had  an  invalid 
appearance.  His  features  were  noble,  and  from  his  deeply 
sunken  eyes  beamed  forth  a  penetrating  but  quiet  glance,  for 
the  most  part  full  of  an  almost  divine  goodness,  especially 
when  it  was  riveted  upon  his  children.  He  spoke  seldom, 
never  made  speeches,  but  his  words,  uttered  slowly  and  with 
a  certain  calm  strength,  had  generally  the  effect  of  an  oracle. 
Seriousness  and  mildness  governed  his  whole  being.  He 
carried  himself  uncommonly  upright ;  and  I  have  always 
imagined  that  this  was  less  the  result  of  his  military  bearing 
than  of  his  inflexible  honesty,  his  firm  integrity,  which  were 
the  groundwork  of  his  character,  and  were  mirrored  in  his 
exterior. 

He  did  not  mingle  in  the  conversation  which,  this  evening, 
was  carried  on  with  much  animation  among  his  children ;  but 
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yet,  now  and  then,  let  fall  drily  some  witty  observation, 
which,  accompanied  by  an  expression  of  countenance  so 
archly  comic,  and  yet  at  the  same  time  so  full  of  conciliating 
goodness  towards  those  to  whom  it  referred,  that  if  such  felt 
embarrassment  they  felt  pleasure  also. 

His  wife  ("  her  Honour,"  as  I  from  old  custom  mostly  call 
her) — her  Honour  sate  in  the  other  corner  of  the  sofa,  and 
netted,  but  without  particularly  attending  to  her  work.  She 
seemed  not  to  have  been  handsome  even  in  her  younger 
years,  but  had,  especially  when  she  spoke,  something  kind, 
lively,  and  interesting  in  her  countenance,  which  it  was  a 
pleasure  to  see.  There  was  something  tender,  something 
restless  in  her  manner,  and  especially  in  her  eyes.  One  read 
there  that  she  incessantly  bore  upon  her  heart  that  long,  un- 

ending promemoria  of  thoughts  and  cares  which,  for  a  wife, 
mother,  and  housekeeper,  begin  with  husband  and  child,  go 
through  all  the  concerns,  all  the  least  branches  of  home  and 
domestic  management,  and  never  once  come  to  an  end ;  like 
the  atoms  of  dust,  which  may  be  blown  away,  but  which 
always  fall  again. 

Her  Honour's  tender  and  restless  glances  dwelt  this  even- 
ing most  frequently  upon  Emilia,  the  eldest  daughter,  with 

an  expression  both  of  pleasure  and  pain.  An  affectionate 
smile  floated  upon  her  lips,  and  tears  glittered  on  her  eye- 

lids ;  but  both  in  the  smiles  and  the  tears  beamed  the  warm 
and  heartfelt  love  of  the  mother. 

Emilia  seemed  not  to  observe  her  mother's  glances,  for  she 
served  tea  quite  calmly,  with  white  and  beautiful  hands, 
whilst  she  endeavoured  by  a  grave  dignified  mien  to  put  an 
end  to  the  tricks  of  her  brother  Carl,  who  introduced  into  the 
tea-service  all  that  disorder  which,  as  he  asserted,  existed  in 

his  sweet  sister's  own  heart.  She  was  of  middle  size,  a  com- 
pact and  well-grown  figure.  Blond,  fair,  but  without  regular 

beauty  of  feature,  her  agreeable  countenance  was  particularly 
attractive,  from  the  expression  of  purity,  kindness,  and 
integrity  which  rested  upon  it.  She  seemed  to  have  in- 

herited her  father's  quiet  character,  united,  at  the  same  time, 
to  greater  gaiety,  for  she  laughed  frequently,  spite  of  her  as- 

sumed dignity,  and  that  so  heartily,  that  she  induced  all  the 
rest  to  join  her. 

It  is  becoming  to  very  few  people  to  laugh  ;  one  sees  too 
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many  persons  who  during  this  expression  of  mirth  place  the 
handlierchief  before  the  face,  to  conceal  the  disagreeableness 
which  is  occasioned  by  the  puckered-up  eyes,  the  movements 
of  the  stretched-out  mouth,  etc.,  etc.  Emilia,  had  it  been 
necessary  for  her  to  resort  to  this  measiare  of  prudence,  would 
have  scorned  it — she  was,  even  in  the  least  thing,  too  simple 
and  upright  to  practise  a  single  coquettish  mancBuvre.  She 
had  not,  however,  in  this  case,  any  necessity,  for  her  laugh 
was  infinitely  charming,  as  well  because  it  was  so  naive  and 
so  heartfelt,  as  that  it  displayed  the  loveliest  white  teeth 
that  ever  adorned  a  sweet  and  fresh  mouth  ;  yet  of  this  she 
never  thought. 

If  I  had  been  a  young  man,  I  should  have  thought,  the 

moment  I  saw  Emilia,  "  Behold  there  my  wife  !"  (jST.B. — If 
she  will.) 

But  yet  Emilia  was  not  in  all  respects  as  she  seemed,  or 
rather,  she  had  a  good  deal  of  that  inconsequence  which  may 
be  interwoven  and  united  even  with  the  noblest  human 

natures,  even  as  there  are  knots  in  the  finest  and  best-spun 
webs. 

Besides  all  this,  Emilia  was  no  longer  in  her  first  youth  ; 
and  thou,  my  young  reader  of  sixteen,  wilt  perhaps  consider 

her  very,  very  old.  "  How  old  was  she,  then  ?"  askest  thou, 
perhaps.  She  had  just  passed  her  six-and-twentieth  year. 
"  Uh  !  that  is  horrible  !  she  was  indeed  an  old,  old  person !" 
Not  so  horrible — not  so  old,  my  rosebud.     She  was  merely  a 
rose  in  its  full  bloom,  and  so  thought  also  Mr.   ;  but  of 
this  hereafter. 

I  pity  the  painter  to  whom  the  difficult  task  should  be 

given  of  painting  Julie's  portrait,  for  she  is  the  perpetuum 
mobile  in  more  than  one  sense.  Now  she  plays  tricks  on  her 
brother,  wlio  never  leaves  a  debt  of  this  kind  unpaid  ;  now 
employs  herself  in  another  way  with  her  sisters.  Sometimes 
she  snuffs  the  candles,  and  snuffs  them  out,  in  order  to  have 
the  pleasure  of  relighting  them  ;  she  arranges  or  disarranges 

tlie  ribbons  of  her  mother's  negligee,  and  often  stealing  be- 
hind the  Colonel,  lays  her  arm  around  his  neck,  and  kisses 

his  forehead;  his  exclamation,  "  Let  me  alone,  girl,"  by  no 
means  preventing  lier  soon  coming  again. 

A  charming  little  head,  around  which  rich  plaits  of  fair 
hair  formed  a  crown,  blue  lively  eyes,  dark  eyelashes  and 
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eyebrows,  a  well-shaped  nose  with  a  little  high-bred  curs^e,  a 
somewhat  large  but  handsome  mouth,  a  small  delicate  figure, 
small  hands,  small  feet,  more  willing  to  dance  than  to  walk — 
see  there  Julie,  eighteen  years  of  age. 

Brother  Carl — ah,  I  beg  pardon — Cornet  Carl,  was  three 
ells  high,  well  grown,  easy  in  his  movements — thanks  to 
natiu-e,  gymnastics,  and  Julie.  He  had  many  peculiar 
ideas,  as  steadfast  as  the  hills,  three  of  his  favourite  ideas 
being :  Firstly,  that  the  Swedish  people  are  the  first  and 
most  superior  people  in  Europe.  Against  this,  none  of  his 
family  contend.  Secondly,  that  he  never  shall  fall  in  love, 
because  he  is  twenty  years  of  age  without  ever  having  felt  his 
heart  beat,  whilst  many  of  his  more  fortunate  companions 

have  gone  crazy  out  of  pure  love.  "  It  will  come  in  time," 
said  the  Colonel.  Julie  said  he  would  presently  be  over 
head  and  ears  in  love.  Emilia  sighed,  and  prayed  that  God 
might  defend  him.  Thirdly,  the  Cornet  fancied  that  he  was 
ugly  enough  even  to  frighten  a  horse.  Jtdie  said  that  this 
peculiarity  was  very  fortunate  for  him  in  case  of  an  attack  of 

the  enemy's  cavalry  ;  but  she,  as  well  as  her  sisters  and  many 
others,  regarded  the  open,  honest,  manly  expression  of  her 

brother's  countenance  as  a  full  compensation  for  any  lack  of 
beauty  in  feature.  She  often  repeated  to  him  with  a  secret 
little  joy  how  horribly  ugly  and  unbearable  she  considered 
Mr.  P.,  with  the  handsome  Apollo-head  without  expression 
and  life.  Cornet  Carl  loved  his  sisters  tenderly,  and  ren- 

dered them  aU  the  service  which  lay  in  his  power,  more 
especially  that  of  trying  their  patience. 

Near  to  her  father  sate  the  youngest  of  the  daughters, 
Helena,  now  seventeen.  At  the  first  glance  one  cast  upon 
her,  one  was  ready  to  pity  her ;  at  the  next,  to  wish  her 
happiness.  She  was  plain  and  humpbacked,  but  intellect 
and  cheerfulness  beamed  from  her  uncommonly  bright  eyes. 
She  seemed  to  possess  that  steadfastness  and  repose  of  cha- 

racter, that  clearness  of  mind,  that  stability  and  cheerfulness, 
which  give  a  more  sure  guarantee  for  the  repose  and  happi- 

ness of  life  than  all  those  showy  outward  attractions  which 
are  worshipped  and  loved  by  the  world.  She  was  working 
zealously  at  a  dress  of  white  silk,  and  now  looked  up  from  her 
work  to  nod  kindly  and  significantly  at  Emilia,  or  to  raise  to 
her  father  a  glance  of  reverential,  almost  adoring  tenderness. 

u2 
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One  might  almost  fancy  that  the  Colonel,  of  all  his  children, 
loved  most  this  one  whom  nature  seemed  so  hardly  to  have 
used,  for  often  when  Helena  would  lay  her  head  upon  her 

father's  shoulder,  and  raise  to  him  her  affectionate  glance,  he 
would  bend  down  to  her,  and  kiss  her  forehead  with  an  ex- 

pression of  tenderness  which  cannot  be  described.  On  the 
other  side  of  the  Colonel  sate  a  young  lady,  the  daughter  of 
a  relative.  She  might  have  been  taken  for  an  antique  statue ; 
so  beautiful,  so  marble-white,  so  immovable  was  she.  More 
beautiful  dark  eyes  than  hers  were  never  seen ;  but  ah  !  she 
certainly  was  to  be  pitied.  Those  beautiful  eyes  never  more 
could  behold  the  light  of  day.  She  had  been  blind  from 
cataract  for  four  years.  That  which  ruled  in  her  soul, 
whether  storm  or  shine,  it  was  difficult  to  see  ;  its  mirror  was 

darkened,  and  something  proud,  cold,  and  almost  half-dead, 
lay  in  her  exterior,  and  repelled  all  questioning  glances.  It 
seemed  to  me  as  if  in  the  hour  when  fate  announced  to  her 

"  Thou  shalt  no  more  see  light,"  she  had  said  with  a  feeling 
of  proud  despair,  with  a  solemn  oath,  "  No  one  shall  see  my 
suffering !" 

Still  one  other  little  group  must  come  forth  in  my  picture  ; 
namely,  that  which  in  the  background  of  the  room  consisted 

of  Magister*  JS^up,  distinguished  for  his  good-nature,  learn- 
ing, silence,  shortsightedness,  his  tumed-up  nose,  and  his 

absence  of  mind ;  together  with  his  pupils,  the  little  Axel 
and  the  little  Claes,  the  youngest  sons  of  the  Colonel,  re- 

markable for  their  especial  good  condition  and  plumpness, 

for  which  reason  they  had  in  the  family  the  surname  of  "  the 
Dumplings." The  Magister,  spite  of  his  wig  having  taken  fire  three 

times,  hung  now  w'ith  his  nose  over  his  book  in  the  nearest 
possible  proximity  to  the  light.  The  Dumplings  ate  rusks 
and  played  at  the  famished  fox,  and  waited  for  the  fourth  illu- 

mination of  the  Magister's  head,  the  approach  of  which  they 
announced  to  each  other  every  now  and  then  by  friendly 

elbow  jogs,  and  "  See  now  !  Wait  now  !  Now  it  comes  !" 
Now,  I  should  like  inexpressibly  to  know  Avhether  any  of 

my  amiable  young  readers,  either  out  of  a  great  politeness 
or  a  little  curiosity,  would  a\  ish  to  have  any  nearer  descrip- 

•  Master  of  Arts, 
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tioTi  of  the  person  wlio  sits  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  stock 
still,  knitting  her  stocking,  sipping  now  and  then  from  her 
cup  of  tea,  and  making  her  remarks  on  the  company. 

In  order  that  I  may  not  leave  any  wish  of  my  readers  un- 
fulfilled, I  will  also  give  a  sketch  of  her.  She  belongs  to 

that  class  of  persons  of  whose  existence  a  simple  member  of 

the  sisterhood  has  thus  expressed  herself:  "  Sometimes  it  is 
as  if  one  were  everywhere,  sometimes  again  it  is  as  if  one 

were  nowhere."  This  strange  existence  belongs  in  general 
to  persons  who,  without  belonging  to  families,  are  received 
into  them  for  sociality,  for  help,  for  counsel  and  action,  in 
pleasure  and  in  need.  I  will,  in  a  few  words,  give  a  descrip- 

tion of  such  a  person  in  general ;  and  in  order  that  she  may 
not  remain  insignificant  in  our  titled  social  circle,  I  will 

bestow  on  her  the  title  of  "  House  Counsellor."  Her  sphere 
of  action  is  extensive,  and  is  of  the  following  nature.  She 
may  have  her  thoughts,  her  hand,  her  nose,  in  everything, 
and  foremost  in  everything — but  it  must  not  be  observed. 
Is  the  gentleman  of  the  house  in  a  bad  humour  ?  Then  is 
she  pushed  forward  either  in  the  capacity  of  a  lightning- 
conductor  or  else  a  pair  of  bellows,  whose  property  it  is  to 
blow  away  the  tempest.  Has  the  lady  the  vapours  ?  Then 
her  presence  is  as  necessary  as  the  bottle  of  eau-de-Cologne. 
Have  the  daughters  vexation  ?  Then  she  is  there  to  share 
it.  Have  they  little  wishes,  plans,  projects  ?  Then  she  is 
the  speaking-trumpet  through  which  they  speak  to  deaf  ears. 
If  the  cliildren  cry,  then  they  send  for  her  to  pacify  them. 

"Will  they  not  sleep  ?  She  must  tell  them  stories.  Is  any- body ill  ?  She  watches.  She  executes  commissions  for  the 
whole  family,  and  good  counsel  must  she  have  on  all  occa- 

sions, ready  for  everybody.  Does  grand  company  come  ? 
Is  the  house  put  in  gala-array  ?  Then  —  she  vanislies ; 
people  know  not  where  she  is,  no  more  than  they  know 
where  the  smoke  which  ascended  up  the  chimney  is  gone ; 
but  the  works  of  her  invisible  presence  cease  not  to  betray 
lier.  One  sees  not  upon  the  festal  board  the  pan  in  which 
the  cream  was  boiled  ;  this  must  stand  quietly  upon  the 
kitchen  hearth  ;  and  in  like  manner  is  it  the  lot  of  the 
House  Counsellor  to  prepare  the  useful  and  the  agreeable, 
but  to  renounce  the  honour.  If  she  can  do  this  with  stoical 

patience  and  resignation,  then  her  existence  is  often  as  inte 
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resting  for  herself  as  it  is  important  in  the  family  circle.  It 
is  true  that  slie  must  be  humble  and  quiet,  go  softly  through 
doors,  must  move  with  less  noise  thau  a  Hy,  and  above  all 

things,  she  must  not,  like  the  fly,  settle  upon  people's  noses ; 
and  she  must  yawn  as  seldom  as  her  human  nature  will  allow. 
But,  on  the  contrary,  she  may  use  eyes  and  ears  in  freedom, 
although  with  prudence,  and  she  has  excellent  opportunities 
to  derive  benefit  therefrom.  Contrary  to  what  is  required 
in  the  physical  world,  there  is  in  the  moral  world  no  place 
so  useful  for  an  observatory  as  the  lowly  one  unobserved  by 
all  eyes  ;  and  consequently,  the  House  Counsellor  possesses 
the  most  advantageous  position  for  directing  around  the 
family  hemisphere  her  searching  telescope.  Every  move- 

ment, every  spot  upon  the  heart's  planet,  becomes  \-isible  by 
degrees  to  her ;  she  follows  the  smallest  wandering  comet 
upon  its  path ;  she  sees  the  eclipses  come  and  go  ;  and 
whilst  she  observes  the  phenomena,  the  growing  feelings 
and  thoughts  in  the  human  soul,  more  countless  than  tlie 
stars  of  heaven,  she  leams  day  after  day  to  comprehend  and 

interpret  one  point  after  another  of  the  Creator's  great  and 
admirable  hieroglyphics.  It  is  evident,  therefore,  that  she 
by  degrees  must  acquire  a  good  deal  of  that  precious,  ever- 
appUeable  gold,  which  is  called  knowledge  of  mankind  ;  and 
the  hope  smiles  upon  her,  that  she  shall  in  the  future,  when 
spectacles  adorn  her  nose  and  silver  hair  her  aged  brow,  as 
an  oracle  speak  to  listening  youth  of  that  which  she  knows, 
and  which  they  now  do  not  anticipate. 

So  much  for  the  personality  of  the  House  Counsellor  in 
general.  A  few  words  now  on  that  one  who,  in  the  family 
of  Colonel  H   ,  must  fill  this  character  to  a  certain  ex- 

tent. To  a  certain  extent  I  say,  because,  thank  God,  she  is 
regarded  there  more  as  a  friend,  and  therefore  does  hold 
merely  not  the  post  of  the  prompter,  nor  yet  merely  stand 
behind  the  scenes  ;  but  steps  often  forth  upon  the  stage,  and 
says  her  word  just  as  freely  and  unreservedly  as  any  of  the 
other  actors. 

The  first  word  which  her  childish  lips  stammered  forth 

after  her  twelvemonth's  sojourn  upon  this  lower  earth,  was 
"  Moon."  Eight  years  after  this,  she  wrote  her  verses  "  To 
the  Moon ;"  and  the  morning  of  a  life  which  since  tlicn 
developed  itself  so  drily  and  prosaically  v^s  a  lovely  poetical 
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moonlight  dream.  Many  a  sonnet,  many  an  ode,  was  con- 
secrated by  her  pen  to  aU  the  most  attractive  objects  of 

nature,  whilst  the  rich  youthful  days  in  which  the  heart  beat 
so  high,  in  which  the  feelings  swelled  like  a  spring  flood,  and 
in  which  tbe  abundant  well  of  tears  flowed  from  so  sweet  a 

pain — but  in  all  which  she  sung,  wrote,  or  dreamed,  there 
was  always  something  of  moonshine. 

The  parents  shook  their  wise  heads.  "  Girl,  if  thou 
writest  verses,  thou  wilt  never  learn  to  make  soup  ;  thou 
wilt  let  the  sauce  burn.  Thou  must  think  betimes  that  thou 

must  learn  to  maintain  thyself ;  must  be  able  to  spin  thy 
thread  and  bake  thy  bread.  One  cannot  satisfy  oneself  with 

moonshine."  But  the  girl  wrote  her  verses,  and  boiled  the 
soup,  and  did  not  burn  the  sauce ;  turned  round  her  spin- 

ning-wheel, baked  her  bread  ;  but  forgot  not  her  childhood's 
friend,  the  gentle  moon.  Afterwards,  when  its  friendly  light 
shone  upon  the  grave  of  her  parents,  she  wrote  no  verses  in 
their  honour,  but  looked  up  with  a  beseeching  glance  to  the 
mild  heavenly  countenance,  as  to  a  comforter,  whose  light 
should  enliven  and  guide  the  fatherless  and  motherless  upon 
her  solitary  way.  But  ah !  the  fatherless  and  the  mother- 

less might  have  nearly  famished  in  the  beloved  moonlight, 
had  not  another  light,  and  other  beams,  brought  to  her  sal- 

vation. This  came  from  the  hearth  of  a  count's  kitchen. 
She  succeeded  in  the  preparation  of  a  wine-jelly,  and  this 
made  her  fortune. 

People  had  discovered  in  her  the  talent  of  making  excel- 
lent wine-jelly ;  people  became  by  degrees  aware  that  she 

also  possessed  some  other  similar  invaluable  gifts.  One 
young  lady  with  chapped  lips  found  herself  greatly  benefited 
by  her  lip-salve  ;  one  old  gentleman  found  in  her,  to  his 
great  comfort,  a  never-wearied  listener  to  the  histories  of  his 
forty-nine  ailments.  The  tender  mother  of  four  little  won- 

derfully gifted  children  heard  with  deep  emotien  from  their 
rosy  lips  of  her  uncommon  ability  in  rhyming  together  father 
and  rather,  pleasure  and  treasure,  little  and  brittle,  birth- 

day and  mirth-day,  etc.,  etc.  A  sleepy  honourable  lady  was 
all  at  once  wide  awake  w"hen  this  same  gifted  person  pro- 

phesied by  the  cards  that  she  would  very  soon  receive  a  pre- 
sent; nine  persons  celebrated  within  a  short  time  her  excel- 

.£iit  advice  for  toothache,  pain  in  the  chest,  and  for  colds  in 
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the  head  ;  and  at  a  bridal  and  a  funeral,  people  discovered  in 

her  a  wonderful  faculty  for  arranging  all,  from  "  her  grace's" 
head-dress  down  to  the  dish  of  confectionery ;  from  the 
myrtle  wreath  in  the  locks  of  the  bride  down  to  the  bread 
and  butter  ;  and  at  the  solemn  festival,  the  decking  of  the 

last  resting-place  of  the  dead  bride,  as  well  as  the  entertain- 
ment of  those  who,  even  on  mournful  occasions,  never  forget 

that  people  must  eat  to  live. 

By  the  industrious  use  of  these  talents,  and  by  the  bring- 
ing forth  of  others  of  a  similar  kind,  she  rose  by  degrees,  step 

by  step,  to  the  rank  of  a  House  Counsellor.  The  writing  of 
verses  she  had  almost  entirely  forgotten,  excepting  that  now 
and  then  some  meagre  lines  were  forced  out  from  duty. 

Upon  the  moon  she  looks  but  seldom,  unless  to  observe 
when  the  moon  is  new  or  in  the  wane  ;  and  yet  its  beams  are 

perhaps  the  only  friends  which  will  visit  her  lonely  grave. 
But  here  is  not  now  the  question  about  writing  elegies.  Will 
anybody  now  know  anything  more  about  the  prosaic  friend 
of  the  moon  ?  Her  age  ?  That  is  somewhere  between  twenty 

and  forty  years.  Her  appearance  ?  As  most  people's  is ; 
although,  perhaps,  most  people  might  be  quite  offended  if 
they  were  thought  to  have  any  resemblance  to  her.  Her 
name  ?     Ah !  your  most  obedient  servant, 

Cheistixa  Beata  Hvaedagslao. 

JULIE  S  LETTER. — HELENA. — THE  BLIXD. — EMILIA — THE 
BKIDEGEOOMS. 

I  HATE  already  said  that  it  was  a  happy  occasion  which 
was  the  cause  of  my  journey  to  the  capital ;  and  I  should 
therefore  give  the  best  account  of  it  if  I  laid  before  the  eyea 
of  my  young  readers  the  letter  which  I  a  short  time  before 

received,  in  my  solitude  in  tlie  country,  from  Julie  H   . 

Mt  DEAE  Be  ATA, 

Lay  aside  thy  eternal  knitting  when  thou  seest  these 

lines  ;  snuff'  thy  long-wicked  candle.     (It  is,  is  it  not,  in  the 
evening  that  the  post  comes  to  E   ?)     Bolt  thy  door,  so 
that,  without  any  fear  of  being  disturbed,  thou  canst  sit  in 

peace  and  comfort  on  thy  so£a,  and  with  the  befitting  atten- 
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tion  read  the  great,  remarkable  news  I  liave  to  annoimee  to 
thee.  I  can  see  at  this  distance  how  horribly  curious  thou 

art — how  thy  eyes  open — and  now  I  will  tell  thee — a  tale  ! 
There  was  once  upon  a  time  a  man — who  was  neither  king 

nor  prince,  but  who  yet  deserved  to  be  both.  He  had  a 
daughter ;  and  although  fate  had  not  permitted  her  to  be 
born  a  princess,  yet  there  assembled  themselves  half  a  score 

of  gracious  fairies  around  the  little  one's  cradle,  merely  out 
of  pure  esteem  and  kindness  to  her  father.  They  gave  to  her 
beauty,  understanding,  grace,  talents,  a  noble  heart,  good 
temper,  patience,  in  one  word,  all  which  can  be  given  to 
make  a  woman  charming  ;  and  in  order  to  complete  the  mea- 

sure of  good  gifts,  the  fairy  Prudence  stepped  forth,  last  of 

all,  speaking  thus,  in  carefully  selected  words  :  "  For  the  sake 
of  her  temporal  and  eternal  welfare,  she  shall  be  in  the  highest 
degree  prudent  and  circumspect,  nay,  even  diflBciilt,  iu  the 

choice  of  a  husband !"  "  Well  said  ;  wisely  said  !"  exclaimed 
all  the  lady-fairies,  amid  deep  sighs. 

The  richly-gifted  one  grew  up,  was  as  amiable  as  any  one 
might  reasonably  expect,  and  lovers  soon  knocked  early  and 
late,  with  sighs  and  prayers,  upon  the  door  of  her  heart. 
But  ah  !  for  the  most  of  them  it  remained  immovably  bolted  ; 
and  if  it  were,  only  for  a  moment,  opened  a  very  little  to  any 
one,  it  was  closed  again  in  the  next  minute,  and  fastened 

with 'double  bolts.  Fortunately,  the  time  of  the  Princess 
Turandot  was  long  passed ;  and  in  Sweden,  where  the  lovely 
Elimia  dwelt,  the  air  must  have  been  of  a  much  cooler  kind 
than  that  of  the  land  where  Prince  Calaf  sighed — for  one 
never  heard  of  the  rejected  lovers  putting  an  end  to  their 
lives ;  one  saw  them  scarcely  lose  their  appetite ;  yes,  one 
even  hears  of  some  who  (would  any  one  believe  it  ?)  choose 
a  beloved  with  as  much  indifference  as  one  chooses  a  stocking. 

The  first  who  announced  himself  as  aspirant  to  the  heart 
of  the  beautiful  Elimia  was  foimd  by  her  to  be  too  senti- 

mental, because  he  was  horrified  at  the  crime  of  killing  a 
gnat,  and  sighed  over  the  innocent  chickens  which  figured  as 
roast  upon  the  dinner-table,  and  which,  besides,  were  the 
favourite  dish  of  his  beloved.  United  to  him,  she  feared  the 

danger  of  being  starved  to  death  on  pure  blanc-mange  and 
vegetables.  The  second  did  not  avoid  treading  upon  emmets, 
loved  fishing  and  hunting,  and  looked  as  if  he  were  cruel  and 
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hard-hearted  ;  rather,  much  rather,  would  she  marry  a  hara 
than  a  hunter  !  A  hare  came,  shy  in  look,  trembling  in  hig 
knees,  stammering  forth  his  sighs,  his  wishes,  and  his  doubts. 

"  Poor  little  thing,"  was  the  answer,  "  go  and  hide  thyself, 
thou  wilt  otherwise  be  the  prey  of  the  first  wild  beast  which 

meets  thee  in  his  path  !"  The  hare  hopped  away.  The  lion- 
man  stepped  forth"  with  proud  lover-words.  Xow  the  beauty 
was  in  great  fear  of  being  eaten  up,  aiid  she  hid  herself  till 
the  mighty  one  was  gone  past.  This  was  the  fourth.  The 
fifth,  merry  and  gay,  was  considered  to  be  trifling ;  the  sixth 
was  believed  to  have  an  inclination  for  gambling  ;  the  seventh, 
in  consequence  of  two  or  three  pimples  on  his  nose,  to  be  in- 

clined to  strong  liquors  ;  the  eighth  looked  as  if  he  could  be 
ill-tempered :  the  ninth  seemed  to  be  an  egotist ;  the  tenth 

said  in  every  sentence,  "  The  devil  fetch  me  !" — it  would  not be  well  to  venture  forth  into  life  with  him.  The  eleventh 

^ooked  too  much  upon  his  hands  and  feet,  and  was,  therefore, 
a  fool.  The  twelfth  came.  He  was  good,  noble,  manly, 
handsome ;  he  seemed  to  love  honestly ;  he  talked  well ; 
people  were  in  great  perplexity  what  faults  they  should  find 
in  him.  He  seemed  to  love  truly,  but  perhaps  only  seemed  ; 
or  if  he  loved,  perhaps  it  was  rather  the  attractive,  perishable 
body  than  the  immortal  soul. — God  help  us,  what  heavy  sin  ! 
If  it  continued  thus  then   but  the  lover  swore  that  it  was 
the  soul,  precisely  the  soul  itself  which  he  adored,  and  in 
that  fortunate  moment  he  so  powerfully  assailed  the  already 
yielding  heart,  that  in  the  end  her  trembling  lips  moved 
themselves  in  such  a  way  that  he  saw  they  must  open  the 
door  through  which  the  capitulating  tes  must  proceed.  He 
took  this  all  for  settled,  regarded  the  word  as  said,  fell  upon 
his  knees,  kissed  her  hand  and  mouth,  and  lovely  Elimia, 
ready  to  fall  down  with  astonishment  and  confusion,  found 
herself,  she  did  not  know  how,  betrothed. 

The  marriage  was  fixed  by  her  father  and  her  bridegroom 

for  a  short  time  afterwards."  Elimia  did  not  say  yes  to  that, 
but  neither  did  she  say  no ;  and  her  bridegroom  thought 

"  silence  gives  consent."  As  the  time  went  on,  the  lovely 
Elimia  counted.  "  Now  there  are  only  fourteen,  now  only 
twelve ;  Gracious  Heaven  !  now  only  ten  ;  and  Lord  liave 

mercy  !  now  only  eiglit  days  remaining  !"  A  great  anguish and  horror  overcame  her  soul.     Spectral  and  ghostly  shapes, 
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nuinerous  as  the  locusts  which  overwhelmed  Egypt,  took  po9« 
session  of  her  hithei-to  so  bright  and  calm  spirit,  and  called 
forth  there  uneasiness  and  darkness.  Now  she  wished  to 

delay,  not  to  say  break  off,  her  engagement  with  the  noble 
Almanzor ;  who  certainly,  said  she,  had  many  more  faults 
than  people  believed ;  and  one  uncommonly  great  one,  that 
of  being  so  well  able  to  hide  them.  Perfection  is  not  the  lot 
of  human  nature  ;  and  they  who  seem  to  be  most  free  from 
faults,  are  perhaps,  in  fact,  the  least  so.  Besides  which,  she 
fancied  that  their  characters  did  not  at  all  harmonise  ;  further, 

he  w^as  too  young,  she  too  old ;  and  so  on ;  and  the  sum  and 
end  of  all  was,  that  she  should  be  unhappy  for  the  whole  of 
her  life. 

A  very  good  friend  of  Elimia  had  the  greatest  desire  in  the 
world  to  break  the  neck  of  the  fairy  Prudeutia,  whose  un- 

lucky gifts  caused  Elimia  to  thrust  from  her  the  happiness 
which  awaited  her  in  her  union  with  a  husband  who  seemed 

altogether  made  for  her,  and  devoted  to  her  in  the  tenderest 
manner. 

Now  I  see  how  impatient  thou  art,  Beata,  and  askest  what 
is  the  sum  and  substance  of  all  this,  and  what  purpose  it 
serves  ?  All  this,  my  good  friend,  will  serve,  first  and  fore- 

most, as  a  little  whet  to  the  appetite  before  dinner,  because 
I  have  to  show  thee  what  wonderful  magic  power  is  suddenly 
bestowed  upon  the  little  Jidie  ;  for  with  a  few  strokes  of  my 
pen  I  change  all  my  above-mentioned  personages ;  make 
07ice  into  now,  and  the  tale  into  truth. 

Almanzor   then   becomes  the   young,    amiable   Algernon 
S   ;  and  his  bride,  lovely  Elimia,  my  sister  Emilia  H   , 
who  so  bitterly  repents  of  the  "yes"  wdiich  she  has  given. 
The  fairy  Prudentia  again  must  undergo  a  great  change ;  and 
is  nothing  else  but  the  fickleness  and  irresolution  which  have 

so  strong  a  power  over  Emilia's  heart  that  she  now  questions 
whether  she  is  determined  to  enter  the  holy  condition  of 
matrimony.  If  one  do  not  now  from  all  sides  push  her  on- 

ward, she  will  go,  like  the  crabs,  backwards.  Now  this 
Emilia,  whom  I  so  inwardly  love,  and  who  often  makes  me  so 
impatient,  sits  in  the  corner  of  the  sofa  opposite  to  me  pale 
and  restless,  thinking  upon  her  wedding-day — and  having 
the  vapours  !  Must  one  laugh  about  it  or  cry  ?  I  do  both, 
and  make  Emilia  do  the  same. 



300  THE  H    FAMILY. 

The  only  thing  one  cau  now  do,  to  prevent  poor  Emilia 
from  pondering  and  beating  her  brains,  troubling  and  distress- 

ing herself  for  nothing,  is  to  allow  ever^-thing  to  go  topsy- 
turvy, with  bustle  and  stir  around  her,  till  her  wedding-day 

— and  so  turn  her  head,  if  possible.  I  know  that  papa  would 
never  allow  any  of  us  to  break  a  given  promise.  Emilia 
knows  this  to ;  and  I  fancy  that  it  is  precisely  this  which 
makes  her  so  dejected.  And  yet  she  loves  Algernon  ;  yes, 
adores  him  at  times  ;  but  she  woidd,  for  all  that,  if  she  dared, 

give  him  now  a  refusal.  Tell  me  how  can  one  explain  this — 
how  does  it  hang  together  ?  Still,  however,  when  her  fate 
is  once  inevitably  determined,  I  know  that  all  will  be  well ; 
and  the  drollery  of  the  afiair  is,  that  Emilia  thinks  so  too.  In 
the  mean  time,  everything  must  be  prepared  this  next  week. 
On  Sunday,  that  is  to-morrow  week,  is  the  horrible  wedding- 
day.  Emilia  will  be  married  at  home,  and  only  a  few  acquain- 

tance will  be  invited.  Emilia  wishes  it  to  be  so,  and  people 
gratify  her  now  in  everything  which  she  desires,  if  it  be  only 
reasonable.  She  says  people  do  so  with  all  poor  victims. 
Comical  idea!  Thou  seest,  dear  Beata,  how  necessary  thy 
presence  here  is  for  us  all.  In  truth,  we  need  in  every  re- 

spect thy  counsel  and  thy  aid.  Pack  up,  therefore,  thy  things 
immediately,  and  journey  here  as  quickly  as  thou  canst. 

On  ̂ Monday  Algernon  comes  to  Stockholm,  and  with  him 
my  bridegroom  also.  I  have  not  been  so  hard  to  please,  so 
anxious  as  Emilia,  and  yet  have  not  chosen  badly.  My  Arvid 
is  an  Adonis,  and  has  a  heart  whicli  is  worth  gold.  Papa 
thinks  much  of  him,  and  that  is  the  most  important  thing. 
My  good,  my  revered,  my  beloved  papa !  I  had  so  firmly 
resolved  never  to  leave  him  and  mamma — I  cannot  imagine 
how  I  ever  determined  to  be  a  bride ;  but  my  Arvid  was 
irresistible.  Papa,  however,  has  Helena,  who  never  will 
marry,  and  Helena  is  worth  three  such  .Tulies  as  I  am.  Papa 
was  at  first  much  against  my  marriage,  and  had  so  many  ob- 

jections that  it  was  nearly  given  up  altogether ;  but  I  threw 

myself  upon  my  knees  and  wept,  and  Arvid's  father  (the 
friend  of  papa's  youth)  made  such  beautiful  speeches,  and 
Arvid  himself  looked  so  cast  down,  that  papa  in  the  end  was 

softened,  and  said,  "  Nay,  they  may  then  have  one  another !" And  Arvid  and  I  exulted  like  two  larks.  Thou  wilt  see  him ; 

he  has  a  dark  moustache  and  inijjerial,  large  blue  eyes,  the 
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loveliest — but  thou  wilt  see — tliou  wilt  see!  He  has  the 
most  beautiful  son  de  voix  in  the  world,  and  Emilia  may  say 
what  she  will,  but  it  is  actually  charming  when  he  says, 
"  The  thousand  fetch  me  !" 

It  sounds  strange,  perhaps,  thou  thinkest — but  thou  shalt 
see,  thou  shalt  hear !  Come,  come,  and  embrace,  at  the 
latest  on  the  evening  after  to-morrow. 

Thy  friend, 
Julie  H. 

P.S. — Bring  with  thee,  I  pray,  some  of  the  beautiful  loaves 
which  thou  knowest  that  papa  and  mamma  think  so  much 
of;  some  cheese  for  Carl  and  Helena,  and  a  little  ginger- 

bread for  me.  Thou  hast  always  a  store  of  such.  Emilia, 
poor  Emilia,  poor  Emilia  !  methinks,  will  have  quite  enough 
to  swallow  down  her  vapours.  Thou  canst  not  conceive  how 
afraid  I  am  that  she  may,  out  of  pure  anxiety  and  grief,  be 
quite  yellow  or  ugly  when  Algernon  comes,  Emilia,  I  fancy, 
almost  wishes  it  in  order  to  put  his  love  to  her  immortal 
soul  to  the  test.  I  fancy,  actually,  that  she  would  require 
him  to  love  her  just  the  same  if  she  were  changed  into  a 
mole  !  I  am  really  troubled.  Emilia  is  so  changeable  in  her 
appearance,  and  is  quite  another  person  when  she  is  anxious 
and  uneasy  than  when  she  is  calm  and  cheerful. 

Once  more  farewell. 

P.S. —  Dost  thou  know  who  is  to  marry  Emilia? — Pro- 
fessor L.,  who  looks  so  horribly  grave,  has  a  twisted  foot,  a 

red  eye,  and  two  warts  upon  his  nose !  He  has  lately 
received  a  living.  Papa  has  great  esteem  and  friendship  for 
him.  As  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I  should  have  no  great 
pleasure  in  being  married  by  a  weak-eyed  priest.  But  I  am 
not  to  be  married  for  a  couple  of  years,  or,  perhaps,  in  the 
autumn,  therefore  it  is  not  worth  while  thinking  about 
it  now. 

I  had  nearly  forgotten  the  innumerable  greetings  of  the 
■whole  family  to  thee.  ^^___ 

I  immediately  accepted  Julie's  invitation,  and  arrived,  as 
has  already  been  seen,  one  evening  at  the  end  of  Eebruary^ 
at  Colonel  H.'s. 
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There  remain  yet  a  few  words  to  be  said  on  the  occur* 
rences  of  this  evening,  and  I  knit  again  to  these  the  thi-ead 
of  my  narrative.  The  blind  girl,  who  liad  sate  for  a  time 
silent  and  still,  said  at  length  with  a  kind  of  vehemence  : 

"  I  would  sing."  Helena  rose  up  quickly,  led  her  to  the 
piano,  and  sate  down  to  accompany  her.  Helena  inquii-ed 
what  she  would  sing.  "  Ariadne  a  Naxos,"  was  the  short 
determined  answer.  They  began.  In  the  beginning  the 
voice  of  the  singer  was  not  pleasant  to  me ;  it  was  strong, 
deep,  almost  dejected ;  but  the  more  attentively  one  listened 
the  more  one  paid  regard  to  the  feeling  which  spoke  through 
it,  and  wliich  it  revealed  with  magical  truth,  the  more  one 

was  enchanted ;  one  shuddered  involuntarily  ;  one  felt  one's 
heart  beat  in  sympathy  with  Ariadne  when  she,  penetrated 
by  an  increasing  anguish,  seeks  for  her  beloved,  and  takes 
the  resolution  to  climb  the  rock  in  order  that  there  she  may 
\he  more  easily  be  able  to  discover  him.  The  accompani- 
n  ent  here  expressing  in  a  masterly  manner  her  climbing,  one 
seems  to  see  how  she  hastened  breathless  and  full  of  fore- 

boding. At  length  she  has  neared  the  top,  her  eye  is  cast 
over  the  sea,  and  perceives  the  white,  ever  receding  sail. 
The  blind  girl  followed  Ariadne  with  her  whole  soul,  and  one 
might  have  believed,  by  the  expansion  of  her  eyes,  tliat  she 
saw  something  more  than — mere  darkness.  Tears  involun- 

tarily filled  all  eyes  as  she,  with  a  heartrending  expression  ot 
love  and  pain  in  voice  and  countenance,  exclaimed  with 

Ariadne,  "Theseus!  Theseus!"  When  her  inspiration  and 
our  delight  had  reached  the  highest  point,  the  Colonel  sud- 

denly rose  up,  went  to  the  piano,  took  the  singer  by  the 
hand,  led  her  away  without  saying  a  single  word,  and  placed 
her  again  upon  the  sofa,  seating  himself  beside  her.  I  re- 

marked that  she  hastily  withdrew  her  hand  from  his.  She 
was  deathly  pale,  and  much  excited.  No  one  except  myself 
appeared  to  be  astonished  at  this  scene.  They  began  an  in- 

different conversation,  in  which  every  one,  excepting  the 
blind  girl,  took  part.  In  about  an  hour  the  Colonel  said  to 

her,  "  You  need  rest ;"  and  with  that  arose  and  conducted 
her  from  the  room,  after  she  silently,  but  with  a  kind  of 
solemnity,  bowed  her  head  in  salutation  of  the  remaining 
company.  Just  as  he  was  about  to  leave  the  room,  the 

Colonel  called  "  Helena,"  aud  Helena  followed  them. 
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Soon  after  this  I  went  up  into  my  room  to  enjoy  repose  ; 
t  the  image  of  the  blind  girl,  which  incessantly  floated 

before  me,  prevented  me  long  from  doing  so.  I  heard  her 
penetrating  voice,  saw  her  expressive  countenance,  and  could 
not  help  endeavouring  to  guess  the  nature  of  the  feelings 
which  shook  her  soul. 

I  was  not  yet  asleep  as  Emilia  and  Julie  softly  stole  into 
their  room,  which  was  next  to  mine.  The  door  stood  open, 
and  I  heard  the  half-aloud  conversation  of  the  two  sisters. 

Julie  said  with  some  vexation,  "Ton  yawn,  you  sigh,  and 
yet  Algernon  is  coming  in  the  morning  !  Emilia,  you  have 

no  more  feeling  than  a  paper-box." 
Emilia.  How  do  you  know  but  that  this  is  out  of  sym- 

pathy with  Algernon,  who  perhaps  just  now  does  the  same  ? 
Julie.  That  he  does  not :  that  I  am  sure  of.  I  should 

much  sooner  believe  that  he  hardly  knows  on  which  foot  he 
stands,  out  of  impatient  joy  of  soon  seeing  you. 

Emilia.  Do  you  judge  this  from  his  last  letter  ? 
Julie.  That,  indeed,  was  written  in  such  haste.  One  is 

not  always  alike  inclined  for  writing ;  perhaps  he  had  a 
severe  headache,  or  a  bad  cold  in  the  head,  or  he  had  taken 
cold. 

Emilia.  "Whatever  you  will ;  but  nothing  can  excuse  the cold,  unmeaning  end  of  tlie  letter. 

Julie.  I  assure  you,  Emilia,  it  stands  there  "  with  the 
tenderest  devotion." 

Emilia.  And  I  am  certain  that  it  stands  there  quite  dry 

and  cold,  " with  esteem  and  devotion  remain,"  and  so  on; 
just  as  people  write  to  an  indifferent  person,  "  subscribed 
with  esteem,"  and  so  on  ;  for  the  meagre  esteem  must  al- 

ways remain  when  the  warmer  feelings  are  gone.  Where  is 
my  nightcap  ?  Ah,  see  there  !  Ho  !  ho  !  ho  !  ho  !  You, 
Julie,  see  everything  rose-coloured. 

Julie.  I  see  that  a  lover  must  take  care  never  to  speak  of 
esteem.  But  I  am  sure  that  Algernon  never  wrote  that 
horrible  word ;  he  used  one  much  warmer  and  more  heart- 

felt. Sweet  Emilia,  fetch  his  letter.  You  will  there  see 
that  you  have  done  him  injustice. 

Emilia.  On  purpose  to  please  you,  I  will  fetch  his  letter. 
We  shall  then  see  that  I  am  right. 

Julie.  And  we  shall  see  that  I  am  right. 
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Emilia  fetched  the  letter.  Both  sisters  approached  the 

light.  Julie  would  snuff"  the  candle ;  and  either  by  acci- dent or  intention,  snuffed  it  out.  For  a  moment  all  was 

as  silent  as  it  was  dark,  and  then  Emilia's  hearty  laughter 
was  heard.  Julie  joined  in,  and  I  could  not  avoid  making  a 
trio  with  them.  Tumbling  over,  and  running  against  chairs 
and  tables,  the  sisters  at  length  found  their  beds,  and  cried, 

laughing  to  me,  "  Good  night,  good  night !" 
The  day  after  my  arrival  was  the  so-called  "  cleaning-day," 

a  day  which  now  and  then  occurs  in  all  well-ordered  houses, 
and  which  may  be  likened  to  a  tempestuous  day  in  nature, 
after  whose  storms  and  rain-gushes  all  comes  forth  in  re- 

newed brightness,  order,  and  freshness. 
They  scoured,  aired,  dusted,  and  swept  in  all  corners. 

Her  Honour,  wlio  would  herself  oversee  everything,  went 
incessantly  in  and  out  through  all  the  doors,  and  mostly  left 
them  all  open,  which  occasioned  a  horrible  draught.  In 
order  to  preserve  myself  from  earache  and  toothache,  I  fled 

from  one  room  to  another,  and  found  at  length  in  Helena's, 
up  another  flight  of  stairs,  a  haven  free  from  storm.  This 
little  apartment  seemed  to  me  the  most  comfortable  and 
most  cheerful  in  the  whole  house.  It  had  windows  towards 

the  sunny  side  ;  the  walls  were  ornamented  with  pictures, 
which  for  the  most  part  represented  charming  landscapes. 
Among  these  were  distinguished  two  from  Eahlcrantz,  in 
which  the  pencil  of  this  great  artist  had  conjured  up  the 
enchanting  repose  which  a  beautiful  summer  evening  diffuses 
over  nature,  and  which  communicates  itself  so  powerfully 
to  the  human  heart.  The  eye  wliich  fixed  itself  attentively 
upon  these  pictures,  soon  expressed  something  loving,  pen- 

sive, and  dreamy  ;  this  was  the  surest  guarantee  for  their 
truthful  beauty. 

The  furniture  of  the  room  was  handsome  and  convenient. 

A  piano,  a  well-fllled  bookcase,  and  easel  for  painting,  showed 
that  in  this  little  circumscribed  world  there  failed  nothing  of 
all  that  which  can  make  the  pleasures  of  the  outer  world  dis- 
pensable,  and  which  can  occupy  the  passing  hours  of  the  day 
in  the  most  agreeable  manner. 

I/arge,  splendid  geraniums  stood  in  the  windows,  and 
awoke,  by  their  fresh  verdure,  pleasant  thoughts  of  spring, 
whilst  they  softened  and  broke  up  the  beams  of  the  sun, 
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which  on  this  day  shone  in  all  the  brilliancy  which  they 
commonly  possess  in  the  keen  winter  frost.  A  beautiful 
carpet  covered  the  floor,  which  seemed  to  be  scattered  over 
with  flowers. 

Helena  was  seated  on  the  sofa,  at  her  sewing.  The  New 
Testament  lay  before  her  on  her  work-table. 

She  received  me  with  a  smile  expressive  of  the  heart's 
peace  and  satisfaction.  I  placed  myself  near  her  at  my  work, 
and  felt  myself  particularly  cheerful  and  happy  of  mood.  We 
worked  at  Emilia's  bridal-dress. 

"  Ton  observe  my  room,"  said  Helena,  smiHug,  whilst  her 
eyes  took  the  direction  of  mine. 

"  Yes,"  replied  I ;  "  your  sisters'  rooms  are  handsome 
and  excellent,  but  one  must  confess  that  they  are  not  to  be 

compared  with  this." 
"  It  has  been  my  father's  will,"  said  she,  "  that  Helena 

should  be  the  only  spoiled  child  in  the  house."  She  con- 
tinued, with  tears  in  her  eyes,  "  My  good  papa  has  wished 

that  I  should  never  miss  the  joys  and  pleasures  which  are 
the  lot  of  my  handsome,  healthy  sisters,  and  from  which  I  am 
excluded  by  my  suffering  and  my  infirmity.  Therefore  he  has 
taught  me  to  enjoy  that  which  is  far  richer,  that  which  a 
knowledge  and  practice  of  the  fine  arts  offer  to  those  who 
embrace  them  with  a  warm  and  open  mind.  He  formed 
and  strengthened  my  understanding,  by  regular  and  earnest 
studies,  which  he  himself  directed,  and  he  has  collected  in 
this  little  corner,  where  I  pass  the  greater  part  of  my  life, 
much  that  is  charming  and  beautiful  for  the  eye,  for  the 
feelings,  and  the  thoughts.  Yet,  that  which  is  more  than 
all  this,  is  the  heartfelt  fatherly  love  with  which  he  embraces 
and  surrounds  me,  and  which  secures  me  from  bitterly  feeling 
the  want  of  love,  the  enjoyment  of  which  nature  has  denied 
me.  He  has  perfectly  succeeded ;  and  I  have  iio  other  wish 
than  that  of  living  for  him,  for  my  mother,  my  famiiy,  and 

—my  God." 
We  were  silent  for  a  moment,  and  I  worshipped  in  my 

heart  the  father  who  so  well  understood  how  to  care  for  the 

happiness  of  her  to  whom  he  had  given  life.  Helena  con- 

tinued. "  When  mamma  is  gone  with  my  sisters  to  balls  or 
into  company,  he  passes  his  time  for  the  most  part  with  me. 
J  read  to  him,  play  to  him  ;  and  he  permits  me,  out  of  inde- 

X 
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scribable  goodness,  to  believe  that  I  contribute  essentially  to 
the  happiness  of  his  life.  That  thought  makes  me  happy.  It 
is  a  beautiful,  an  enviable  lot,  to  knovp  that  one  is  something 

to  him  vpho  is  a  blessing  to  all  who  surround  him." 
"  Oh  !"  thought  I,  and  addressed  in  thouglit  the  fathers 

of  families  on  the  earth,  "  why  are  so  few  like  this  father  ? 
Kings  of  home,  how  much  happiness  could  you  not  diffuse 

around  you,  how  worshipped  might  you  not  be  !" We  talked  afterwards  of  Emilia. 

"  It  is  strange,"  said  Helena,  "  that  a  person  who  gene- 
rally is  so  calm,  so  clear  in  her  judgments,  so  decided,  so 

reasonable  in  one  word,  should  in  this  one  point  be  so  uulike 
herself.  Determined  to  marry,  because  she  regards  a  happy 
marriage  as  the  most  blessed  condition  on  earth,  Emilia  liaa 
had  the  greatest  possible  difficulty  to  resolve  upon  it.  Two 
of  her  young  friends — the  unhappy  marriages  of  two — has 
infused  into  her  a  sort  of  panic  dread  ;  and  she  fears  so  much 
being  unhappy  in  her  marriage,  that  she  never  would  have 
the  courage  to  be  happy,  if  others  did  not  act  for  her.  She 
is  now  nearly  half  ill  with  anxiety,  that  her  union  is  so  near 
at  hand  with  Algernon,  for  whom  she  seems  to  have  an 
actual  devotion,  and  with  whom  we  are  all  convinced  that  she 
will  be  perfectly  happy.  She  has  intervals  of  calm,  and  in 
such  a  one  you  saw  her  last  evening,  I  fear  that  it  will  soon 
be  over,  and  expect  that  with  it  we  shall  see  her  disquiet  and 
irresolution  increase  in  proportion  as  the  deciding  hour  ap- 

proaches, which,  as  I  am  persuaded,  will  perfectly  put  an  end 
to  it ;  for  when  once  anything  irrevocable  is  determined, 
Emilia  submits  herself,  and  seeks  the  best  in  everything.  It 
will  be  necessary  that  till  the  wedding-day  we  endeavour  in 
every  possible  way  to  divert  her,  and  prevent  her  from  oc- 

cupying herself  with  useless  fancies.  We  have  eacli  one  of 
us  our  particular  part  in  the  little  comedy  which  we  must  act 
before  and  with  our  good  sister.  Papa  means  to  make  her 
walk  industriously ;  mamma  consults  with  her  about  every- 

thing which  now  must  be  arranged  before  the  wedding. 
Julie  intends,  in  one  way  or  another,  never  to  leave  her 
quiet.  Brother  Carl  will  often  draw  her  into  dispute  about 
Napoleon,  whom  he  places  below  Cliarles  tlie  Twelfth,  which 
she  cannot  bear ;  and  this  is  the  only  subject  on  which  I 
have  heard  my  quiet,  good  sister  dispute  with  wjirmth.  I,  on 
the  contrary,  shall  occupy  her  much  about  her  toilet.     My 
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little  brothers,  taught  by  nature,  have  known  their  parts  for 
a  long  time  by  heart,  which  consist  in  clamouring  incessantly, 
now  for  this,  now  for  that.  Hitherto  we  have  all  of  vis 
divided  the  care  of  satisfying  them,  now  it  must  all  rest  upon 
her  alone.  Tou,  good  Beata,  will  be  delegated,  upon  every 
fitting  occasion,  and  in  a  skilful  manner,  to  introduce  com- 

mendations of  Algernon,  which  you  will  not  find  difiicult  to 
award  him.  Emilia  looks  upon  us  all  as  a  party  for  him  ; 
you  cannot  be  suspected  of  it,  and  your  praise  wiU  therefore 

operate  all  the  better." 
I  was  quite  pleased  with  my  commission.  It  is  always 

agreeable  to  praise  people  when  one  can  do  it  with  a  good 
conscience. 

After  we  had  spoken  for  a  long  time  of  Emilia  and  her 
beloved,  of  her  establishment,  and  so  on,  I  turned  the  con- 

versation upon  the  blind  girl,  and  endeavoured  to  obtain 
more  knowledge  of  her. 

Helena  avoided  the  subject,  and  merely  said,  "  Elisabeth 

has  been  a  year  with  us.  ~We  like  her,  and  hope  in  time  to 
win  her  confidence,  and  thereby  be  able  to  make  her  happier." 

After  this,  Helena  proposed  to  me  to  visit  her.  "  I  go 
generally,"  said  she,  "every  forenoon  to  her,  and  have  not 
been  there  to-day.  I  would  willingly  give  her  much  of  my 
time,  if  she  would  not  rather  be  alone." 

We  went  together  to  the  blind  girl's  room.  , 
She  sate  dressed  upon  her  bed,  and  sang  softly  to  herself. 

"  Oh,  how  much  has  she  sufiered !  she  is  a  living  image  of 
pain !"  thought  I,  as  I  now  approached  her,  and  in  the  day- 

light contemplated  that  pale,  lovely  countenance,  in  which 
were  intelligible  traces  of  a  severe  and  not  yet  ended  struggle, 
and  of  a  pain  too  deep,  too  bitter,  to  be  expressed  by  tears. 

A  young  girl,  whose  rosy  cheeks  aud  gay  exterior  formed 
a  strong  contrast  with  the  poor  sufferer,  sate  in  a  corner  of 
the  room  and  sewed.  She  was  there  to  wait  upon  the  blind 
girl.  With  a  touching  cordiality  in  word  and  voice,  Helena 
spoke  to  Elisabeth  ;  she  replied  coldly  and  in  monosyllables ! 
It  seemed  to  me  as  if  she  endeavoured,  after  we  entered,  to 
assume  by  degrees  that  cold  and  inanimate  expression  which 
I  remarked  in  her  on  the  foregoing  evening.  The  conversa- 

tion was  continued  only  between  Helena  and  me,  whilst  the 
blind  girl  silently  occupied  herself  with  winding  and  unwind- x2 
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ing  a  black  silk  cord  around  her  remarkably  beautiful  hands. 

All  at  once  she  said,  "  St!  st !"  and  a  faint  crimson  flushed 
her  cheeks,  and  her  bosom  heaved  higher.  We  were  silent 
and  listened ;  after  a  few  seconds  we  heard  the  dull  sound  of 

footsteps,  which  slowly  approached.  "It  is  he  !"  said  she,  as 
if  to  herself.  I  looked  inquiringly  upon  Helena.  Helena 
looked  upon  the  ground.  The  Colonel  entered.  The  blind 
girl  rose  up,  and  remained  standing  still  as  a  statue ;  yet  I 
thought  that  I  remarked  in  her  a  light  tremor.  The  Colonel 
talked  to  her  with  his  customary  calmness,  although,  as  I 
thought,  not  with  his  customary  kindness ;  and  said  that  he 
was  come  to  fetcli  her,  because  he  would  drive  out  her  and 

Emilia.  "  The  air,"  added  he,  "  is  fresh  and  clear ;  it  will  do 

you  good." "5le  good?"  said  she,  with  a  bitter  smile;  but  without 
heeding  it  the  Colonel  desired  Helena  to  assist  her  in  dress- 

ing. The  blind  girl  said  nothing,  allowed  herself  to  be 
silently  dressed,  thanked  nobody,  and  went  out  conducted 
by  the  Colonel. 

"Poor  Elisabeth!"  said  Helena,  with  a  compassionate 
sigh,  when  she  was  gone.  I  had  not  indeed  the  key  to  this 
enigmatical  being,  but  had  seen  enough  to  make  me  sigh  also 

heartily,  "  Poor  Elisabeth !" 
We  returned  to  our  work,  which  was  continued,  amid 

pleasant  conversation,  till  noon. 
I  went  then  to  Emilia,  who  was  returned  from  her  drive, 

and  found  her  contending  with  Julie,  who  endeavoured  with 
real  anxiety  to  take  from  her  a  dress  which  Emilia  seemed  to 
wish  to  put  on.  Emilia  laughed  heartily ;  Julie,  on  the  con- 

trary, looked  as  if  she  would  cry. 

"  Help,  Beata,  help  !"  exclaimed  she  ;  "  did  any  one  ever 
hear  or  see  such  a  thing  ?  Listen,  Beata !  Precisely  be- 

cause Emilia  expects  Algernon  to-day  will  she  put  on  her 
ugliest  dress — yes,  a  dress  which  is  so  unbecoming  that  she 
does  not  look  like  herself  in  it !  And  not  satisfied  with  that, 

she  will  put  on  an  apron  as  thick  as  a  swaddling-band,  and 
she  will  put  a  comb  in  her  hair  which  Medusa  must  certainly 
have  left  among  her  effects,  it  is  so  horrible !  Now  1  have 
contended  and  laboured  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  against  this 

unlucky  toilet,  but  in  vain  !" 
"  If  in  Algernon's  eyes,"  said  Emilia,  with  a  dignified  air 
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and  countenance,  "  merely  a  dress  or  a  comb  can  contribute 
to  make  one  agreeable  or  disagreeable,  then — — " 

"  See,  there  we  have  it !"  exclaimed  Julie,  disconcerted  ; 
"  now  we  are  come  to  the  proofs,  and  I  know  not  how  ugly 
and  horrible  she  may  make  herself,  in  order  to  prove  whether 
Algernon  will  not  exceed  in  fidelity  all  the  most  renowned 

heroes  of  romance.  I  pray  you,  for  God's  sake,  do  not  cut 
off  either  your  ears  or  your  nose  !"  Emilia  laughed.  "  And 
you  could  so  easily  be  handsome  and  amiable,"  continued 
Julie,  beseeching  earnestly,  whilst  she  endeavoured  to  get 

possession  of  the  unfortunate  dress  and  comb.  "  I  have  de^ 
termined  to  be  thus  dressed  to-day,"  answered  Emilia, 
solemnly ;  "  I  have  my  reasons  for  it,  and  if  I  awaken  your 
and  Algernon's  abhorrence — then  I  must  submit  to  my 
fate." 
"Emilia  will  nevertheless  be  handsome,"  said  I  to  Julie, 

with  an  attempt  to  console  her  ;  "  go  now  and  dress  yourself 
for  dinner.  Think  that  you  also  have  a  bridegroom  to 

please." 
"Ah,"  said  Julie,  "with  him  this  is  not  difficult;  if  I 

were  to  dress  myself  in  a  bag  and  put  a  jug  on  my  head,  he 

would  find  that  it  became  me  excellently." 
"  Then  you  believe,"  returned  Emilia,  "  that  Algernon  has 

not  the  same  eyes  for  me  as  Arvid  for  you  ?" Julie  looked  somewhat  confused. 

"  Gro  now,  go,"  I  interrupted  ;  "  we  shall  never  be  ready. 
Go,  Julie ;  I  shall  help  Emilia,  and  I  dare  wager  anything 

that  she  will  be  handsome  against  her  will." 
Jidie  went  at  length  to  Helena,  who  every  day  combed 

and  plaited  her  remarkably  lovely  hair. 
Alone  with  Emilia,  and  whilst  I  assisted  her  with  the 

grey-brown  dress,  which  in  truth  was  unbecoming,  I  said  to 
her  a  few,  according  to  my  opinion,  sensible  words  on  her 

state  of  mind  and  conduct.  She  replied  to  me:  "  I  confess 
that  I  am  not  as  I  ought  to  be :  I  wish  I  could  be  other- 

wise ;  but  I  feel  so  restless,  so  unhappy,  that  at  times  I  can- 
not govern  myself.  I  am  now  about  to  form  a  connexion 

which  it  perhaps  would  have  been  better  never  to  have 
agreed  to,  and  if,  during  the  time  which  yet  remains  to  me, 
I  should  be  convinced  that  my  fears  are  well  founded,  no- 

thing in  the  world  shall  prevent  me  making  an  end  of  this 
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connexion,  and  thereby  preventing  my  being  unbappy  for 
my  whole  life.  For  if  it  be  true  that  one  finds  a  heaven  in  a 
happy  marriage,  it  is  just  as  true  that  an  unhappy  one  is  a 

hell.'' "  If  you  do  not  love  Mr.  S   ,"  said  I,  "  I  really  wonder 
that  you  have  allowed  the  affair  to  go  so  far." 

"  Not  love  him  ?"  repeated  Emilia,  with  great  astonish- 
ment ;  "  certainly  I  love  him,  and  therein  exactly  lies  my 

misfortune :  my  love  blinds  me  to  the  perception  of  hia 

faults." 
"  Nobody  would  have  imagined  that,  after  what  you  have 

just  said,"  replied  I,  smiling. 
"  Ah,  yes  !  ah,  yes  !"  said  Emilia  ;  "  it  is  so,  nevertheless ; 

some  are  so  palpable  that  one  cannot  be  blind  to  them  ;  for 

example,  he  is  too  young." 
"How  unworthy,"  said  I,  laughing;  "that  is  actually 

mean  of  him  !" 

"  Yes,  you  may  laugh.  For  me,  it  is  really  not  laughable. 
I  will  not  say  precisely  that  it  is  his  fault ;  but  it  is  all  the 
same  as  a  fault  in  him  in  regard  to  me.  I  am  twenty-six 
years  old,  and  thus  am  nearly  past  the  boundary  of  my 
youth  ;  he  is  merely  two  years  older,  and  consequently  as  a 
man  yet  quite  young.  I  shall  be  a  venerable  matron  when 
he  is  yet  a  young  man.  Probably  he  may  be  inclined  to  fri- 

volity, and  gladly  leave  his  old  tiresome  wife  for   " 
"  Oho  !  oho  !"  interrupted  I ;  "  that  is  almost  too  long  a 

perspective.  Have  you  reason  to  suspect  that  he  is  a  frivo- 
lous character  ?" 

"  Not  exactly  positive  ;  but  in  this  frivolous  age,  truth  and 
constancy  are  such  rare  virtues.  I  know  that  I  am  not 

Algernon's  first  love — wdio  will  assure  me  that  I  shall  be  his 
last  ?  I  should  be  able  to  bear  everything  excepting  the 
infidelity  of  my  husband — that  I  think  I  could  not  survive, 
I  have  said  that  to  Algernon — he  has  assured  me — but  what 
will  not  a  lover  assure  one  of?  Besides,  how  can  I  know 
whether  he  loves  me  with  the  pure,  true  love,  which  alone  is 
strong  and  enduring  ?  He  may  have  for  me  only  a  fancy  ; 
and  this  is  a  weak,  easily  severed  thread.  I  have  often 
thought  (and  it  has  often  inwardly  grieved  me)  that  perhapa 
my  property,  or  that  which  I  may  one  day  have,  has  influ 

enced   " 
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"  No — now  you  go  too  far,"  said  I ;  "  you  see  ghosts  in 
daylight.  How  can  you  ordy  seize  upon  suspicions  ?  Tou 
have  known  him   " 

"  Only  for  two  years,"  interrupted  Emilia  ;  "  and  nearly 
from  the  first  moment  of  our  acquaintance  he  paid  court  to 
me,  and  has  naturally  shown  to  me  only  his  amiable  side. 
And  who,  indeed,  can  see  into  the  heart  of  man  ?  See, 
Beata,  I  cannot  say  that  I  know  the  man  with  whom  I  would 
unite  my  fate.  AJnd  how  could  I  become  acquainted  with 
him  ?  When  people  only  see  one  another  in  regular  precise 
social  life,  in  which  scarcely  any  character  has  the  opportu- 

nity of  developing  itself,  one  becomes  acquainted  only  with 
the  external  and  the  superficial.  A  person  may  be  passion- 

ate, avaricious,  inclined  to  bad  and  peevish  tempers  ;  and 
what  is  worse  than  all  this,  may  be  without  religion ;  and 
yet  one  might  see  him  for  whole  years  in  the  social  circle 
without  suspecting  the  least  of  all  this  ;  and  in  particular, 
the  person  whom  he  is  desirous  of  pleasing  can  know  the 
least  of  this." 

I  did  not  know  rightly  what  I  should  say.  I  thought  that 

this  description  was  true,  and  Emilia's  fears  not  unfounded. She  continued : 

"Tes,  if  one  had  known  and  seen  one  another  for  ten 
years,  especially  if  one  had  travelled  together — for  on  a 

journey  one  is  not  so  much  on  one's  guard,  and  shows  one's 
natural  character  and  temper — then  one  might  know  tole- 

rably well  what  a  man  is." 
"  That  method,"  said  I,  "  would  be  tiresome  and  difiicult 

enough,  however  excellent  one  might  find  it ;  and  would  at 
furthest  only  be  suitable  for  lovers  during  the  time  of  the 
Crusades.  In  our  days,  people  walk  in  Queen-street  and 
drive  at  farthest  to  Norrtull.  One  cannot  diverge  more  than 
that.  During  this  ramble,  people  see  the  world,  and  are 
seen  by  them  ;  people  greet,  and  are  greeted  ;  people  talk, 
and  joke,  and  laugh,  and  find  one  another  so  agreeable,  that 
after  the  little  journey,  they  feel  no  more  indecision  about 
undertaking  the  great  journey  through  life.  But  now,  to 
talk  seriously,  have  you  never  spoken  openly  with  Algernon 
on  the  subjects  on  which  you  consider  it  so  important  to 

know  his  opinions  ?" 
"Yes,  many  times,"  replied  Emilia,  "  especially  since  we 
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have  been  betrothed ;  and  I  have  always  found,  or  have 
fancied  I  have  found,  in  him,  the  opinions  and  feelings  which 
I  wished — but  ah !  I  may  so  easily  have  blinded  myself,  be- 

cause I  secretly  wished  it.  Possibly,  also,  Algernon,  in  his 
zeal  to  please  me,  has  deceived  himself  regarding  himself.  I 
am  resolved  to  make  use  of  all  my  observation  to  discover 
the  reality  and  truth,  during  the  short  time  which  remains 
to  me  of  my  freedom,  and  shall  not,  if  I  can  help  it,  through 
wilful  blindness,  make  him  and  me  unhappy.  Granted  even 

that  he  were  quite  pei'fect,  yet  he  might  not  be  suitable  for 
me,  nor  I  for  him  ;  our  tempers  and  characters  might  at 

bottom  be  wholly  uuaccordant." 
Amid  all  these  troubling  conjectures  Emilia  was  dressed, 

and  one  was  obliged  to  acknowledge  that  her  dress  did  not 

become  her.  She  closed  the  conversation  by  saying — "  I 
wish  sometimes  that  I  really  were  married ;  then  I  should 

escape  plaguing  myself  with  the  thought  about  marrying." 
"Inconsistency  of  the  human  mind,"  thought  I. 
At  dinner  Emilia's  toilet  was  universally  blamed,  especially 

by  the  Cornet.  Julie  was  silent,  but  spoke  with  her  eyes. 
The  Colonel  said  nothing  ;  but  observed  Emilia  with  a  rather 
sarcastic  mien,  which  made  her  blush. 

After  dinner  Julie  said  to  Emilia — "  Sweet  Emilia,  I  did 
not  mean  that  Algernon  really  would  not  think  you  quite 
amiable  if  you  were  dressed  in  sackcloth  and  ashes ;  1  would 
merely  say,  that  it  is  not  right  if  a  bride  does  not  endeavour 
in  all  ways  to  please  lier  bridegroom.  I  meant  that  it  would 

be  right — that  it  would  be  wrong — that  it   " 
Here  Julie  lost  tlie  thread  of  her  demonstration,  and  was 

almost  as  embarrassed  as  a  certain  burgomaster  who  was  in 
the  same  predicament.  Emilia  pressed  her  hand  kindly,  and 

said,  "  Tou  have,  and  that  quite  happily,  followed  out  your 
principles ;  for  I  have  seldom  seen  you  better  dressed,  and, 
beyond  that,  more  charming,  than  you  look  to-day,  and  cer- 

tainly Arvid  will  think  so." 
Julie  blushed,  but  had  more  pleasure  in  these  words  of  her 

Bister  than  she  would  have  felt  in  a  compliment  from  her 
bridegroom. 

Towards  evening,  all  the  bustle  in  the  house  was  ended,  all 
resumed  its  former  excellent  order;  and  her  Honour  was  also 
at  rest. 
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Algernon  and  Lieutenant  Arvid  arrived  at  tea-time.  Emilia 
and  Julie  blushed  like  June  rosea  ;  the  first  looked  down,  and 
the  latter  looked  up. 

Algernon  looked  so  happy  to  see  Emilia  again,  was  so 
occupied  with  her  alone,  gave  so  little  attention  to  her 
toilet,  which  he  did  not  honour  with  a  glance,  but  was 
evidently  so  charmed,  so  happy,  and  so  amiable,  that  by 
degrees  the  joy  w^hich  beamed  from  his  eyes  kindled  a  sym- 

pathetic glance  in  Emilia's,  and,  spite  of  dress,  apron,  and 
comb,  she  was  during  this  evening  so  charming  and  agreeable 
that  Julie  forgave  the  toilet. 

Lieutenant  Arvid  was  no  less  delighted  with  his  little 
amiable  bride  ;  although  it  seemed  to  be  no  affair  of  his  to 
express  it,  like  Algernon,  in  lively  and  select  language. 
Eloquence  is  not  given  to  all,  and  every  one  has  his  own  Avay. 
He  drank  tea,  three  cups,  ate  a  dozen  rusks,  kissed  the  hand 
of  his  bride,  and  looked  entirely  happy.  I  heard  him  say 

several  times,  "  The  devil  fetch  me !"  and  was  obliged  to 
concede  that  a  handsome  mouth  and  pleasant  voice  could 
soften  the  unpleasantness  of  ugly  words.  Lieutenant  Arvid 

is,  in  truth,  an  Adonis. — ]N".B.  An  Adonis  with  a  moustache. 
His  countenance  expressed  goodness  and  honesty,  but  (I 

beg  him  a  thousand  times  pardon)  something  also  of  foolish- 
ness and  self-love.  His  handsome  head  of  twenty  did  not 

seem  to  entertain  many  ideas. 
Algernon  had  a  remarkably  noble  exterior,  in  which  man- 

liness, goodness,  and  intelligence,  were  the  chief  charac- 
teristics. He  was  tall,  had  regular,  handsome  features,  and 

a  most  agreeable  and  distinguished  deportment. 
How,  methought  I,  can  Emilia  east  her  eye  upon  that 

noble  countenance,  and  not  feel  all  her  fears,  all  her  anxieties, 
vanish  ? 

For  this  evening  they  did  vanish,  or  withdrew  into  the 

soul's  darkest  background.  The  whole  family  seemed  to  be 
happy,  and  all  was  joy  and  life. 

The  blind  girl,  on  this  evening,  did  not  appear  in  the  com- 
pany. 
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FIVE  DATS  BEFOEE  THE  BEIDAL. 

Spite  of  her  joy  and  the  satisfaction  with  •which  Monday 
came  to  an  end,  Emilia  woke  on  Tuesday  morning  with  the 

exclamation,  "  2sow  one  day  less  till  the  horrible  day  !" 
Beautiful  presents  from  Algernon  came  in  during  the 

forenoon.  Emilia  did  not  like  the  custom  of  the  bridegroom 
making  presents  to  his  beloved. 

"  It  is  a  barbarian  custom,"  said  she,  "  which  turns  woman 
into  a  piece  of  merchandise,  which  the  husband,  as  it  were, 
buys.  It  ought  to  be  enough  to  make  aU  civilised  nations 
abandon  the  usage,  when  they  know  it  to  be  the  custom  of 

all  savage  and  barbarous  people." 
Besides  this,  she  found  in  some  of  the  presents  too  little 

regard  paid  to  the  useful,  too  much  of  luxury  and  the  merely 
showv. 

"If  he  be  only  not  a  spendthrift!"  said  she,  sighing. 
"  How  little  he  knows  me,  if  he  thinks  that  I  love  jewels 
better  than  the  flowers  given  by  him.  However  much  I  love 
the  graceful  and  the  elegant,  I  am  but  little  attracted  by 
outward  magnificence,  by  pomp  and  splendour.  Besides, 
these  are  not  suitable  for  our  circumstances." 

Emilia's  good-humour  was  over;  she  scarcely  noticed  the 
presents,  over  which  Julie  could  not  cease  to  exclaim,  "  En- 

chanting! charmant  I"  Through  the  whole  forenoon  she 
never  took  the  curl-papers  from  her  hair,  and  went  about 
wrapped  in  a  great  shawl,  which  hung  awry.  The  Cornet 
compared  her  to  a  Hottentot,  and  besought  her  not  to  fancy 

that,  although  she  was  surrounded  by  "  savage  and  barbarous 
customs,"  she  could  turn  a  savage.  When  we  went  down  to 
dinner,  I  said  to  her,  in  order  to  act  my  part  as  a  skilful  and 
worthy  commendator,  how  uncommonly  handsome  and  charm- 

ing I  thought  Algernon. 

"  Tes,"  replied  Emilia,  "  he  is  very  handsome,  much  hand- 
somer as  man  than  I  am  as  woman,  and  this  I  consider  a  real 

misfortune." 
•'  See  then,"  thought  I,  "  now  I  have  run  again  upon  a 

sandbank !" 
Emilia  continued.  "  It  is  rare  that  a  remarkably  handsome 
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exterior  does  not  make  him  who  possesses  it  vain ;  and  the 
most  unbearable  thing  that  I  know  is  a  man  who  is  in  love 
with  his  own  person.  He  commonly  thinks  it  to  be  the  first 
duty  of  his  less  handsome  wife  to  honour  and  to  worship  his 
beauty  and  his  amiability.  Vanity  lessens  women,  but  de- 

grades men.  According  to  my  opinion,  the  exterior  of  a  man 
is  of  little  or  of  no  consequence  to  his  wife.  I  should  be  able, 
I  am  convinced,  to  worship  a  noble  Esop,  and  would  have  him 
a  thousand  times  rather  than  an  Adonis.  A  JSTarcissus,  who 

worships  his  own  image,  is  what  I  find  most  disgusting." 
As  Emilia  spoke  these  last  words  she  opened  the  drawing- 

room  door.  Algernon  was  alone  in  the  room,  and  stood — before 
the  glass  !  observing  himself,  as  it  seemed,  with  great  atten- 

tion. One  should  have  seen  how  Emilia  blushed,  and  with 
what  a  demeanour  she  received  her  bridegroom  ;  who,  on  his 
part,  confounded  by  her  confusion  and  her  amazed  appear- 

ance, perhaps  also  somewhat  embarrassed  at  having  been 
caught  in  his  tete-a-tete  with  the  glass,  was  completely  out 
of  countenance.  It  was  now  my  business  to  support  the 
conversation  with  remarks  on  the  weather,  the  roads,  and 
so  on. 

Fortunately  now  came  in  the  rest  of  the  family,  which 
made  a  wholesome  diversion. 

Emilia  continued  to  look  troubled ;  and  as  he  looked  at 

her,  Algernon's  countenance  became  dark  by  degrees.  I 
thought  I  remarked  that  he  had  a  sty  on  his  left  eye,  and 
thought  it  probable  that  this  had  occasioned  his  tete-a-tete  in 
the  glass,  but  Emilia  would  not  see  it.  Various  trifles  con- 

tributed to  make  the  ujiderstanding  worse  between  the  two 

lovers.  Algernon  accidentally  discovered  that  he  had  pleasiu-e 
in  things  which  did  not  please  Emilia,  and  he  let  Emilia's 
favourite  dish  pass  by  him  at  table.  Emilia  found  out, 
of  a  certainty,  that  they  did  not  in  the  least  sympathise. 
Algernon  made  a  true  but  not  biting  observation,  without 
particular  application,  about  ill-temper  and  the  disagreeables 
of  it.  Nevertheless,  it  should  not  have  been  said  at  this 
time.  Emilia  applied  it  to  herself,  and  assumed  more  of  a 

genteel  and  dignified  demeanour.  Julie  was  anxious.  "  It 
would  be  much  better,"  said  she,  "  that  they  should  quarrel 
M-ith  one  another,  than  that  they  should  sit  and  be  silent  and 
inwardly  angry." 
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Cornet  Carl  went  to  Emilia  and  said,  "  My  gracious  sister, 
I  pray  you  do  not  sit  there  like  the  Chinese  Wall,  impene- 

trable to  all  the  arrows  which  Algernon's  loving  eyes  shoot 
at  you.  Look,  if  you  can,  a  little  less  icy.  Look  at  Alger- 

non ;  go  to  him,  and  give  him  a  kiss !"  But  there  seemed 
no  chance  of  that ;  sooner  might  one  have  expected  to  see 
the  Chinese  Wall  set  itself  in  motion.  Emilia  did  not  look 

at  Algernon,  who  seemed  infinitely  to  long  after  reconcilia- 
tion. He  proposed  that  they  should  sing  together  a  newly- 

published  Italian  duet,  probably  in  the  hope  that  the  soul  of 
the  harmony  should  chase  away  all  hostile  and  ungentle 
feelings  which  disturbed  the  peace  between  him  and  his  be- 

loved ;  and  that  the  duet's  "  Cor  mio  mio  hen  "  would  soon 
also  tone  into  her  heart.  Vain  hope  !  Emilia  excused  her- 

self with  having  a  headache — and  that  was  true,  as  I  could  see 
by  her  eyes.  Her  head  soon  ached  when  she  was  troubled 
and  disquieted.  Algernon  fancied  the  headache  a  fiction  ; 
and  without  troubling  himself  about  his  bride,  who  sate  in  a 
corner  of  the  sofa,  supporting  her  head  on  her  hands,  made 

knowTi  his  intention  of  hearing  Mozart's  Figaro  at  the 
opera,  bowed  hastily  to  all,  and  went  out. 

The  evening  crept  on  slowly.  Nobody  was  in  a  good  or 
gay  humour.  Every  one  saw  that  Emilia  suffered,  therefore 
no  one  expressed  any  displeasure  at  her  conduct. 

The  Colonel  alone  seemed  to  remark  nothing,  and  quietly 
laid  his  patience. 

As  we  separated  for  the  night,  the  Cornet  said  to  me  in  a 

whisper,  "  It  is  quite  dreadful !  To-morrow  we  must  fire  off 
a  whole  battery  of  distractions." 

Wednesday  came.  Algernon  rose  early.  His  look  was 
so  tender,  his  voice  so  full  of  fervency  when  he  talked  to 
Emilia,  that  she  thawed,  and  tears  filled  her  eyes.  All  was 
right  between  the  lovers.  Nobody  knew  how  or  wherefore, 
not  even  themselves. 

This  day  went  quietly  over,  with  the  exception  of  two 
frights  which  Emilia  liad,  and  yet  survived.  The  first  oc- 

curred in  the  forenoon,  during  a  conversation  which  Algernon 

had  with  "  her  Honour."  Emilia  heard  expressions  from 
him  which  convinced  her  for  the  moment  that  he  was  nothing 
less  than  the  greatest  miser  on  the  earth.  Fortunately  she 

found  soon  afterwards  that  he  merely  quoted  a  word  of  -i 
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Harpagon  of  his  acquaintance,  at  whicli  lie  himself  heartily 
laughed.  Emilia  breathed  again,  and  joined  him.  The 
second  happened  in  the  afternoon,  during  a  serious  conver- 

sation which  some  of  us  carried  on,  sitting  in  a  window  in 

the  clear  moonlight,  while  I  asserted,  "  There  are,  neverthe- 
less, noble  and  good  people  who  are  yet  unfortunate  enough 

to  have  no  faith  in  another  life,  in  no  higher  object  of  our 

existence.  These  are  to  be  pitied,  not  to  be  blamed."  With 
an  indescribable  expression  of  anxiety  in  her  beautiful  eyes, 

Emilia  looked  questioningly  at  me.  Her  thought  was,  "  Is 
it  Algernon  whom  you  woiild  excuse  ?"  I  replied  to  her,  by 
turning  her  attention  to  Algernon,  who,  at  my  words,  cast  a 
glance  up  to  the  star-spangled  heaven — and  this  glance  was 
an  expression  of  beautiful  and  firm  hope.  Emilia  looked  up 
also  with  thankfulness  ;  and  as  their  eyes  met,  they  beamed 
with  tenderness  and  joy. 

This  day  was  about  to  close  so  well.  Ah  !  why  during 
supper  did  Algernon  receive  a  note  ;  why  during  the  reading 
look  confused,  and  immediately  lose  much  of  his  gaiety ;  why 
so  hastily,  and  without  saying  anything,  go  out  ? 

Tes,  why  ?  Nobody  knows  that ;  but  many  of  us  would 
gladly  have  given  our  lives  to  know  it. 

"  Tet  it  never  can  occur  to  you  to  think  ill  of  Algernon  on 
account  of  that  note  ?"  said  Julie  to  Emilia,  as  they  went  to bed. 

"  Good  night,  Julie  !"  said  Emilia,  sighing. 
Emilia  had  no  good  night. 
Thursday.  Clouds  and  mists  around  Emilia.  Vain  at- 

tempts on  our  part  to  dissipate  them.  Immediately  after 
breakfast,  the  Cornet  took  the  field  with  Napoleon  and 
Charles  the  Twelfth.  Emilia  would  not  contend  ;  Julie  and 
Helena  laboured  in  vain  to  enliven  her.  I  ventured  not  on 

my  part  to  say  one  single  word.  The  note,  the  note,  lay  in 
the  way  of  everything. 

At  twelve  o'clock  Algernon  came.  He  looked  very  much 
heated,  and  there  was  something  uncommonly  bright  in  his 
eyes.  Emilia  had  promised  him  on  the  preceding  day  to 
drive  out  with  him  in  an  open  sledge  ;  he  came  now  to  fetch 
her.  A  handsome  sledge,  furnished  with  magnificent  rein-deer 
skins,  stood  at  the  door.  Emilia  declined  to  go  with  him, 

coldly  and  resolitely.    "Why?"  asked  Algernon.    "  On  ao 
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count  of  the  note,"  Emilia  miglit  have  answered  with  truth  j but  she  said : 

"  I  wish  to  remain  at  home." 

"Are  you  unwell  ?" 
"  No.'' 

"  Why  will  you  not  give  me  the  pleasure  of  driving  out 
with  me  as  you  promised  ?" 

"The  note,  the  note,"  thought  Emilia;  but  she  only reddened,  and  said : 

"  I  wish  to  remain  at  home." 
Algernon  was  smgry ;  he  reddened  hotly,  and  his  eyes 

flashed.  He  went  out,  banging  the  door  somewhat  violently 
after  him. 

The  servant  who  was  left  at  the  door  with  the  sledge  had 
in  the  mean  time  left  it.  The  horse,  terrified  by  a  fall  of 
snow,  and  left  to  himself,  backed,  threw  down  an  old  woman, 
and  would  probably  have  set  off,  if  Algernon,  who  just  then 
came  down,  had  not  thrown  himself  forward  and  seized  the 
reins  with  a  powerful  hand.  After  the  horse  was  pacified,  he 
called  a  man  who  was  near,  to  whom  he  gave  it  to  hold,  and 
hastened  himself  to  lift  up  the  old  woman,  who  was  so 
frightened  as  not  to  be  able  to  move,  but  who  fortunately  was 
not  hurt  in  the  least.  He  talked  with  her  a  little  while,  and 
gave  her  money. 

To  his  servant,  who  came  at  length,  he  gave  a  box  on  the 
ear,  threw  himself  into  the  sledge,  took  the  reins  himself,  and 

drove  off"  like  lightnino:. 
Emilia,  quite  pale,  had  stood  by  me  at  the  window,  and  had 

observed  this  scene  ;  at  the  last  part  of  it  she  exclaimed : 

"  He  is  violent,  passionate,  mad !"  And  she  burst  into tears. 

"  He  has,"  said  I,  "  human  weaknesses  ;  and  that  is  all.  He 
came  here  in  an  excited  and  uneasy  state  of  mind  ;  your 
refusal  to  fulfil  your  promise,  and  without  assigning  any 
reason  for  it,  would  naturally  provoke  him  ;  the  negligence 
of  his  servant,  which  had  nearly  occasioned  a  misfortune,  in- 

creased his  warmth,  which,  nevertheless,  only  showed  itself 
by  a  box  on  the  ear,  very  well  deserved.  It  ia  too  much 
to  expect  from  a  young  man  that  he  should  conduct  him- 
eelf  perfectly  coolly  and  calmly  when  one  vexation  after 
another  sets  his  temper  m  a  ferment.     It  is  sufficient  that 
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during  his  passion  he  continues  as  humane  and  good,  as  we 
saw  Algernon  just  now  towards  the  old  woman.  Besides, 

I  believe,  Emilia,  that  if  you,  instead  of  exciting  Algernon's 
temper  by  ill-humour  and  unkindness  (pardon  me  the  two 
beautiful  words),  would  use  for  good  purpose  the  great  power 
which  we  all  of  us  have  seen  that  you  have  over  him,  then 

you  would  never  see  him  passionate  and  mad,  as  you  call  it." 
I  was  much  pleased  with  my  little  speech  when  I  had 

ended  it,  and  thought  it  would  have  a  wonderfully  great  in- 
fluence ;  but  Emilia  was  silent,  and  looked  unhappy. 

Algernon  did  not  return  to  dinner. 
Cornet  Carl  related  in  the  afternoon  that  he  had  heard 

from  a  comrade  of  his,  of  a  duel  which  had  taken  place  in  the 

morning.  One  of  the  duellists  was  Algernon's  best  friend, and  he  had  invited  him  to  be  his  second.  He  had  done  this 

by  a  note  (the  Cornet  said,  with  an  emphatic  voice)  which 
was  delivered  here  in  this  house,  where  Algernon  was  then  last 
evening  about  a  quarter  to  ten.  Algernon  had  done  all  that 
was  possible  to  prevent  the  duel — but  in  vain.  The  parties 

met,  and  Algernon's  friend  had  dangerously  wounded  his 
enemy.     The  particulars  were  unknown  to  the  Cornet. 

Kow  was  all  explained,  and  Algernon's  image  stood  bright before  Emilia. 

Algernon  came  towards  evening.  He  was  quite  calm,  but 
grave  ;  and  did  not  go  as  usual  to  sit  beside  his  bride,  Emilia 
was  not  gay  ;  she  seemed  to  fear  making  the  first  step  towards 
reconciliation ;  and  yet  showed,  by  many  little  attentions  to 
Algernon,  how  much  she  wished  to  be  reconciled  to  him.  She 
made  him  tea  herself;  asked  whether  he  found  it  sweet 
enough ;  whether  she  might  send  him  another  cup ;  and  so 
on.  Algernon  remained  cold  towards  her  ;  seemed  often  to 
fall  into  deep  thought,  and  forget  where  he  was.  Emilia 
withdrew  herself,  wounded  ;  was  quite  dejected,  and  sate 
down  at  a  distance  to  sew,  and  for  a  long  time  never  looked 
up  from  her  work. 

Cornet  Carl  said  to  Helena  and  me,  "  This  is  not  exactly 
right ;  but  what  ia  all  the  world  can  one  do  to  make  it 
better  ?  I  cannot  now  come  forward  again  with  Napoleon 
and  Charles  XII.  I  brought  them  forward  this  forenoon, 
and  they  did  not  succeed  particularly  well.  One  must  con- 

fess that  Emilia  is  not  an  amiable  bride.     If  she  be  not 
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different  as   a   wife,   then   Should   not   she   go   now   to 
Algernon,  and  try  to  comfort  and  to  enliven  him  ?  See,  now 
she  goes.  Xo,  it  is  only  to  fetch  a  baU  of  cotton.  Poor 
Algernon !  I  begin  to  think  that  it  is  a  real  good  fortune  for 
me  to  be  so  devoid  of  feeling.  Poor  lovers  suffer  worse  hard- 

ships than  we   soldiers  taking  our   degrees.     If  I  were  a 
bridegroom.   God  bless  you,  little   Claes,  what  is   it  you 
want  —  a  rusk?  Go  to  Emilia,  go  to  Emilia.  I  have  no 
rusks.  Tes,  it  will  do  her  highness  a  little  good  to  be  in- 

terrupted." The  Cornet  did  not  see  how  entirely  humble  her  highness 
was  this  evening  at  the  bottom  of  her  heart ;  and  that 
Algernon  was  now  most  to  blame  for  the  coldness  which  con- 

tinued between  them. 

Algernon  and  Emilia  did  not  approach  one  another  thia 
evening,  and  parted  coldly — at  least  apparently  so. 

On  Friday  morning  Emilia  determined  to  make  an  end  of 
their  engagement.  Algernon  was  noble,  excellent ;  but  he 
was  too  stern,  and  he  did  not  love  her.  That  she  had  plainly 
seen  on  the  preceding  evening.  She  would  have  an  especial 
conversation  with  him,  and  so  on.  Algernon  came.  He  was 
much  gayer  than  on  the  foregoing  day,  and  seemed  to  wish 

that  all  disagi-eeables  should  be  forgotten.  Emilia  was  in  the 
beginning  solemn  in  the  thoughts  of  her  important  intention  ; 
but  Julie,  Helena,  her  Honour,  Cornet  Cai'l,  and  1,  bustled 
so  about  her,  and  we  by  degrees  dragged  her  into  our  whirl- 

pool, and  prevented  her  both  from  private  conversation  and 
inward  cogitation.  After  a  while  her  hearty  laugh  was  again 
heard,  and  her  thoughtfulness  did  not  relapse  into  melan- 
choly. 

In  the  afternoon  of  this  day  the  marriage  contract  was 
signed. 

Even  the  bride  of  Sir  Charles  Grandison,  the  beautiful 
Harriet  Byron,  dropped  (so  they  say)  the  pen  which  she  had 
taken  to  sign  her  maiTiage  contract,  and  had  scarcely  strength 
and  presence  of  mind  to  subscribe  her  fate.  Millions  of 
young  brides  have  trembled  at  this  moment,  and  behaved 
like  her ;  what  wonder  then  if  the  fearful  and  bashful  Emilia 
was  almost  out  of  herself  for  terror  ?  The  pen  did  not  only 
fall  out  of  her  hand,  but  made  a  grer.t  black  blot  upon  the 
important  paper,  which  she  at  that  moment  regarded  as  an 
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omen  of  misfortune  ;  and  I  doubt  whether  she  now  would 
have  signed  it,  had  not  the  Colonel  (exactly  like  Sir  Charles) 
taken  the  pen,  set  it  between  her  fingers,  signed  and  guided 
her  trembling  hand. 

In  the  evening,  when  we  were  alone  in  our  chamber,  Emilia 
said,  with  a  deep  sigh  : 

"  It  must  now  take  place !  It  cannot  be  helped  any  longer ; 
and  the  day  after  to-morrow  he  will  take  me  away  from  all 

whom  I  love  so  fervently." 
"  One  might  believe,"  said  Julie,  smiling,  but  with  tears 

in  her  eyes,  "  that  you  were  going  to  travel  to  the  end  of  the 
world ;  and  yet  only  a  few  streets  and  market-places  will 

separate  us  from  you,  and  we  can  see  each  other  every  day." 
"Every  day?  Tes,"  said  Emilia,  weeping;  "but  not  as 

now,  every  hour." 
On  Saturday,  Emilia  was  kind  and  afiectionate  to  every 

one,  but  dejected  and  uneasy,  and  seemed  to  wish  to  escape 
from  the  thoughts  which  pursued  her  everywhere. 

Algernon  became  graver  every  moment,  and  observed  his 
bride  with  troubled  and  searching  looks.  It  seemed  as  if  he 
feared  that  with  her  hand  she  did  not  give  him  her  whole 
heart ;  yet,  nevertheless,  he  seemed  to  shun  any  kiud  of 
explanation,  and  avoided  being  alone  with  Emilia. 

I  had  heard  from  a  cousin  of  the  cook's  step-sister's  sister- 
in-law,  that  Algernon  had  distributed  among  several  poor 
families  money  and  victuals ;  with  the  observation,  that  on 
the  Sunday  they  should  have  a  good  dinner,  and  make  merry. 
I  related  this  to  Emilia,  who  on  her  part  had  done  the  same. 
Tliis  sympathy  in  their  thoughts  rejoiced  her,  and  gave  her 
again  courage. 

In  the  mean  time,  people  on  all  sides  had  sewed  and 
worked  industriously,  so  that,  the  day  before  the  wedding, 
all  was  ready  and  in  order. 

There  was  something  solemn  in  the  adieus  of  the  evening. 
Every  one  embraced  Emilia,  and  tears  were  in  all  eyes. 
Emilia  overcame  her  emotion,  but  could  not  speak.  All 
thought  upon  the  morrow. 
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The  great,  the  expected,  the  dreaded  day  came  at  length. 
Emilia,  scarcely  arisen,  looked  with  a  foreboding  glance  up  to 
heaven.  It  was  overcast  with  grey  clouds.  The  air  was 
cold  and  damp  ;  everything  which  one  could  see  from  tlie 
window  bore  that  melancholy  stamp  which  ou  the  cold 
winter-day  weighs  both  upon  the  animate  and  the  inanimate. 
The  smoke  which  ascended  from  the  chimneys  was  depressed 
again,  and  rolled  itself  slowly  over  the  roofs,  blackening  their 
white  snow-covering.  Some  old  women,  with  red  noses  and 
blue  cheeks,  drove  their  milk-carts  to  the  market,  step  by 
step,  dragged  by  lean  horses,  which  hung  their  rough  heads 
nearer  than  common  to  the  earth.  Even  the  little  sparrows 
seemed  not  to  be  in  their  usual  lively  tempers ;  they  sate 
still,  and  clung  together  along  the  roof-spouts,  without 
twittering  or  pecking.  Xow  and  then  one  of  them  stretched 
their  wings  and  opened  their  little  bills,  but  it  was  done 
evidently  out  of  weariness.  Emilia  sighed  deeply.  A  bright 
heaven,  a  little  sunshine,  would  have  cheered  and  refreshed 

her  depressed  mind.  "Who  does  not  wish  that  a  bright  sun 
may  beam  on  their  bridal- day  ?  It  seems  to  us  as  if  Hymen's 
torch  could  not  clearly  burn  if  it  be  not  kindled  by  the  bright 
light  of  the  beams  of  heaven.  A  secret  beHef  that  Heaven 
does  not  look  with  indifference  on  our  earthly  fate  remains 
constantly  in  the  depths  of  our  hearts  ;  and  though  we  may 
be  dust  and  atoms,  yet  we  see,  when  the  eternal  vault  is 
dimmed  by  clouds,  or  shines  in  splendour,  in  this  change 
always  some  sympathy  or  some  foreboding  which  concerns 
us,  and  often,  very  often,  are  our  hopes  and  our  fears — 
children  of  winds  and  clouds. 

Emilia,  after  a  sleepless  night,  and  depressed  by  the  events 
of  the  preceding  day,  was  quite  dispirited  by  this  dull  morn- 

ing. She  complained  of  headache ;  and  after  she  had  at 
breakfiist  embraced  her  parents  and  her  brother  and  sisters, 
she  requested  that  she  might  pass  the  forenoon  alone  in  her 
own  room.  It  was  allowed.  The  Colonel  looked  more 
serious  than  common.  Her  Honour  had  so  troubled  a  de- 

meanour that  it  went  to  my  heart  to  see  it.  Anxiety  and  un« 
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easiness  for  Emilia,  cares  and  troubles  for  the  wedding  dinner, 
possessed  her  soul  alternately,  and  all  she  said  began  with 

"Ah!"  Neither  was  the  Cornet  cheerful;  and  Helena's 
expressive  countenance  had  a  slight  trace  of  sorrow.  Julie 
was  inexpressibly  amazed  that  a  wedding-day  could  begin  so 
gloomily,  and  changed  her  coimtenance  incessantly,  which 
was  now  ready  to  weep  and  now  to  laugh.  Only  Mr. 
Magister  and  the  Dumplings  were  in  their  usual  state  of 
mind.  The  former  bit  his  nails,  and  was  silent  and  looked 
up  in  the  air  ;  the  latter  never  left  off  breakfast. 

I  assisted  her  Honour  the  whole  forenoon,  and  it  was  not 

little  which  we  had  to  do — in  part  talking,  in  part  arranging, 
in  part  working  ourselves  and  laying  to  a  helping  hand.  We 
whipped  citron  creams,  basted  the  roasts,  salted  the  bouillon, 
lamented  over  unlucky  pastry,  rejoiced  over  magnificent 
made-dishes,  and  burnt  our  tongues  over  at  least  twenty 

sauces.  Oh,  those  are  no  poetical  flames  which  Hymen's torch  kindles  at  the  kitchen  fire  ! 

The  Colonel  himself  prepared  the  bowls  of  bishop  and 
punch,  and  occasioned  us  no  little  difficulty  and  disturbance  ; 
so  many  things,  so  many  people,  so  much  room,  did  he  re- 

quire for  the  purpose,  and  seemed  to  think  that  there  was 
nothing  else  of  consequence  to  be  done ;  which  no  little 
angered  her  Honour.  She  gave  her  husband,  therefore,  a 
little  lecture  ;  and  he — he  conceded  that  she  was  right. 

Whilst  I  instructed  the  cook  on  the  most  elegant  manner 
of  serving  up  a  first  course,  JuUe  came  running  into  the 

kitchen  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  "  Grive  me!  give  me  !"  ex- 
claimed she,  with  her  customary  liveliness,  "  something  good 

for  Emilia ;  she  ate  nothing  at  breakfast,  she  will  be  ill ; 
she  will  die  of  mere  fatigue  to-day  !  What  have  you  here  ? 
Boiled  eggs  !  I  take  two  !  Grlasses  of  jelly !  I  take  two  !  I 
may  do  so  ?  Ah,  a  little  caprin  sauce,  that  makes  one  lively 
— and  now  a  little  bit  of  fish  or  meat  to  it,  and  a  few  Erench 
rolls — see  !  now  some  tarts — now  then  I  am  pleased.  Emilia 
likes  sweet  things ! — Do  you  know  what  she  is  doing, 

Beata?"  she  continued,  in  a  whisper:  "she  prays  to  God. 
I  have  peeped  in  through  the  keyhole  ;  she  is  on  her  knees, 

praying.  Grod  bless  her  !"  and  bright  pearls  ran  down  Julie's 
cheeks  as  she  hastened  out  with  these  plates  fuU,  which  she 
carried  I  cannot  conceive  how. 

y2 
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At  length  our  arrangements  came  to  an  end  ;  all  was  now 
left,  together  with  tlie  necessary  instructions,  in  the  hands 
of  the  servants  and  the  Colonel.  Her  Honoiir  and  I  went  to 
dress  for  dinner. 

Somewhat  later  I  went  in  to  Emilia.  She  stood  before  a 

glass,  dressed  in  her  bridal  robe,  and  contemplated  herself 
with  a  look  which  expressed  neitlier  that  pleasure  nor  that 
self-satisfaction  which  a  handsome  and  well-dressed  woman 
almost  always  feels  in  the  contemplation  of  her  beloved  I. 
Helena  clasped  her  bracelet ;  and  Julie  was  kneeling  as  she 

arranged  some  of  the  lace  trimming.  "  Look,"  exclaimed 
Julie,  as  I  entered  the  room,  "  is  she  not  sweet  ? — is  she  not 
lovely  ? — and  yet,"  added  she  in  a  whisper,  "  I  would  give 
half  of  that  which  I  possess  to  purchase  for  her  another 

aspect ;  she  looks  as  troubled  and  as  grey  as  the  weather  !" 
Emilia,  who  heard  her  sister's  words,  said,  "  One  cannot  look 
gay  when  one  is  not  happy.  Everything  seems  to  me  so 
heavy,  so  unbearable  !  This  day  is  a  horrible  day.  I  would 

willingly  die !" 
"  Good  heavens !"  said  Julie  to  me,  wringing  her  hands ; 

"  now  she  begins  to  cry.  She  will  have  red  eyes  and  a  red 
nose,  and  will  not  be  handsome  again.     What  shall  we  do  ?" 

"  Dear  Emilia,"  said  Helena,  mildly,  as  she  raised  the 
hand  of  her  sister  to  her  lips,  "  are  not  you  a  little  foolish ! 
This  marriage  is  your  own  wish,  as  well  as  all  our  wishes. 
According  to  all  by  which  human  nature  can  form  a  judg- 

ment, you  will  be  happy.  Has  not  Algernon  the  noblest 

qualities  ?  Does  he  not  love  you  most  tenderly  ?  "Where would  you  find  a  husband  who  would  be  for  your  parents  a 
more  aftectionate  son — for  your  brother  and  sisters  a  more 
devoted  brother  ?" 

"  All  this  is  true,  Helena;  or  rather,  all  this  seems  like 
truth.  But  ah  !  when  I  tliink  tliat  I  now  stand  at  the  point 

of  changing  my  whole  existence — that  I  shall  leave  my 
parents — leave  you,  my  good,  my  afiectionate  sisters — that 
home,  where  I  have  been  so  happy — and  this  for  the  sake  of 
a  man  whose  heart  I  do  not  know  as  1  know  yours  ;  whose 
conduct  may  change  towards  me,  who  may  make  me  unhappy 
in  so  many  ways.  And  this  man  will  be  in  the  future  every- 

thing to  me — my  fate  must  be  irrevocably  bound  to  his.  Ah! 
my  sisters,  when  I  think  on  all  this,  it  becomes  dark  beforfl 
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my  eyes,  I  feel  my  knees  tremble  ;  and  when  I  think  that 
it  is  to-day — to-day — within  a  few  hours,  Avhich  shall  decide 
my  fate ;  and  that  I  still  have  freedom,  still  can  withdraw — 
then  I  feel  the  pang  of  indecision,  of  uncertainty,  which  no- 

body can  conceive.     Beata,  my  sisters,  never  marry!" 
"  But,  sweetest  Emilia,"  began  Helena  again,  "  you  who 

find  it  so  easy  to  submit  to  necessity,  think  only  that  your 
fate  is  already  decided,  that  it  is  already  too  late  for  you  to 

renounce  3"our  own  happiness." 
"Too  late  !"  exclaimed  Emilia,  without  regarding  the  last 

word.  "  Too  late  is  it  not,  as  long  as  the  priest  has  not 
united  us.  Yes,  even  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  I  have  the 

right,  and  can   " 
"And  would  you  have  the  heart  to  do  it?"  interrupted 

Julie,  in  the  most  tragic  tone ;  "  would  you  drive  Algernon 
to  despair?     You  would  actually   " 

"A  scene!"  said  a  voice  in  the  doorway  ;  and  the  Colonel, 
with  his  arms  folded,  observing  Julie  with  his  comic  look, 
whose  attitude  was  not  unhide  that  for  which  the  celebrated 

Mademoiselle  George  is  applauded  in  Semiramis  and  Maria 
Stuart.     Julie  reddened,  but  still  more  Emilia. 

The  Cornet,  who  followed  his  father,  presented  to  In's sister,  from  Algernon,  some  fresh,  beautiful  flowers,  together 
with  a  note,  which  contained  lines  which  were  anything 

but  cold  and  unmeaning.  Emilia's  countenance  cleared 
up — she  pressed  her  brother's  hand.  He  threw  himself  on 
his  knee,  in  a  rapture  of  knightly  enthusiasm,  and  prayed  for 
the  favour  of  kissing  the  toe  of  her  shoe.  She  extended  to 
him,  with  a  gracious  mien,  her  little  foot ;  and  while  he  bent 
himself  down,  not  as  I  thought  to  kiss  the  shoe-toe,  but  to 
bite  it  in  two,  she  threw  her  arms  around  his  neck,  and  kissed 
bim  heartily.  The  Colonel  took  her  hand,  led  her  into  the 
middle  of  the  room,  and  we  all  made  a  circle  around  her. 

When  she  saw  her  affectionate  father's  glances,  and  ovirsfull 
of  joy  and  love,  riveted  upon  her,  she  was  possessed  by  plea- 

sant feelings,  blushed,  and  was  as  lovely  as  even  Julie  could 
have  wished.  Her  dress  was  simple,  but  in  the  highest 
degree  tasteful  and  elegant.  For  those  of  my  young 
readers  who  wish  to  know  something  more  of  her  toilet, 
here  it  is.  She  had  on  a  white  silk  dress,  trimmed  with  lace  ; 
and  her  light  and  beautiful  hair,  adorned   with   the   green 
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in\ rtle  cro^vn,  over  whicli  a  veil  (Helena's  lovely  work)  was 
tlirowu  in  a  picturesque  manner,  and  which  gave  to  her 
gentle  and  innocent  countenance  much  resemblance  to  a 
INIadonna  of  Paul  Veronese.  In  order  to  make  her  enchant- 

ini,^  there  failed  only  the  expression  of  happiness,  hope,  and 
love,  the  most  excellent  ornament  of  the  bride. 

In  the  mean  time,  her  heart  seemed  to  have  become  some- 
what lighter ;  and,  as  if  in  harmony  with  her  feelings,  the 

sun  broke  forth  from  the  clouds,  and  threw  his  pale  beams 
iuto  the  room. 

The  outward,  as  well  as  the  inward  brightness,  lasted  but 
for  a  moment.  It  darkened  again.  As  we  went  down  to 
dinner,  Julie  sliowed  to  me  with  a  lamenting  look,  that  all 
that  which  she  had  carried  up  for  Emilia  was  untouched — 
only  one  glass  of  jelly  was  emptied. 

At  dinner,  Emilia  looked  around  her  at  all  those  whom  she 
should  so  soon  leave  ;  and  her  heart  swelled,  and  tears  in- 

cessantly filled  her  eyes.  At  dinner,  nobody  seemed  to  have 
their  customary  liveliness,  and  nobody  seemed  to  eat  with  any 
appetite,  with  the  exception  always  of  the  Magister  and  the 
Dumplings,  Emilia,  who  seem.ed  more  dejected  under  the 
myrtle  crown  than  ever  was  king  under  the  diadem,  ate 
notliing ;  and  did  not  laugh  once  during  the  dinner,  spite  of 
tlie  excellent  occasions  for  so  doing,  which  were  given  to  her 
by  three  remarkable  pieces  of  absence  of  mind  of  the 
^lagister,  at  which  not  even  the  Colonel  could  avoid  smiling. 
The  first  was,  that  he  mistook  his  snufi-box  for  the  salt-cellar, 
both  of  which  stood  beside  him  on  the  table  ;  scattered  a 
portion  of  snuff  in  his  soup,  and  took  a  considerable  pinch 
out  of  the  salt-cellar,  which  caused  him  to  make  many  strange 
grimaces,  and  to  shed  many  tears.  The  second  was,  that  in 
order  to  dry  these,  he,  instead  of  his  pocket-handkerchief, 
seized  hold  on  one  corner  of  her  Honour's  shawl ;  which  she, 
however,  snatched  from  him  with  haste  and  horror.  The 
tliird  was,  that  he  bowed  and  was  ceremonious  to  the  servant 

who  ofi"ered  him  meat ;  and  prayed  that  the  young  lady  woidd 
be  so  good  as  to  help  herself.  Julie  looked  troubled  in  the 

extreme  at  her  sister.  "  She  neither  eats  nor  laughs," 
whispered  she  to  me ;  "  it  is  quite  sad  !" 

But  it  was  more  sad  in  the  afternoon,  wlien  the  guests 
who  were  invited  collected ;  and  Algernon,  who  was  expected 
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early,  was  not  heard  of  at  all.  Her  Honour  wept,  looking 
incessantly  at  the  door,  with  the  most  uneasy  countenance 
in  the  world  ;  and  came  to  me  three  or  four  times,  only  to 

say,  "  I  cannot  conceive  why  Algernon  delays  so  !"  The 
guests,  who  had  arrived,  asked  also  after  him.  Emilia  asked 
not,  did  not  look  at  the  door  ;  but  one  could  very  plainly  see 
how,  with  every  moment,  she  became  more  serious  and  pale. 
Julie  seated  herself  near  me  ;  told  me  who  the  guests  w-ere 
as  they  arrived,  and  added  thereto  some  observations.  "  That 
handsome,  well-grown  lady,  who  carries  herself  so  well,  ia 
the  Baroness  S   .    Who,  indeed,  would  believe,  that  every 
time  she  enters  a  drawdng-room  she  is  so  embarrassed  that 
she  trembles  ?  Look  at  her  intellectual  eyes,  but  trust 
them  not ;  she  can  talk  of  nothing  but  the  weather,  and  at 
home  she  yawns  all  day  to  herself.  Who  cOmes  now,  and 
holds  his  hat  in  so  beggar-like  a  manner  before  him,  as  he 
comes  through  the  door  ?     Ha,  ha  !  Uncle  P   .     That  is 
a  good  old  fellow,  but  he  is  lethargic ;  I  shall  give  him  a 
kiss  instead  of  a  farthing.  God  grant  only  that  he  do  not 
snore  during  the  ceremony.  Look  at  my  Arvid,  Beata  ! 
there  by  the  stove.  Is  he  not  an  Apollo  ?  I  think  that  he 
warms  himself  too  much  at  his  own  convenience — he  seems 
altogether  to  have  forgotten  that  there  is  anybody  in  the 
room.     That  is  my  cousin,  Mrs.  M   ,  who  is  now  come 
in.  She  is  an  angel ;  and  the  little  delicate  person  encloses 
a  large  soul. 

"  Look  how  Emilia  receives  them  all ;  altogether  as  if  she 
woiild  say,  '  Tou  are  very  good,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  who 
come  to  witness  my  funeral.'  I  cannot  conceive  what  Al- 

gernon is  thinking  about  that  he  is  so  long.  Grracious 
heavens  !  how  unhappy  Emilia  looks. 

"  See,  there  is  the  clergyman.  Spite  of  his  warts  and  his 
red  eyes,  he  looks  good  ;  I  feel,  as  it  were,  respect  for  him. 

"  Look  how  Carl  tries  to  enliven  and  to  occupy  Emilia. 
Well  done,  brother  ;  but  it  helps  nothing. 

"  Now,  thank  God,  here  is  Algernon  at  last.  But  how 
pale  and  serious  he  looks  !  And  yet  he  is  handsome.  He 
goes  lip  to  her — see  only  how  proud  her  demeanour  is.  He 
excuses  himself,  I  fancy.  What !  he  has  had  a  horrible 
toothache — has  just  had  a  tooth  out!  Poor  Algernon! 
Toothache  on  his  wedding-day !     What  a  fate  !     See  now, 
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they  all  sit  in  a  circle.  A  circle  of  sitting  people  gives  me 

the  vapours !  "What  do  they  talk  about  ?  I  fancy  really that  they  talk  about  the  weather.  A  most  interesting  sub- 
ject, that  is  certain  !  But  it  is  not  very  enlivening.  Hark  ! 

how  snow  and  rain  patter  against  the  windows.  It  is  hor- 
ribly warm  here,  and  Emilia  contributes  to  make  the  atmo- 

sphere heavy.     I  must  go  and  speak  to  her." 
Soon  afterwards,  some  one  came  in,  and  said  that  people 

■were  crowding  on  the  steps  and  in  the  hall,  wishing  to  see the  bride. 

New  torment  for  the  bashful  Emilia.  She  rose,  but  sate 

down  again  quickly,  turning  quite  pale.  "  Eau-de-Cologne ! 
eau-de-Cologne!"  cried  Julie  to  me;  "she  grows  pale,  she 
faints  !"  "  Water  !"  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  with  tliunder- 
ing  voice.  The  Magister  took  up  the  tea-kettle,  and  rushed 
forward  with  it.  I  know  not  whether  it  was  the  sight  of 
this,  or  some  effort  of  the  soul  to  control  her  excited  feelings, 
which  enabled  E'uilia  to  overcome  her  weakness.  She  col- 

lected lierself  quickly,  and  went  out,  accompanied  by  her 
sisters,  whilst  she  cast  a  glance  of  uneasiness  and  displeasure 
upon  Algernon,  who  stood  immovable  at  a  distance,  observ- 

ing her  with  an  usually,  almost  severe  gravity. 

"  Are  you  mad  !"  exclaimed  Uncle  P   ,  half  aloud,  and 
seized  the  Magister  by  the  arm,  who  now  stood  with  bewil- 

dered eyes,  and  the  tea-kettle  in  his  hand.  The  Magister, 
terrified,  turned  himself  round  hastily  and  stumbled  over 

"  the  Dumplings,"  who  fell  one  over  the  other  like  two  nine- 
pins which  the  ball  has  struck.  The  tea-kettle  in  the  hand 

of  the  Magister  wagged  about,  burnt  his  fingers,  and  he 
dropped  it  with  a  cry  of  pain  on  the  milucky  little  ones,  over 
whose  immovable  bodies  a  cloud  of  whirling  steam  ascended. 
If  the  moon  had  fallen  down,  it  coidd  not  have  occasioned  a 
greater  confusion  than  at  the  first  moment  of  this  catastrophe 
with  the  tea-kettle.  Axel  and  Claes  uttered  no  sound,  and 
her  Honour  was  ready  to  believe  that  it  was  all  over  with 
the  little  Dumplings.  But  after  Algernon  and  the  Colonel 
had  lifted  them  up,  and  shook  them,  it  was  perceived  that 
they  were  perfectly  alive.  They  were  only  so  astonished, 
frightened,  so  out  of  themselves,  that  at  the  first  moment 
tliey  could  neither  move  nor  speak.  Fortunately,  the  liot 
water  wherewith  they  were  wetted  had  for  the  greater  part 
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run  upon  their  clothes ;  besides  this,  it  was  probably  some- 
what cooled,  because  people  had  left  off  drinking  tea  for  half 

an  hour.  Only  one  spot  upon  Axel's  forehead  and  Claes' 
left  hand  required  looking  after.  The  Magister  was  in 
despair — the  little  ones  cried.  They  were  put  to  bed  in  a 
room,  in  which  I  promised  to  spend  as  much  time  with  them 
as  I  had  to  dispose  of  Her  Honour,  whose  amiable  kind- 

ness would  not  quietly  permit  there  to  be  an  unhappy  face 
near  her,  next  consoled  the  Magister.  She  succeeded  best 
in  so  doing,  by  calling  upon  him  to  observe  with  w4iat  a  true 
Spartan  courage  the  little  boys  had  borne  the  first  shock,  and 
she  regarded  it  as  a  remarkable  proof  of  the  excellent  educa- 

tion he  had  given  them.  The  Magister  was  quite  happy, 
and  quite  warm,  and  drawing  himself  up,  said  that  he  hoped 

to  bring  up  her  Honour's  sons  as  real  Spartans.  Her 
Honour  hoped  that  this  would  not  be  done  by  renewed 
shower-baths  of  boiling  water ;  but  she  was  silent  as  re- 

garded her  hope. 
In  the  mean  time,  the  exhibition  of  the  bride  was  ended  : 

and  Emilia,  fatigued,  left  the  room  where,  according  to  tho 
customary,  strange,  but  old  usage  of  Sweden,  she  had  been 
compelled  to  show  herself  to  a  crowd  of  curious  and  indiife- 
rent  people. 

"  They  did  not  think  her  handsome,"  said  Julie  to  me,  in 
a  doleful  tone  ;  "  and  that  was  not  extraordinary ;  she  was 
dark  and  cold  as  an  autumn  sky." 
We  had  conducted  Emilia  to  a  distant  room,  in  order  that 

she  might  rest  a  moment.  She  sank  down  in  a  chair,  put 
her  handkerchief  before  her  face,  and  was  silent. 

Everything  in  the  drawing-room  was  ready  for  the  cere- 
mony.    They  waited  only  for  Emilia. 

"Smell  at  the  eau-de-Cologne,  Emilia!  Sweet  Emilia, 
drink  a  glass  of  water,"  prayed  Julie,  who  now  began  to tremble. 

"  They  wait  for  you,  best  Emilia,"  said  Cornet  Carl,  who 
now  came  into  the  room,  and  offered  to  conduct  his  sister 

out.  "I  cannot — I  really  cannot  go,"  said  Emilia,  with  a 
voice  expressive  of  the  deepest  distress. 

"Tou  cannot!"  exclaimed  the  Cornet,  with  the  greatest 

ftatonishment.     "  "Why  ?"     And  he  looked  inquiringly  at  us 
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all.  Julie  stood  in  a  tragic  attitude,  with  her  hands  clasped 
above  her  head.  Helena  sate  with  an  expression  of  displea- 

sure upon  her  placid  countenance  ;  and  I — I  cannot  possibly 
remember  what  I  did ;  but  in  my  heart  I  sympathised  with 
Emilia.     None  of  us  answered. 

"  No,  I  cannot  go,"  continued  Emilia,  with  emphasis  alto- 
gether unusual.  "  I  cannot  take  this  oath,  which  is  binding 

for  ever.  I  have  a  positive  foreboding — we  shall  be  unhap- 
pily united — we  are  not  suited  for  each  other.  It  may  be 

my  fault — but  it  is,  for  all  that,  certain.  At  this  moment  he 
is  certainly  displeased  with  me — looks  upon  me  as  a  whim- 

sical being — thinks  with  repugnance  of  uniting  his  destiny 
with  such  a  one.  His  severe  glance  says  all  this  to  me. 
He  may  be  right,  perfectly  right ;  and  therefore  it  is  best  for 

him,  as  for  me,  that  we  now  separate." 
"  But  Emilia  !"  exclaimed  her  brother,  "  do  you  think  on 

what  you  are  saying  ?  It  is  now  too  late.  The  clergyman 

Is  really  here — the  bridal  guests — Algernon   " 
"  Go  to  him,  dear  Carl,"  exclaimed  Emilia,  with  increasing 

emotion  ;  "  pray  him  to  come  here ;  I  will  myself  talk  to 
him,  tell  him  all.  It  cannot  be  too  late  when  it  concerns 
tlie  peace  and  happiness  of  a  whole  life.  Go,  I  beseech  of 

you,  go !" "  Good  heavens !  Good  heavens !  "W^hat  will  be  the 
end  of  it  ?"  said  Julie ;  and  looked  as  if  she  would  call 
heaven  and  earth  to  help.     "  Think  on  papa,  Emilia !" 

"  I  shall  throw  myself  at  his  feet — he  will  not  wish  the 
eternal  unhappiness  of  his  child  !" 

"  If  we  could  divert  her  mind  from  this — occupy  her  for  a 
moment  with  anything  else !"  whispered  Helena  to  her brother. 

Cornet  Carl  opened  the  door,  as  if  to  go  out ;  and  at  the 

same  moment  we  heard  the  sound  of  a  heavj'  blow.  "  Ah, 
my  eye  !"  cried  the  Cornet.  A  universal  terror  took  place, 
because  this  little  deceit  was  played  off  so  naturally  that  at 
the  first  moment  none  of  us  thought  that  it  was  a  trick. 

Emilia,  always  ready  to  be  the  first  to  hasten  to  the  help 
of  others,  was  the  same  now,  spite  of  her  own  great  uneasi- 

ness, and  rushed  to  her  brother  with  a  pocket-handkerchief 
dipped  in  cold  water ;  drew  his  hand  from  his  eye,  and  began 
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with  fervency  and  anxiety  to  bathe  it,  whilst  she  asked  with 

uneasiness,  "  Is  it  very  bad  ?  Do  you  think  the  eye  is  in- 
jured ?     Fortunately  there  is  no  blood   " 

"  It  is  perhaps  therefore  the  more  dangerous,"  said  the 
Comet,  drily  ;  but  an  unfortunate  treacherous  smile  nullified 
at  the  same  moment  the  whole  guile.  Emilia  observed  it 
nearer,  and  quite  convinced  herself  that  the  blow  was  any- 

thing but  real.  "  Ah !"  said  she,  "  I  see  what  it  is.  It  is 
one  of  your  jokes ;  but  it  will  not  mislead  me.  I  pray,  I 
conjure  you,  Carl,  if  you  have  the  least  affection  for  me,  go 

to  Algernon ;  tell  him  that  I  beseech  for  a  few  minutes'  con- 
versation with  him." 

"  That  none  of  you  had  the  presence  d^  esprit  to  blow  out 
the  candle  !"  exclaimed  the  Cornet,  and  looked  angrily  at 
us,  especially  at  me.  Helena  whispered  something  to  him, 
and  he  went  out  of  the  room,  followed  by  Julie. 

Helena  and  I  were  silent,  whilst  Emilia,  in  evident  anguish 
of  mind,  paced  up  and  down  the  room,  and  seemed  to  talk  to 
herself.  "What  shall  I  do  ?  How  shall  I  act  ?"  said  she 
several  times,  half  aloud.  We  now  heard  footsteps  in  the 

next  room.  "He  comes!"  said  Emilia;  and  her  whole 
frame  trembled.  The  door  opened,  and  Algern — ,  no,  the 
Colonel  entered,  with  an  expression  of  imposing  gravity. 
Emilia  gasped  for  breath,  seated  herself,  rose  up  again,  grew 
pale,  and  crimsoned. 

"  You  have  waited  too  long  for  yourself,"  said  he,  calmly, 
but  not  without  severity  ;  "  I  now  come  to  fetch  you." 

Emilia  clasped  her  hands,  looked  beseechingly  up  to  her 
father,  opened  her  lips,  but  closed  them  again,  discouraged 
by  the  stem,  grave  expression  of  his  countenance  ;  and  as  he 
took  her  hand,  all  power  of  resistance  seemed  to  abandon 
her  ;  and  with  a  sort  of  despairing  submission,  she  arose  and 
allowed  her  father  to  lead  her  out.  Helena  and  I  followed 
them. 

The  drawing-room  was  strongly  lighted,  and  all  the  assem- 
bled company  had  their  eyes  directed  to  the  door  through 

which  Emilia,  conducted  by  her  father,  entered. 
She  has  told  me  since  then  that  at  her  entrance  she  could 

not  have  distinguished  one  single  object,  and  that  everything 

was  black  before  her  eyes.     "  Then  it  is  not  wonderful,"  said 
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her  brotlier,  "  that  you  looked  as  if  you  were  walkiug  in  your 

sleep." Algernon  regarded  her  with  a  seriousness  which  at  this 
moment  did  not  inspire  her  with  courage. 

Is^either  of  them  spoke.  The  drama  began.  The  young couple  stood  before  the  clergyman.  Emilia  was  pale  as 
death,  and  trembled.  Julie  altogether  lost  heart.  "  It  is 
terrible !"  said  she,  and  was  nearly  as  pale  as  her  sister. 
Now  the  voice  was  heard  which  announced  their  holy 

duties  to  the  young  married  pair.  The  voice  was  deep  and 
well-toned,  and  seemed  to  be  animated  by  a  divine  spirit.  It 
spoke  of  the  sanctity  of  the  state  of  wedlock,  and  the  mutual 
obligations  of  the  husband  and  wife  to  love  one  another,  to 
lighten  to  each  other  the  fatigues  of  life,  to  soften  its  ap- 

pointed cares,  to  be  an  ensample  to  each  other  in  a  true  fear 
of  God  ;  it  spoke  of  those  prayers  for  each  other  which  unite 
so  inwardly,  which  draw  them  towards  the  eternal  First 
Cause  ;  of  how  the  highest  felicity  on  earth  is  assisted  by  a 
union  which  in  this  way  is  begun  and  continued  in  the  will 
of  God — and  then  called  down  the  blessing  of  the  jNIost  High 
upon  the  young  married  pair.  Those  words,  so  pleasant,  so 
beautiful,  so  peaceful,  awoke  in  every  breast  quiet  and  holy 
emotions.  All  was  so  still  in  the  room,  that  one  might  have 
thought  that  nobody  was  in  it.  I  saw  plainly  that  Emilia 
became  calmer  every  moment.  The  few  words  which  she 
had  to  say  she  spoke  out  intelligibly,  and  with  a  firm  voice. 

"Whilst  she  knelt,  it  seemed  to  me  that  she  prayed  with  hope and  devotion.  I  cast,  in  the  mean  time,  abundant  glances 
around  me.  The  Colonel  was  paler  than  common,  but  con- 

templated the  young  couple  with  an  expression  full  of  com- 
posure and  tenderness.  Her  Honour  wept,  and  looked  not 

up  from  her  pocket-handkerchief.  Julie  was  greatly  affected, 
although  she  moved  neither  hand  nor  foot.  Helena  looked 
up  to  heaven,  with  prayers  in  her  bright  eyes.  The  Cornet 
was  at  some  trouble  to  make  it  appear  that  it  was  something 
else  beside  tears  which  made  his  eyes  so  red  ;  the  blind  girl 
smiled  quietly  ;  the  remainder  of  the  spectators  seemed  more 
or  less  affected,  especially  the  INIagister,  wlio  alone,  towards 
the  close  of  the  ceremony,  interrupted  the  silence  by  blowing 
has  uose  aloud.    Eortunately  he  had  his  pocket-handkerchief. 
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The  blessings  were  spoken  over  the  bridal  pair  by  a  voice 
as  delightful  and  majestic  as  if  it  had  come  from  heaven. 
The  marriage  was  ended.  Emilia  and  Algernon  were  united 
for  ever.  Emilia  turned  round  to  embrace  her  parents.  She 
seemed  to  me  to  be  quite  another  person.  A  mild  beaming 
glory  seemed  to  rest  upon  her  brow,  and  smiled  from  her 
eyes ;  a  clear  and  warm  crimson  glowed  upon  her  cheeks. 
She  was  all  at  once  changed  to  the  ideal  of  a  young  and 
happy  bride. 

"  Heaven  be  praised  !  Heaven  be  praised !"  whispered 
Julie,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  clasped  her  hands ;  "  now 
all  is  right !" 

"  Tea,  now  it  can  no  longer  be  helped  !"  said  the  Colonel, 
endeavouring  to  control  his  emotion  and  to  assume  his  comic 

expression  ;  "  now  you  are  fast — now  you  can  no  more  say 
'  ISo  V  " 

"I  shall  not  wish  to  do  so  any  more,"  replied  Emilia, 
smiling  charmingly,  and  looking  up  to  Algernon  with  an  ex- 

pression which  called  forth  in  his  countenance  a  lively  and 
pure  delight.  A.  sentiment  of  satisfaction  and  cheerfulness 
diffused  itself  through  the  company.     Every  one  looked  as  if 
they  had  a  mind  to  sing  and  dance.     Uncle  P   ,  who  was 
wide  awake,   called  for  a  quadrille,   and   stamped  his   feet 
merrily  by  the  side  of  tl:e  elegant  Baroness   S   ,  Avho, 
zephyr-like,  floated  up  and  across  the  floor.  Julie  and  Arvid 
distinguished  themselves  in  the  dance  in  a  charming  manner ; 
all  eyes  were  riveted  on  this  attractive  eoixple.  I  danced 
with  the  Magister,  who  invited  me  as  I  hope — not  out  of 
absence  of  mind.  We  distinguished  ourselves,  though  in  a 
peculiar  manner. 

It  seemed  to  me  as  if  we  were  a  pair  of  billiard  balls,  which 
perpetually  lay  ready  to  jostle  each  other.  Certain  it  is,  that 
we  were  in  part  pushed,  and  in  part  pushed  others  continu- 

ally, which  I  particularly  attribute  to  my  cavalier's  inces- 
santly confusing  left  and  right,  as  well  as  all  the  figures  of 

the  quadrille.  In  the  mean  time  we  laughed  as  well  and  as 
loudly  as  the  others  at  our  droll  skippings  about,  and  the 
Magister  said  that  he  had  never  before  danced  such  a  lively 
toalfz ! 

Helena  played  on  the  piano  for  the  dancing.  Emilia  did 
not  wish  to  dance  ;  she  sate  in  a  little  bcidoir,  the  doors  of 
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whicli  opened  into  the  dancing-room.  Algernon  was  at  her 
Bide.  They  talked  low,  with  animation  and  aflectiou  in  their 
looks,  and  I  fancy  tliat  in  this  moment  the  Gordian  knot 
of  all  misunderstanding,  all  uncertainty,  all  uneasiness,  all 
doubt,  which  hitherto  had  divided  them,  was  loosened  for 
ever.  The  mild  lustre  of  one  solitary  lamp,  beaming  through 
its  opaque  globe,  cast  magical  light  over  the  young  married 
pair,  who  now  seemed  to  be  as  happy  as  they  were  handsome. 

They  seemed  to  forget  the  whole  world  around  them,  but 
none  of  the  company  had  forgotten  them.  Every  one  threw 
stolen  glances  into  the  boudoir,  and  smiled.  Jiolie  came 
many  times  to  me,  and  pointing  to  the  affectionate  pair,  said, 

"  See,  see  !" 
Later  in  the  evening  a  great  part  of  the  company  assem- 

bled in  the  boudoir,  and  a  general  conversation  ensued. 
Some  works  which  had  lately  been  published,  and  which 

lay  on  a  table,  gave  occasion  to  various  observations  on  their 
worth,  and  on  reading  in  general. 

"  I  cannot  comprehend,"  said  Uncle  P   ,  speaking  in 
his  Finnish  dialect,  "  what  is  come  to  me  for  some  time ;  I 
am  in  a  common  way  as  wide  awake  and  as  lively  as  a  fish, 
but  the  moment  I  cast  my  eyes  into  curs — books  they  drop 

down  directly  upon  my  nose,  and  I  can  see  nothing  of  God's 

gifts." "  Have  you  pleasure  in  reading,  gracious  aunt  ?"  asked Emilia  from  the  Baroness  S   . 

"  Ah,  good  heavens  !"  replied  she,  casting  her  beautiful 
eyes  up  to  the  ceiling,  "  I  have  no  time  for  that,  I  am  so  oc- 

cupied ;"  and  she  wrapped  carefully  around  her  her  magnifi- cent shawl. 

"If  I  should  ever  marry,"  said  a  gentleman  of  probably 
sixty  years,  "  I  should  make  it  a  condition  with  my  wife,  that 
she  should  never  read  any  other  books  beside  the  hymn-book 

and  the  cookery-book." 
"  My  late  wife  read  no  other  books  ;  but  then — what  a 

splendid  housekeeper  she  was!"  exclaimed  Uncle  P   ,  as 
he  dried  his  eyes  and  took  a  pinch  of  snuff. 

"  Tes,  I  cannot  conceive,  the  deuce  take  me !  why  ladies 
now-a-days  busy  themselves  so  with  reading,  the  deuce  take 
me !  I  cannot  vmderstand,"  said  Lieutenant  Arvid,  stretch- 

ing forth  his  hand  to  a  plate  of  confectionery. 
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Julie  cast  a  bitter  glance  at  her  bridegroom,  and  I  fancy 

that  "  the  deuce  take  me  !"  this  time  struck  her  as  not  very 
agreeable. 

"I  would,"  said  she,  reddening  with  vexation,  "much 
rather  dispense  with  meat  and  drink  than  be  deprived  of 
reading.  Is  there  anything  which  is  more  ennobling  to  the 
soul  than  the  reading   of  good   books  ?      Anything  which 
elevates  more  the  soul   ^I  would  say,  elevates  the  thoughts 
and  feelings  to   over   to   " 
My  poor  little  Julie  was  never  fortunate  when  she  would 

strike  up  into  the  sublime.  Her  thoughts  were  rather  of  the 
nature  of  rockets,  which  mount  suddenly  upward  like  glow- 

ing rays  of  fire,  but  are  extinguished  in  almost  the  same 
manner,  and  lose  themselves  in  ashes. 

Cornet  Carl  hastened  to  spill  a  glass  of  wine  and  water 
over  Lieutenant  Arvid,  and  pretended  that  he  had  interrupted 

his  sister's  speech  by  his  exclamation. 
"  I  knew  I  should  do  something  stupid  !  I  tried  to  balance 

the  glass  upon  the  point  of  my  thumb.  Pardon,  brother-in- 
law,  but  I  fancy  that  you  certainly  sate  in  my  way.  I  had 

not  my  arm  at  liberty   " 
"  I  will  certainly  take  care  and  not  come  in  your  way 

another  time,"  said  Lieutenant  Axvid,  half  merrily  and  half 
vexed,  as  he  stood  up  and  dried  his  coat  with  his  pocket- 
handkerchief,  and  out  of  circumspection  took  a  seat  on  the 
other  side  of  the  room. 

In  the  mean  time  Julie  could  not  so  quickly  get  out  of  her 
dilemma.  The  old  book-hating  gentleman  turned  himselt 
with  great  gravity  to  her,  and  said : 

"  I  presume  that  Julie  reads,  for  the  most  part,  moral 
books  and  sermons  ?" 

"  N — 0 — ,  not  exactly  so  much  sermons,"  replied  Julie  ; 
and,  as  she  just  then  became  aware  of  the  searching  glance 
with  which  Professor  L    observed  her,  she  crimsoned 
deeply. 

"  Probably  cousin  reads  history  more  ? — that  is  truly  a 
very  excellent  study." 

"  N^ot  directly  history"  said  Julie,  again  lively  and  cou- 
rageous, "  but  histories,  on  the  contrary,  most  gladly.  Short 

and  good,  if  my  uncle  will  know  for  what  reading  I  would 

willingly  resign  eating  and  drinking,  then  it  is — novels." 
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The  old  gentleman  lifted  up  his  eyes  and  his  hands  with  an 
expression  of  horror.  One  might  have  been  tempted  to  be- 

lieve from  his  countenance  that  Rousseau's  assertion,  "jamais 
fille  sage  n'a  In  de  romana"  had  made  him  abominate  such 
dangerous  reading. 

Something  of  displeasure  betrayed  itself  in  almost  every 
one's  looks  at  Julie's  candid  declaration.  The  Baroness 
seemed  altogether  shocked  at  her  niece.  The  Professor 
alone  smiled,  full  of  goodness,  and  the  Cornet  said,  full  of 
zeal : 

"  It  is  really  not  extraordinary  that  people  read  such  novels 
as  are  'written  now-a-days.  Madame  De  Stael's  '  Corinne' 
has  cost  me  a  sleepless  night ;  and  on  account  of  Sir  Walter 

Scott's  'Eebecca,'  I  lost  my  appetite  for  three  days." 
Julie  looked  at  her  brother  "with  the  greatest  amazement. 

Emilia's  mild  blue  eyes  were  raised  to  him  inquiringly  ;  but 
he  thought  it  best  to  avoid  them. 

"  My  Euphemie  shall  never  read  novels,"  said  Baroness 
S   ;  upon  which,  she  set  her  lips  firmly  together,  and 
seated  herself  higher  in  the  corner  of  the  sofa,  and  looked 
down  at  her  handsome  shawl. 

"  Ah,  my  aunt !"  said  Mrs.  M   ,  smiling  and  shaking 
her  head,  "  but  then,  what  shall  she  read  ?" 

"  She  shall  read  nothing  at  all." 
"  A  most  excellent  idea!"  said  the  old  gentleman. 
"I  think,  really,"  said  Algernon,  "  that  it  is  better  to  read 

nothing  than  to  read  only  novels.  Novel  reading  is  for  the 
soul  what  opium  is  for  the  body ;  an  uninterrupted,  con- 

tinued use  of  it  weakens  and  injures.  Pardon,  Julie,  but  I 
think  that  a  young  lady  could  better  emploj^  her  time  than  in 

devoting  it  to  this  reading." 
J  ulie  looked  as  if  slie  had  no  desire  to  pardon  this  remark. 

Emilia  said,  "I  think  with  Algernon,  that  (especially  for 
young  ladies)  this  reading  is  far  more  injurious  than  useful." 

Tears  filled  Julie's  eyes,  and  she  looked  at  Emilia  as  if  she 
would  say,  "  Do  you  set  yourself  against  me  ?" 

"I  confess,"  said  Mrs.  M   ,  "that  they  may  be  very 

injurious  if   " 
"  Injurious !"  interrupted  the  old  gentleman,  "  say  de- 

striictive,  poisonous,  ruinous  to  the  very  foundation." 
Julie  laughed.    "  Best  Professor,"  cried  she,  "help!  help! 
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I  begin  almost  to  believe  that  I  am  a  lost  and  misguided 
being.  Saj,  I  beseech  you,  something  in  favour  of  the  novel 

readers,  and  then  I  will  give  you  something  good ;"  and, 
archly  laughing,  she  held  up  a  garland  of  confectionery. 

"  It  has,  certainly,  its  good  side,"  replied  the  Professor, 
"  when  it  is  used  with  discretion  and  moderation.  For  my 
part,  I  regard  the  reading  of  good  novels  as  one  of  the  most 
useful,  as  well  as  the  most  agreeable,  occupations  for  young 

people." "  Hear !  hear !"  exclaimed  Julie,  and  clapped  her  hands. 
"  But  that  requires  reasons,  my  good  sir ;  it  requires 

reasons  !"  cried  IJncle  P   . 

"  Tes,  yes — reasons  !  reasons  !"  cried  the  old  gentleman. 
"  Good  novels,"  continued  the  Professor,  "  that  is  to  say 

such  as,  like  good  pictures,  represent  nature  with  truth  and 
beauty,  possess  advantages  which  are  united  in  no  other 
books  in  the  same  degree.  They  present  the  history  of  the 
human  heart ;  and  for  what  young  person,  desirous  of  be- 

coming acquainted  with  himself  and  his  fellow-beings,  is  not 
this  of  the  highest  worth  and  interest  ?  The  world  is  de- 

scribed in  its  manifold  changing  shapes  in  the  liveliest  man- 
ner, and  youth  sees  here,  with  its  own  eyes,  maps  of  the 

land  over  which  it  so  soon  must  travel  in  the  long  journey 
through  life.  The  beauty  and  amiability  of  every  virtue  is  in 
novels  represented  in  a  poetical  and  attractive  light.  The 
young,  glowing  mind  is  charmed  with  that  which  is  right  and 
good,  which,  perhaps,  under  a  more  grave  and  severe  shape, 
might  have  been  repulsive. 

"  In  the  same  manner,  also,  are  vices  and  meannesses 
exhibited  in  ail  their  deformity ;  and  one  learns  to  despise 
them,  even  if  they  be  surrounded  by  the  greatness  and  the 
pomp  of  the  world,  whilst  one  feels  enthusiasm  for  virtue, 

even  though  it  struggles  under  the  burden  of  all  the  world's miseries. 

"  The  true  picture  of  the  reward  of  the  good  and  the 
punishment  of  the  bad  among  men,  however  little  their  out- 
'S'ard  fate  may  bear  traces  thereof,  is  set  forth  in  novels  with 
all  the  clearness,  life,  and  strength,  which  one  must  wish  to 
be  given  to  every  moral  truth,  in  order  to  maintain  it  rightly 
and  universally  attractive,  and  productive  of  fruit. 

'*  i'or  the  rest,  it  is  natural  that  noble  youth  should  love 
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novels  as  their  best  friends,  in  whom  they  find  again  all  the 
glowing,  great,  and  beautiful  feelings  which  they  cherish  in 
their  own  hearts,  and  which  have  given  to  them  the  first 

heavenly  foreknowledge  of  bliss  and  immortality." 
Julie  now  started  up  with  warm  delight  in  her  charming 

countenance,  went  to  the  Professor,  not  with  the  sweet- 
meat garland,  but  embraced  hira  with  child-like  devotion, 

whilst  she  said  to  him,  "  A  thousand  thanks !  a  thousand 
thanks!     I  am  contented,  quite  contented." 

The  old  gentleman  looked  up  to  heaven  and  sighed. 

Lieutenant  Arvid  did  not  look  "  quite  contented,"  but  ate 
confectionery  assiduously. 

Uncle  P   slept  and  nodded  ;  the  Comet  declared  that 
it  was  not  in  token  of  approbation. 

The  Professor  looked  quite  contented,  and  kissed,  with  an 
expression  of  fatherly  kindness,  first  the  hand  of  the  lovely 
girl,  and  then  her  brow. 

Lieutenant  Arvid  pushed  away  his  chair  with  a  great 
noise  ;  at  the  same  moment  the  doors  of  the  supper-room 
opened — supper  was  announced. 

A  repast  has  always  its  peculiar  interest  for  those  who 
have  had  to  do  with  its  preparation,  arrangement,  and  so  on. 

Every  dish,  the  child  of  our  care,  has  its  own  share  of  our 
interest  and  satisfaction,  as  it  now  stands  adorned  and 
fascinating  upon  the  table,  just  about  to  vanish  for  ever. 
Tet  one  has,  on  such  occasions,  a  heart  of  stone ;  and  I  am 
sure  that  her  Honour  enjoyed  as  much  as  I  did  seeing  how 
all  the  delicate  fish,  middle  and  after  courses,  vanished 
•through  the  mouths  of  the  bridal  guests,  evidently  to  their 
great  delight  and  satisfaction.  Her  Honour,  at  ease  about 
Emilia,  and  seeing  how  excellently  well  all  was  served,  did 
the  honours  with  a  satisfaction  and  cheerfulness  which 

seemed  only  to  be  disturbed  by  thoughts  about  the  little 
Dumplings. 

The  bride  was  gentle  and  beaming.  Algernon  seemed  to 

be  the  happiest  of  mortals.  "  Look  at  Emilia !  look  at 
Emilia  !"  said  Cornet  Carl,  who  was  my  neighbour  at  table, 
every  ten  minutes,  "  could  one  really  believe  that  she  was  the 
•same  person  who  plagued  herself  and  us  so  for  half  the  day  ?" 

Julie  assumed  a  dignified  and  proud  air  towards  her  lover 
whenever  he  spoke  to  her.  He  in  the  end  did  the  same,  and 
pouted,  but  always  with  his  mouth  fixU. 
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Uncle  P    dozed  with  a  piece  of  blanc-mange  on  Lis 
nose,  and,  amid  the  talk  and  laughter  of  the  company,  was 
heard  now  and  then  a  snore,  which  sounded  like  the  droning 
of  a  bass-viol  as  an  accompaniment  to  the  tweedle-dees  of  little 
fiddles. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  repast  skals  were  drunk,  not 
ceremoniously  and  tediously,  but  gaily  and  heartily.  The 
Magister,  warned  by  the  occasion  and  by  the  wine,  made, 
glass  in  hand,  the  following  impromptu  in  honour  of  the 
bridal  pair : 

Hand  about  the  brimming  glasses; 
Hurrah  !     Let  us  drain  the  bowl ! 

Let  the  foam  the  ceihng  sprinkle  ; 

Happy   couple — here's   your   skalj 
Eing  the  glasses  altogether  J 

May  we  e'en,  as  now,  be  gay  ; 
When,  in  tifty  years,  we  gladly 

Keep  your  golden  bridal-day ! 

Amid  universal  laughter  and  ringing  of  glasses  the  skal 
was  drunk.  Afterwards  one  was  also  drunk  for  the  Magister^ 

who,  I  am  persuaded,  now  regarded  himself  as  a  little  Bell- 
man.* 

After  supper  the  most  agreeable  surprise  was  prepared  for 
Emilia.  Upon  a  large  table  in  the  drawing-room  were  spread 
the  portraits  of  her  parents  and  her  sisters,  painted  in  oil,  and 
most  of  them  very  striking  likenesses. 

"  We  shall  in  this  manner  all  of  us  accompany  thee  to  thy 
new  home,"  said  the  Colonel,  embracing  her ;  "  yes,  yes,  thou 
wilt  not  get  rid  of  us  !" 

Sweet  tears  ran  down  Emilia's  cheeks  ;  she  threw  her  arms 
around  her  father,  her  mother,  her  sisters,  and  was  not  for 
some  time  able  to  thank  them.  After  this  the  company 
undertook  to  make  an  accurate  examination  of  every  portrait, 
and  there  was  no  lack  of  remarks  of  every  kind.  Here  they 
discovered  a  fault  in  the  nose  ;  here  in  the  eyes,  which  were 
too  small ;  here  in  the  mouth,  which  was  too  large ;  besides 
this,  the  artists  had  not  laboured  to  beautify — rather  the 
contrary,  and  so  on. 

Poor  artists !  see,  then,  the  review  which  censoiiousness — 

•  A  celebrated  Swedish  popular  poet. z2 
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t)ie  most  common  of  all  maladies — compels  your  works  to 
undergo.  Poor  artists !  happy,  happy  for  you,  that  you  are 
often  a  little  deaf,  and  are  satisfied  with  the  feeling  of  the 
money  in  your  pockets  and  the  consciousness  of  your  talent 
in  your  souls ! 

Emilia  alone  sa\v  no  fault.  It  was  precisely  her  fother's 
look  and  her  mother's  smile  ;  her  sister  Julie's  arch  counte- 

nance, brother  Carl's  hasty  demeanour,  Helena's  expression 
of  kindness  and  peace  ;  and  the  little  Dumplings,  oh  !  they 
were  astonishingly  like..  One  felt  as  if  one  must  give  them 
some  barley-sugar. 

The  poor  little  Dumplings !  burnt  and  frightened,  they 
had  been  obliged  to  leave  the  feast,  about  which  they  had  re- 

joiced for  three  weeks.  During  the  whole  evening  some  of 

us  had  kept  stealing  up  to  them  with  apples,  sugar-bread, 
and  so  on.  The  jSIagister  himself  at  first  had  been  the  most 
industrious  upon  the  stairs  ;  but  after  he  had  fallen  down  three 
several  times  upon  this  path,  which  was  but  little  known  to 
him,  he  remained  quietly  in  the  drawing-room.  Her  Honour 
had,  dui'iug  the  evening,  said  at  least  six  times  to  me,  with  an 
expression  of  the  greatest  disquiet,  "  My  poor  little  boys  !  I 
shall  positively  sit  up  with  them  to-night!"  And  I  replied, 
every  time,  "  That  shall  not  her  Honour,  but  I  will  sit  up 
with  them  !"  "  But  you  will  certainly  sleep  !"  "  I  shall  not 
sleep,  your  Honour!"  "Parole  d'honneur?"  "Parole 
d'honneur,  your  Honour !"  And,  chased  by  the  uneasiness 
of  her  Honour,  I  went  up  to  them,  before  the  company  had 
separated,  well  supplied  with  packets  of  plaster,  bottles  of 
drops,  and  sweet  things. 

The  little  boys  were  much  pleased  with  the  latter,  and  en- 
thanted  that,  merely  on  their  account,  a  light  should  be  kept 
burning  all  the  niglit.  The  adventure  of  the  evening  occupied 
them  greatly,  and  they  had  never  done  informing  me  how  the 
Magister  had  knocked  them,  how  they  liad  fallen  down,  and 
what  they  felt  and  thought  as  the  Magister  let  the  tea-kettle 
fall  upon  them.  Axel  thought  about  the  deluge,  Claes  upon 
the  last  judgment.    Amid  these  relations  they  went  to  sleep. 

At  half-past  eleven  I  heard  the  noise  of  bells,  horses, 
and  carriages  before  the  house  of  the  Colonel.  At  twelve 

o'clock  all  was  still  and  silent,  as  well  within  as  without  the 
house. 
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"Tliey  will  soon  all  be  sweetly  asleep,"  thought  I,  and 
began  by  degrees  to  be  indescribably  sleepy. 

Nothing  is  more  painful  than  to  be  alone,  to  be  sleepy  and 
be  compelled  to  keep  awake,  especially  when  those  for  whom 
one  keeps  awake  snore  with  all  their  might ;  and  had  I  not 

given  my  parole  d'honneur  not  to  close  my  eyes,  I  should 
probably  have  speedily  done  so.  I  knit  at  my  stocldng ;  but 
was  obliged  to  put  it  down,  because  every  minute  I  was 
nearly  pricking  my  eyes.  I  read,  and  did  not  understand  a 
word  which  I  read.  I  looked  out  of  the  window,  gazed  upon 
the  moon  and  thought — on  nothing.  The  wick  of  my  candle 
grew  as  big  as  a  lily.  I  wished  to  snuff  it — I  unfortunately 
snuffed  it  out. 

My  part  as  watcher  became  by  this  means  more  difficult 
than  ever.  I  endeavoured  now  to  keep  myself  awake  by 
terror,  and  wished  in  the  uncertain  glimmering  of  the  white 
stove,  to  see  the  ghost  of  the  White  Lady.  I  thought  if  a 
cold  hand  should  suddenly  seize  mine,  and  a  voice  should 
whisper  horrible  words  in  my  ear,  or  a  bloody  form  should 
ascend  up  from  the  floor — when  suddenly  the  crowing  voice 
of  a  cock  was  heard  in  a  neighbouring  yard,  which,  in  con- 

nexion with  the  dawning  day,  chased  away  all  imaginary 
spectres. 

The  melancholy  song  of  two  little  chimney-sweepers,  who, 
from  the  tops  of  their  smoky  pleasure-houses  saluted  the 
morning,  formed  the  overture  to  the  general  awaking  life. 

In  the  region  of  the  kitchen  soon  blazed  a  friendly  fire  ; 
coffee  diffused  its  Arabian  perfume  through  the  atmosphere 
of  the  house  ;  people  moved  about  in  the  streets,  and  through 
tlie  clear  winter-air  sounded  the  musical  bells  of  the  churches 

which  invited  to  morning  prayers.  The  smoke-clouds  curled 
purple-tinted  up  to  the  bright  blue  heaven,  and  with  joy  T 
saw  at  length  the  beams  of  the  sun,  which  first  greeted  the 
vane  and  stars  of  the  church  towers,  and  afterwards  spread 
their  mantles  of  light  over  the  roofs  of  the  dwellings  of  man. 

The  world  around  me  opened  bright  eyes  ;  I  thought  about 

closing  mine ;  and  as  glad  voices  greeted  me  with  "  Good 
morning,"  I  replied,  half  asleep,  "  Grood  night,'' 
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DIKXEE.       EAaOUT    OF    MAX!    THISGS. 

The  weddiag-day — has  also  a  morrow  I — a  wearisome  day 
in  the  bridal  house  !  Of  all  the  festivity  of  tlie  preceding 
day  one  has  only  that  which  remains  of  an  extinguished  light 
— the  fume.  And  when  from  the  familiar  circle  of  home, 
together  with  all  festal  sounds  and  habUiments,  has  vanished 
also  a  friendly  countenance  (one  of  the  star-lights  of  its 
heaven),  then  it  is  not  extraordinary  that  its  horizon  is 

cloudy ; — yes,  my  little  Julie,  I  thought  it  quite  natural  that 
you  got  up  and  went  about  all  day  like  a  rain-cloud,  whilst 
youi"  brother  was  not  unlike  a  tempest,  as  he  wandered  from 
one  room  to  another  humming  the  "  songs  of  the  stars," which  was  horrible  to  hear. 

Everybody  had  agreed  that  the  new-married  pair  would 

pass  this  day  with  Algernon's  old  grandmother,  who  lived 
quite  retired  from  the  world,  with  her  maid,  her  cat,  her 
weak  eyes,  and  her  human  love,  which  occasioned  her  to  wish 
that  nobody  should  ever  marry — which  pious  wish  she  had 
even  expressed  to  her  grandson  and  Emilia,  but  in  vain.  She 
had,  in  the  mean  time,  spite  of  her  vexation,  wished  to  see 
the  young  couple  at  her  house,  and  had  herself,  as  report 
said,  peeled  the  apples  for  the  apple-cake  which  was  to  crown 
the  conclusion  of  the  frugal  dinner.  The  day  afterwards  we 
were  to  see  them  with  us,  and  the  next  we  were  to  pass  with 
them. 

In  the  mean  time  we  spent  the  day  after  the  bridal  in  a 
sort  of  stupid  quietness.  Her  Honour  ate  the  whole  day 
nothing  but  thin  water-gruel. 

After  we  had  brought  this  heavy  day  to  an  end,  and  every 
one  had  betaken  himself  to  his  chamber,  Julie  felt  a  lively 
need  to  animate  herself  a  little  ;  she  sent  for  walnuts,  came 
into  my  room  and  sate  down  to  crack  them,  and  to  praise  her 
bridegroom. 

"  How  incomparably  charming  he  is !  So  regular,  so  sen- 
sible, so  even  in  temper,  so  pleasant,  so — so  order — (a  deli- 

cate nut !) — so  attentive,  so  prudent,  so  regular  in  his  affairs 
— not  niggardly  either — so  good — not  too  good  either — so — 

80  altogether  just  what  he  should  be!" 



JFLIE's  A^fXIETT.  34^3 

I  nodded  my  approval  of  all  this,  wishing  Julie  mucli  hap- 
piness, and — yawned  quite  indescribably.  There  are  per- 
fections which  put  one  to  sleep. 

The  next  day  we  had  a  little  fresher  wind.  The  newly- 
married  pair  came  to  dinner.  A  cap  suits  Emilia  excellently  ; 
she  was  gentle,  pleasant,  amiable,  but  not  exactly  gay ; 
whilst,  on  the  contrary,  Algernon  was  unusually  cheerful, 
animated,  and  talkative.  This  annoyed  and  vexed  Julie  ;  she 
looked  at  them  alternately,  and  knew  not  exactly  where  she 
was.  The  domestics  put  themselves  to  infinite  pains  to  call 

Emilia  "  her  Honour."  This  new  appellation  did  not  seem 
to  give  her  any  pleasure  ;  and  when  an  old  faithful  servant 

said  to  her  for  the  seventh  time,  "  Sweet  Miss — ah,  Lord 
Jesus! — her  Honour,"  Emilia  said,  somewhat  impatiently 
and  weariedly — "  Dear  me,  let  it  be  :  it  is  not  really  so  im- 

portant." The  servants  presented  no  dish  to  her  at  table 
without  making  it  very  formidable  with  their  question — 
"Does  your  Honour  please  ?"  "  Tes,  yes,  the  man  knows 
what  he  is  about,"  remarked  the  Colonel.  Emilia  looked  as 
if  she  did  not  find  his  knowledge  at  all  agreeable. 

Julie,  full  of  anxiety,  took  her  sister  after  dinner  into 
another  room,  threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  her,  and, 

clasping  her  arms  around  her,  exclaimed  with  tears,  "  Emilia, 
how  is  it  ?  Sweet  Emilia  !  Oh,  heavens  ! — thou  art  not 
happy — thou  lookest — dejected!  Art  thou  not  satisfied? 
Art  thou  not  happy  !" 

Emilia  embraced  her  sister  warmly,  and  said,  consolingly, 
but  with  tears  in  her  gentle  eyes  : 

"  I  ought  to  be,  indeed,  sweet  Julie  ;  llgemon  is  so  good, 
so  noble — I  must  be  happy  with  him." 

But  Julie,  like  all  persons  of  lively  tempers,  was  not  satis- 

fied with  this.  "  I  ought  to  be  !"  She  wished  for  "  I  am," 
and  considered  it  quite  desperate,  unheard  of,  and  unnatural, 
that  a  young  wife  should  not  be  indescribably  happy.  She 
had  read  novels.  She  behaved  through  the  remainder  of  the 
day  stiffly  towards  Algernon,  who  did  not  seem  to  trouble 
himself  particularly  about  it. 

A\^hen  Emilia,  with  tearful  eyes,  had  again  parted  from 
her  home,  Julie  gave  full  scope  to  her  displeasure,  and 
highly  enraged  herself  against  Algernon,  who  could  be  so 
well  pleased  and  merry  whilst  Emilia  was  so  dejected ;  he 
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•was  an  icicle,  a  savage,  a  heathen,  a   .  N.B.  The  Co- 
lonel and  her  Honour  were  not  present  during  this  philippic ; 

the  Cornet,  again,  took  another  view  of  the  affair — was 
displeased  with  Emilia,  who,  he  thought,  required  too 

much  from  her  husband.  "  Had  not  he,  poor  fellow,  to 
spring  up  and  look  for  her  work-basket  ?  Did  he  not  put 
on  her  fur  shoes,  her  shawl,  her  cloak  ?  And  did  she  once 

thank  him  ?"  Julie  took  her  sister's  part ;  the  Cornet,  Al- 
gernon's ;  the  spirit  of  controversy  already  threw  various 

bitter  seeds  into  the  dispute  ;  and  the  good  brother  and 
sister  might,  perhaps,  have  remained  at  variance  had  not 

they,  as  they  both  stooped  to  pick  up  Helena's  needle, 
knocked  their  heads  together,  the  shock  of  which  ended  the 
contention  by  a  burst  of  laughter ;  and  the  question  of  the 
rights  of  man  and  woman — that  sea,  upon  whose  billows  the 
two  disputants  found  themselves  unexpectedly  betrayed — 
was  quickly  given  up. 

The  next  da}'  was  consolatory  for  Julie.  Emilia  was  gayer 
and  happier  to  receive  her  parents  and  her  brother  and 
sisters  in  her  own  home,  busied  herself  with  the  most  uncon- 

strained grace,  with  the  warmest  cordiality,  to  entertain 
them  well.  All  the  Colonel's  favourite  dishes  were  on  the 

table,  and  Emilia's  eyes  gleamed  with  joy  as  her  lather  de- 
sired to  be  helped  a  second  time  to  turtle  soup,  adding  that 

it  was  "  outrageously  good!"  Her  Honour  was  not  a  little 
pleased  with  the  excellence  and  good  order  of  the  dinner,  as 
well  as  with  all  the  arrangements  overhead.  She  glanced, 
to  be  sure,  a  little  uneasily  at  a  pudding,  one  side  of  which 
seemed  to  be  somewhat  ruinous;  but  Julie  turned  round 

the  dish  unobservedly,  and  her  Honour,  being  near-sighted, 
believed  that  the  fault  lay  in  her  own  eyes,  and  was  satisfied. 

Emilia  had  the  deportment  of  a  housewife,  and  it  became 
her  infinitely  well.  The  Cornet  was  charmed  with  his  sister, 
and  with  everything  that  surrounded  her  in  her  new  home ; 
everything  spoke  Swedish,  thought  he ;  sofas,  and  chairs, 
•ind  tables,  and  curtains,  and  porcelain,  and  so  on.  There 
was  nothing  foreign  ;  and  it  was  precisely  this,  according  to 
his  opinion,  which  made  one  feel  so  comfortable  and  so  much 
at  home. 

Julie  was  much  pleased  with  Algernon,  who,  if  he  did  not 
exactly  make  much  of  his  young  wife,  yet  either  was  beside 
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her,  or  continually  followed  her  witli  his  loving  eyes ;  one 
saw  plainly  how  his  soul  surrounded  her,  and  Emilia  cast 
towards  him  many  bright  and  friendly  glances  in  return  for 
his. 
How  good  the  coffee  tastes  when  there  is  snow  falling 

without,  and  there  is  the  air  of  summer  within.  That  we 
ladies  all  found,  as  we,  in  the  afternoon,  assembled  around  a 
blazing  fire,  enjoying  the  Arabian  beverage,  had  a  long  and 
cheerful  conversation,  during  which  Emilia  talked  of  the 
domestic  institutions  and  arrangements  which  she  thought 
of  making,  that  she  might  bring  comfort  and  good  order  into 
her  home ;  and  of  which  she  had  in  part  talked,  and  should 
further  talk  of,  with  her — her  husband.  (This  little  word 
caused  Emilia  some  little  difiiculty  in  the  utterance.)  And 
see !  it  was  all  quite  prudent,  quite  good,  quite  to  tlie  pur- 

pose. We  proved  all,  accurately  and  maturely,  between  the 
coffee-cups  and  the  blazing  of  the  fire  ;  we  added  to,  and 
deducted ;  and  could  not,  however,  find  out  anything  much 
better  than  that  which  Emilia  had  herself  devised. 

A  family  is,  at  the  same  time,  like  a  poem  and  a  machine. 
Its  poetry  or  song  of  the  feelings,  which  streams  through, 
and  unites,  one  with  another,  all  its  members ;  which  twines 
flower-wreaths  around  the  thorny  crowns  of  life,  and  brightens 

with  the  green  of  hope  "the  naked  rocks  of  reality,"  there- 
with every  human  heart  is  acquainted.  But  the  machinery 

(without  whose  well-directed  movements  V opera  della  vita, 
however,  remains  a  fragment  without  support)  many  regard 
as  not  essential,  and  neglect  it.  And  yet  this  part  of  the 
institution  uf  domestic  life  is  not  the  least  important  to  its 
harmonious  progress.  It  is  with  this  machinery  as  with  the 
clock.  Are  all  wheels,  springs,  and  so  on,  well  arranged  ? 
It  needs  merely  that  the  pendulum  swing,  and  all  is  set  in 
proper  motion,  which  goes  on  as  if  of  itself,  with  order,  and 
the  golden  finger  of  peace  and  prosperity  points  out  the 
hours  upon  the  clear  face. 

Emilia  felt  this,  and  she  was  determined,  from  the  begin- 
ning, so  to  arrange  her  home  and  her  household,  that  they, 

spite  of  the  little  accidental  blows  and  knocks  of  fate,  should 
stand  to  the  end,  till  the  weight  had  run  down. 

One  great  and  important  thing  towards  the  accomplish* 
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ment  of  this  eud  is  tlie  prudent  and  exact  management  of 

money  matters  in  housekeeping.  In  Emilia's  case,  this  was 
put  upon  a  good  and  rational  footing.  From  the  great  com- 

mon purse  there  branched  out  and  arranged  themselves 
various  little  purses,  wliieh,  like  brooks  flowing  from  one  and 
the  same  fountain  considerately  towards  various  quarters, 
made  the  household  plantations  fruitful. 

Emilia  was  to  receive  annually,  for  her  own  particular  ex- 
penditure, a  certain  sum,  which  she  should  devote  to  her. 

own  dress  and  other  little  purposes,  which  were  not  to  come 
into  the  household  register.  And  as  her  dress  was  always 
to  continue  simple  and  tasteful  as  it  had  hitherto  been,  slie 
would  be  able  to  spend  a  great  part  of  this  money  to  gladden 
her  own  heart.  Gruess,  or  say  in  what  manner,  dear  reader 
— you  know  how. 

A  woman  ought  to  have  lier  own  purse,  great  or  small, 
whichever  it  may  be.  Ten,  fifty,  a  hundred,  or  a  thousand 
dollars,  according  to  circumstances,  but  lier  own,  for  which 

she  accounts  only  to — lierself.  Would  you  know  "  why," 
you  gentlemen  who  make  your  wives  render  an  account  of 
pins  and  farthings  ?  AVhy,  most  especially  and  particularly 
for  your  own  sublime  peace  and  prosperity .  Ton  do  not 
think  so  ?  Well,  then.  A  maid-servant  knocks  down  a  tea- 

cup, a  servant  breaks  a  glass,  or  suddenly  tea-pot,  cup,  and 
glass,  all  at  once  fall  in  pieces,  and  nobody  has  broken  them  ; 
and  so  on.  The  wife  who  has  not  her  own  purse,  but  who 
must  replace  the  cups  and  glass,  goes  to  her  husband,  relates 
the  misfortune,  and  begs  for  a  little  to  make  good  the 

damage.  He  scolds  the  ser\'ants,  his  wife,  who  ought  to  look 
after  the  servants.  "  Money,  indeed  ! — a  little  money — 
money  does  not  grow  out  of  the  ground,  nor  yet  is  it  rained 

down  from  heaven — many  small  brooks  make  a  great  river." 
And  such  like.  At  last  he  gives  a  little  money,  and  remains 
often  in  a  very  ill  humour. 

Again,  if  the  wife  have  her  own  little  purse,  then  such 
little  vexations  never  come  near  him.  Children,  servants, 
misfortune,  remain  the  same ;  but  no  disorder  is  remarked  ; 
all  is  made  right  as  at  first ;  all  is  in  order  ;  and  the  head  of 
the  house,  who,  perhaps,  with  the  greatest  ease,  could  lay 
down  a  thousand  rixdoUarsat  once,  need  not  for  a  few  pence, 
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squeezed  out  at  different  times,  lose  tlie  equipoisb  of  his 
temper,  which  is  as  invaluable  to  the  whole  house  as  to 
himself. 

And  dost  thou  reckon  as  nothing,  thou  unfeeling  nabob, 
those  little  surprises,  those  little  birthday  and  name-day 
pleasures,  with  which  thy  wife  can  give  herself  the  delight  of 
surprising  thee — those  thousand  small  pleasures  which,  uu- 
expected  as  falling  stars,  gleam,  like  them,  on  the  heaven  of 
home,  and  which  must  all  come  to  thee  from  the  affection  of 

thy  wife,  through — a  little  money,  which  thou  must  give  to 
her  in  the  gross,  in  order  to  receive  again  in  the  small,  with 
rich  interest  of  comfort  and  happiness. 

Now,  is  it  clear  yet  ?  Algernon  had  long  seen  this,  and 

that  operated  greatly  on  Emilia's  future  happiness. 
To  every  true  woman's  heart  it  is  indescribably  delightful 

to  give — to  feel  itself  alive  in  the  satisfaction  aad  happiness 
of  others  ; — it  is  the  sunshine  of  the  heart,  and  is  more 
needed  here  in  the  cold  North  perhaps  than  elsewhere.  Bo- 
sides  this,  a  little  freedom  is  so  refreshing. 

But  where  was  I  just  now?  Ah!  taking  coffee  with 
Emilia,  Thence  go  we  upon  the  wings  of  time  to  undertake 
a  longer  journey. 

He  who  undertakes  to  relate  histories  with  the  pen,  must 

take  good  care  how  he  husbands  the  reader's  patience. 
Sometimes  he  can  very  well  give  an  account  of  to-day,  of  to- 

morrow, and  the  next  day ;  but  on  other  occasions  he  must 
lump  together  time  and  circumstance,  if  he  do  not  wish  that 
the  reader  shall  lump  together  liis  book,  and  jump  from  the 
fifth  to  the  eighth  chapter.  Highly  important  is  it  that  it 
should  not  be  so  with  my  honourable  family ;  so  I  hasten  to 
take  a  little  leap  over  probably  three  mojiths,  and  only 
shortly  to  put  together  how  my  H   friends  passed  them. 

Julie  and  her  bridegroom  passed  them  in  walking.  Every 
day,  when  the  weather  permitted  it,  they  went  with  the 
whole  length  of  Queen-street,  exchanged  greetings  and  talked 
with  acquaintance,  noticed  figures  and  dresses  with  the 
pleasant  consciousness  how  handsome  and  distinguished 
their  own  were.  Sometimes  they  went  to  a  shop  and  bought 

trifles,  or  ate  at  Berndt's  a  tart,  which  was  often  "  dreadfully 
delicious."  In  the  evenings  there  was  a  supper  somewiiere, 
or  an  exhibition  somewhere,  or  a  ball  somewhere — and  this 
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always  furnialied  a  subject  for  the  next  day ;  so  that,  tliaiik 
heaven  !  the  betrotlied  had  no  lack  of  conversation.  Beside.s 

tliis,  Lieutenant  Arvid,  who  had  everywhere  entrance  into 
tlie  great  world,  had  always  something  small  to  relate — some 
anecdote  of  the  day,  some  word  of  this  and  this  about  that 
and  that ;  and  so  it  was  all  very  amusing — thought  Julie. 

The  Cornet  had  taken  an  odd  fancy.  He  had  set  himself 
to  study.  Studied  the  science  of  war,  of  mathematics,  his- 

tory, etc.,  and  discovered  more  and  more  that  as  his  bodily 
eyes  were  formed  to  look  in  all  directions  over  the  earth  and 
up  to  heaven,  so  also  was  his  spiritual  eye  designed  to  look 
into  the  kingdoms  of  nature  and  science,  and  to  acknowledge 
the  light  of  heaven  in  these.  It  was  peculiar,  that  the  more 
he  learned  to  see,  the  darker  he  became.  He  had  dread  of 
and  for  spectres !  Yes,  gentlemen,  it  is  actually  true,  and 
the  spectre  which  he  feared  has  been  from  time  immemorial 
known  in  the  world  under  the  name  of  Ignorance,  an  extra- 

ordinarily fat  lady,  dressed  in  a  shining  white  stuft';  Self- 
sufficiency,  her  long-necked  daughter,  who  always  went  and 
trod  in  the  footsteps  of  her  sweet  mamma ;  and  Boasting, 
who  might  be  the  ghost  of  an  old  French  language-master, 
wdio  during  his  lifetime  was  related  to  this  lady,  and  often 
was  seen  in  company  with  her. 

For  the  rest,  he  sought  gladly  the  company  of  older  and 
more  learned  men ;  was  much  at  home  with  his  father  and 
with  Helena,  and  often  let  his  young  gentlemen  acquaint- 

ances knock  and  shake  his  bolted  door  in  vain.  Sometimes, 
nevertheless,  he  would  be  in  doubt  whether  he  should  not 

open  it,  because  he  thought — "  Perhaps  my  good  friends 
come  to  repay  me  my  money  ;"  but  then  he  considered  to 
himself  and  thought  again,  "  then  they  would  not  shake  the 
door  so  stoutly,"  and  he  remained  quiet.  The  Cornet  had 
two  young  friends  for  whom,  at  a  given  sign,  his  door  always 
flew  open.  These  young  men  formed  a  noble  triumvirate. 

Tlieir  watchword,  in  time  of  war  as  in  peace,  was,  "  For- 
wards!    March!" 

Emilia  and  Algernon  made  a  journey  in  the  beginning  of 
April  to  Blekinge,  where,  on  a  large  estate,  an  old  aunt  and 

godmother  of  Emilia's  lived.  Emilia  received  immediately 
after  her  marriage  a  letter  from  her,  in  which  she  begged 
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Emilia  and  her  husband  to  visit  her  as  soon  as  possible.  S\fe 
nad  lately  lost  her  only  child,  a  son,  and  wished  now,  at  the 
age  of  sixty,  to  gladden,  or  rather  to  reanimate,  her  heart,  by 
giving  it  something  else  to  love,  to  live  for.  She  desired  the 
new-married  pair  to  spend  the  spring  and  summer  with  her ; 
she  spoke  of  neighbours,  and  of  various  good  and  pleasant 
things  which  could  make  their  summer  residence  agreeable. 
Slie  mentioned  that  she  should  make  her  will;  that  her  pro- 

perty would  be  theirs  after  her  death,  if  they  would  regard 
her  as  a  mother. 

"Upon  my  word  a  beautiful  letter!"  said  Uncle  P   . 
"  Set  off  straight  there  at  once,  nephew,  with  your  wife — 
have  the  horses  put  to  the  carriage  immediately.  I  wish  I 
were  in  your  clothes,  you  lucky  fellow  !  Wait  till  the  begin- 

ning of  April  ? — Madness  !  What,  and  if  the  old  lady  should 
die  in  the  mean  time  ?  Sir,  that  is  what  one  may  call  sleep- 

ing over  one's  luck !  I  would  take  care  that  it  did  not 
happen  to  me  ! — Dear  Julie,  wake  me  when  the  coffee 
comes  in." 
When  the  travelling-carriage  stood  before  the  door,  and 

the  weeping  Emilia  sate  beside  Algernon  exchanging  tearful 
heartfelt  glances  and  anxious  adieus  with  her  parents  and 
family,  who  stood  around  the  carriage,  Algernon  seized  her 

hand,  and  inquired,  "  Wouldst  thou  now  rather  remain  here 
with  these,  or  go  with  me  ?" 

"  Gro  with  thee,"  replied  Emilia,  gently. 
"  With  thy  whole  heart  ?" 
"  With  my  whole  heart !" 
"  Drive  off!"  exclaimed  Algernon,  gaily. 
"  Emilia,  we  accompany  each  other  on  the  journey — • 

through  life !" 
The  carriage  rolled  away.  Oh  that  the  carriage  of  every 

marriage  swung  upon  such  springs  ! 

Quietly  and  sadly  did  the  blind  girl  pass  her  dark  days ; 
her  health  visibly  declined.  Her  soul  resembled  the  fires  in 
a  charcoal-heap ;  its  flames  appear  not,  do  not  burst  forth, 
but  consume  their  dw^elling  silently  and  surely.  In  song 
alone  did  she  at  times  utter  forth  her  feelings,  and  when  she 
believed  herself  to  be  alone  she  composed  both  words  and 
music — which  bore  the  stamp  of  an  unhappy  and  unquiet 
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heart.  In  company  she  spoke  scarcely  a  word,  and  only  her 
incessant  occupation  of  twisting  around  her  hands  and 
fingers  a  ribbon  or  a  cord,  betrayed  the  restless  disquiet  of 
her  heart.    

There  is  in  woman  a  state  of  mind  which  operates  by 
causing  to  do  well  whatever  she  does  in  her  domestic  circle ; 
which  causes  a  quiet  peace  to  attend  her,  like  that  of  a  plea- 

sant spring  day ;  that  where  she  lingers,  lingers  also  a  pros- 
perity and  a  well-being  which  she  imparts  to  every  one  who 

approaches  her ;  this  state  of  mind  proceeds  from  a  pure, 
god-fearing  and  devoted  heart.  Happy,  happy  above  all 
others  (however  in  other  respects  richly  gifted)  who  is  pos- 

sessed of  this  !  And  happy  was  Helena,  for  it  was  she  who 
was  thus  richly  gifted.  In  a  letter  which  she  wrote  at  this 
time  to  a  friend,  she  painted  vividly  herself  her  happy  con- 
dition. 

"  Thou  askest  what  I  do  ?"  Avrote  she  at  the  conclusion  of 

the  letter:  "  I  enjoy  life  in  every  moment  of  it.  My  parents, 
my  family,  my  work,  my  books,  my  flowers,  the  sun,  the 
stars,  heaven  and  earth  :  all  give  me  joy,  all  make  me  feel  the 
indescribable  joy  of  happiness  and  of  existence.  Thou  askest 
me  what  I  do  when  dark  thoughts  and  doubts  seize  upon  my 
soul.  1  have  them  not — for  I  trust  in  God ;  I  love  him,  I 
hope  in  him.  I  have  no  cares  or  anxious  fears,  for  I  know 
that  he  will  make  all  right — that  sometime  all  will  be  good 
and  bright.  Thus  thinking,  thus  feeling,  I  must  indeed  be 

happy   "    
"  Curro,  curri,  curruni,  currere,^^  repeated  the  little 

Dumplings.  "  Cururri,  cursunt,  currere,  you  little  sinners !" 
corrected  the  Magister ;  and  thereon  they  honestly  spent  (I 
never  exaggerate  !)  nearly  three  months. 

"  It  goes  on  slowly — but  it  goes  on  safely,"  said  the 
Magister  consolingly,  and  full  of  consolation,  to  her  Honour. 

Her  Honour — God  bless  her  excellent  Honour  ! — but 
could  it  only  have  been  managed  that  for  her  our  flight  into 
the  country  had  been  without  so  much  trouble,  so  many  an 

*'  ah  !  ho  !"  and  so  many  packages  and  so  many  trunks  !  The 
Colonel  said,  half  in  joke,  a  little  word  on  this  subject. 

"  That  is  easily  said,"  replied  her  Honour,  gravely. 
The  Cornet,  who  could  not  bear  the  least  remark  about  his 
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mother,  in  whose  proceeding  and  action  he  would  never  see 
the  least  fault,  held  by  her  in  all  her  trouble,  and  contradicted 
us,  who  thought  it  a  little  unnecessary ;  and  when  she  was 
altogether  too  much  put  out  of  sorts,  he  went  about  singing 

"  God  save  the  King"  (the  only  English  which  he  knew),  in 
order  to  withdraw  our  attention  from  her  Honour. 

A  month  before  and  a  month  after  the  removal,  she 
wearied  herself  and  worked  for  our  good,  and  on  the  day  of 
the  journey  itself — oh  heavens ! 

What  packing  and  pitching, 
In  cellar  and  kitchen ! 

In  parlour  and  hall 
All  the  things  have  a  ball, 
And  wherever  we  tread 
Things  turn  heels  over  head. 
And  gentlefolks  ringing, 
And  servants  off  springing. 

Guests  come,  and  breakfasts  and  trunks  in  array, 
All  throng  about  us  and  all  must  have  way. 
Of  friendship  they  talk,  goose  and  beefsteak  attack, 
And  up  go  the  mouths  all — and  up  goes  the  pack; 

The  lady  smiles,  groans,  and  then  sighs  forth  "  Good  lack !" Quick  the  travelling  time  comes, 
The  alarum  drum  booms. 

Thus  hurrying,  thus  hurrying — run  hither  and  hither ! 
"  Drive  onward !  drive  onward !  the  mantles  bring  hither !" 

Such  packing  and  stowing 
Keminds  me  of  going ; 

and  going  to- 

THOESBOEG : 

The  paternal  estate  of  the  Colonel,  where  we  arrived  in 
the  middle  of  May. 

Had  I  a  drop  of  the  vein  which  sprung  forth  from  Sir 

Walter  Scott's  inkstand,  spread  itself  through  "  all  lands," 
and  has  wetted  with  historical-antiquarian  ink  the  pens  of 
hundreds  of  authors,  then  would  I  give  in  this  place  a 
magnificent  description  of  the  stately  castle  of  Thorsborg, 

built  during  the  Thirty  Tears'  "War  by  a  high-minded  and 
nobly  descended  lady  in  nine  months'  time,  with  walls  as  firm 
as  the  minds  of  those  times,  and  with  leaded  window  panes, 
as  small  as  the  rays  of  light  which  emanated  in  those  days 
from  the  cloisters.   I  would  tell  how  Mrs.  Barbro  Akesdotter, 
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of  Goholm  and  Hedeso,  wife  of  the  Admiral  Stjembjelko 
(whose  portrait  is  to  be  seen  at  Thorsborg,  and  shows  her  to 
have  beeu  a  proud  and  dignified  woman),  in  order  to  surprise 
her  husband,  then  fighting  for  the  cause  of  freedom  in 
Germany,  she  raised  this  noble  building  upon  the  height 
where  it  now  stands  in  princely  grandeiir,  commanding  im- 

measurable fields  and  meadows,  to  an  extent  of  many  miles  ; 
and  how  she,  on  the  an-ival  of  her  hero  at  the  home  of  hia 
fathers,  had  burning  lights  placed  in  all  the  windows  of  the 
castle,  in  order  to  delight  and  charm  his  eyes.  I  would  also 
whisper  that  this  was  not  successful,  and  that  tradition  says 

that  lie  was  exceeding  angry  at  IMrs.  Barbro's  handiworks.  I would  further  relate  somewhat  of  the  fate  of  the  successors 

who  afterwards  lived  upon  the  estate,  of  whom  one,  who  was 
gifted  with  the  power  of  a  skald,  scratched  upon  a  pane  of 
glass  in  the  castle  saloon,  and  which,  in  the  time  of  Colonel 
H   ,  was  still  to  be  seen,  the  following  distich,  as  a  me- 

morial of  themselves,  and  for  our  edification : 

"  Miss  SiCTid  with  her  Soop, 

Are  both  great  fools." 

And  if  I  had  descended  down  the  stream  of  time,  from  the 
burnt-out  volcanoes  of  the  Middle  Ages  to  the  calm  places  of 
rest  of  our  days,  I  would,  wandering  among  these,  searching 
among  the  remains  of  the  lava-streams,  and  after  the  ex- 

tinguished fires  collected  in  the  urns  of  memory,  scatter  them 
through  these  pages,  and — that  is  to  say  (to  talk  a  little  less 
flowery),  I  would  speak  about  all  the  old  armour,  helmets  and 
spears,  which  still  are  preserved  at  Thorsborg,  and  which 
Cornet  Carl  embraced  with  particular  tenderness ;  of  the 
bloody  dresses,  swords,  murder-balls,  and  such  like  ;  and 
mention  among  the  peaceful  remembrances,  the  doors,  over- 

laid with  a  thousand  wooden  figures,  of  the  sleeping-room  of 
Gustavus  Adolphus  the  Second,  which  were  removed  here 
from  the  more  ancient  castle ;  of  the  immeasurable  saloon 

with  its  floor  of  oak  laid  chequer-wise,  and  the  oak  spars  of 
its  roof;  of  the  portrait  of  Mrs.  Barbro,  as  she  sits  with  her 
trowel  in  her  hand ;  of  her  spinning-wheel,  etc.  ;  and,  in 
order  not  to  forget  salt  to  the  soup,  would  I  not  forget  to  re- 

late of  the  spectral  apparitions  which  occur  in  the  castle,  and 
which  nobody  was  so  liable  to  perceive  as  the  Magister.    He 
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often  Iveard  terrible  sounds — a  mixture  of  the  clangour  of  the 
trumpet  and  the  howl  of  the  wolf ;  he  heard  how  at  night- 

time there  was  a  soft  moving  about  in  the  billiard-hall ;  how 
the  balls  rattled ;  small  bells  were  rung,  and  so  on.  I  would 
relate  how  the  people  in  the  house  knew  about  one  ghost, 
which  walked  without  a  head  in  the  great  oak  saloon  in 
moonlight  evenings  ;  and  how  very  often,  amid  dark  nights, 

lights  suddenly  gleamed  fi'om  all  the  windows  ;  and  how  there 
was  nobody  who  had  not  heard  sofas,  tables,  and  chairs 
dragged  with  a  terrible  noise  up  and  down  the  room  where 
nobody  was  ;  and  that  even  her  Honour — Hu  !  but  I  begin 
to  be  horrified  myself;  and  I  now  see  clearly  how  I  have  only 
ability  with  common  ink  to  write  about  common  and  every- 

day things  ;  and  therefore  find  it  more  safe  and  agreeable  to 
tell  how  the  little  Dumplings,  happy  beyond  all  description  to 
be  in  the  country,  leapt  about,  and  dug  among  the  ditches 
and  heaps  of  stones,  where  were  the  ruins  of  the  old  house, 
sought  for  treasures  and  found — primroses.  How  Julie 
herself,  like  a  butterfly,  sprang  after  her  winged  sister  beings, 
defying  her  bridegroom  to  run  in  pursuit  of  her,  until  she 
observed  that  it  was  not  worth  her  trouble,  for  he  did  not 
exert  himself  at  all — "  It  was  too  warm." 

He  liked,  above  all  things,  to  sit  upon  a  soft  sofa  with  his 
little  bride,  comfortably  resting  upon  the  softly  swelling 

cushions,  in  a  sort  of  inward  observation  of  life's — easy  side. 
In  the  mean  time  he  busied  himself  with  hunting  alternately 
on  the  Colonel's  estate  and  that  of  his  own  father.  His 
father  was  a  cheerful,  good-hearted,  grey-headed  man,  who 
esteemed  highly  five  things  on  earth  ;  namely,  his  old  noble 
name,  his  son,  the  friendship  of  Colonel  H   ,  his  set  of 

white  horses  called  "  swans,"  and  his  tobacco-pipe,  for  the 
lighting  of  which  an  incessant  fire  burnt,  both  winter  and 
summer,  in  his  stove.  He  was  enchanted  with  his  little 

daughter-in-law  elect,  who,  however,  played  him  many  a 
little  trick,  over  which  he  was  just  as  easily  made  angry  as  he 
was  easily  put  into  good  humour  again.  He  related  histories 
willingly,  exaggerated  prodigiously,  swore  boldly,  and  was, 
after  all,  that  which  people  called  a  man  of  honour. 

At  Thorsborg  the  family  soon  fell  into  a  quiet  and  cheerful 
way  of  life.  Her  Honour  went  about,  to  be  sure,  with  her 
bunch  of  keys  and  her  troubles,  but  allowed  nobody  to  dia- 2a 
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turb  themselves  on  that  account ;  and  so  intrinsically  good 
was  she,  that  she  never  annoyed  or  made  any  one  uneasy  but 
herself. 

The  evenings  were  especially  agreeable.  When  we  were 
all  assembled  in  a  little  green  boudoir,  rich  with  pictures  and 
flowers,  and  where  the  reading  of  the  works  of  Franzen, 
Tegner,    Staguelius,    Sjoberg,    Nicander,    and   many   other 

Swedish  poets,  which  Professor  L   's  expressive  eloquence 
and  excellent  declamation  taught  us  more  to  value,  and  made 
us  every  day  richer  in  noble  and  fresh  thoughts  and  feelings. 

IVequenth',  also,  there  was  reading  of  a  more  serious  kind ; 
that,  namely,  whose  object  it  is  to  diffuse  clearness  upon 
subjects  of  the  highest  importance  to  the  human  heart — on 
God  and  immortality.  This,  I  soon  observed,  was  done  with 
an  especial  reference  to  the  blind  girl,  upon  whose  marble- 
pale  countenance  the  looks  of  the  Colonel  always  lingered 
during  the  reading  of  those  passages  where  the  rays  of 
divinity  penetrated  most  clearly  and  most  warmly,  although 
through  the  veil  of  human  weakness.  Often,  too,  were  the 
eveniugs  speut  in  conversations  on  the  same  subjects.  Pro- 

fessor L   ,  the  Colonel,  and  Helena,  took  the  principal 
part  in  these.  The  measures  taken  by  the  Colonel,  in  com- 

mon with  the  Professor,  for  the  moral  improvement  of  his 
dependents,  by  good  schools  and  other  establishments,  which 
were  intended  as  much  for  their  benefit  as  their  enjoyment, 
gave  an  unconstrained  occasion  for  these  conversations.  The 
human  being — his  organisation — his  education — his  dignity 
— his  weakness — the  ennobling  of  humanity  through  the 
rightly  preaching  of  a  rightly  understood  gospel — this  life 
in  connexion  with  the  future  ; — these  were  subjects  which 
were  nandled  by  Professor  L   with  the  greatest  warmth, 
beauty,  clearness,  and  power.  His  fervid  and  powerful  elo- 

quence, which  expressed  so  excellently  his  rich  feelings — the 
happy  ability  which  he  possessed  of  giving  clearness  even 
to  the  most  abstract  ideas,  by  examples  drawn  from  the 
rich  stores  of  history,  morals,  and  nature — the  calm,  beau- 

tiful wisdom,  which  was  the  result  of  his  learning,  and 
the  beneficial  strength  of  which  irresistibly  passed  to  the 
hearts  of  all  his  auditors — the  fine  tones  of  his  manly  voice, 
the  dignity  and  expressiveness  of  his  features — all  caused 
him  to  be  listened  to  with  delight  for  whole  hours.     And 
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when,  as  he  went  deeper  into  his  subject,  he  expressed  him- 
self with  an  ever-iucreasing  warmth,  wit?h  a  more  forcible 

utterance,  expressed  more  lofty  and  profound  ideas,  people 
felt  themselves,  as  it  were,  lifted  from  the  earth  and  brought 
nearer  to  heaven.  It  was  an  apotheosis  of  thought  and  feel- 

ing, and  the  heavenward  journey  of  the  moment  left  always 
behind  it  in  our  hearts  a  living  spark  of  the  eternal  fire. 

It  was  during  these  evenings  that  I  saw  feelings  of  a  higher 
and  nobler  kind  arise  in  the  hitherto  somewhat  childish  and 
volatile  Julie.  I  saw  her  breast  heave,  her  cheeks  crimson, 
whilst  she  listened  to  the  conversations  on  truth  and  virtue  ; 
and  her  expressive  eyes  dwelt  on  the  lips  of  the  noble  inter- 

preter, as  if  to  draw  in  every  word  ;  and  she  answered  her 
bridegroom  shortly  and  with  indifference,  as  he  sometimes 
would  solicit  her  judgment  on  pretty  little  paper  things  and 
cuttings-out,  in  which  accomplishment  he  possessed  a  real 
talent. 

The  blind  girl  remained  silent  during  these  conversations, 
and  but  rarely  did  any  movement  in  her  statue-like  counte- 

nance betray  the  feelings  which  stirred  within  her. 
We  had  also  in  the  evenings  conversations  of  another 

kind — of  a  light,  but,  nevertheless,  of  an  important  nature. 
In  these,  Cornet  Carl  and  her  Honour  took  part.  One  even- 

ing, as  Professor  L    and  the  Colonel  were  absent.  Lieu- 
tenant Arvid  gave  a  long  lecture  on  the  best  mode  of  cooking 

reindeer  flesh,  and  on  the  sauce  thereto.  Julie  inquired 

whether  Arvid' s  speech  did  not  give  us  a  great  aj^petite  to 
eat  an  early  supper,  and  go  quickly  to  bed.  Universal  ap- 
plause. 

One  day,  as  Julie  and  I  sate  at  an  open  window  and 
worked — a  pot  of  Provence  roses  standing  upon  the  table  be- 

tween us — and  we  had  long  sate  silent,  Julie  said  all  at  once, 

quite  hastily,  "Do  you  not  think?" — and  was  again  silent. 
I  looked  up  at  her,  and  asked,  "  What  then  ?" 
"Yes — that — that  Professor  L    has  something  very 

noble  in  his  countenance,  and  particularly  in  his  brow  ?" 
"  Yes,"  I  replied,  "  one  reads  there  his  noble  soul,  his 

mild  wisdom." 
Julie  smelt  at  the  Provence  rose — its  buds  seemed  to  have 

-blossomed  upon  her  cheeks. 
"Aha!"  thought  I. 2  a2 
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Again    J  u.ie   asked,    "  Do  you  not    think  ?"  New 
pause. 

"  That  Prof   ,"  said  I,  leading  the  way. 
"  Yes — that — that  Professor  L    has  a  fine  voice,  and 

that  he  talks  most  excellently  ?  He  makes  everything  so 
clear,  so  rich,  so  beautiful.  One  feels  oneself  better  whilst 

one  hears  him." 
"  That  is  true.  But  do  you  not  think  that  Lieutenant 

A  rvid  has  a  very  handsome  moustache,  very  handsome  teeth, 
and  a  particularly  pleasant  voice,  especially  when  he  says 
'  the  deuce  ta   '  " 

"  Now  you  are  malicious,  Beata,"  said  Julie,  hastily,  red- 
dening, as  she  sprang  up  and  ran  away.  In  passing  him,  she 

woke  Lieutenant  Arvid,  who  was  taking  his  after  dinner  nap 
upon  a  sofa  in  the  next  room  ;  he  grumbled  a  little,  and  de- 

manded, whilst  he  leisurely  stretched  out  his  arms  and  legs 
— a  kiss  in  compensation. 

He  received — "  Tes,  indeed  ;  pish  !" 
In  the  mean  time,  Julie  became  more  serious  every  day ; 

her  temper,  hitherto  so  constantly  cheerful  and  good,  began 
to  be  irregular,  and  sometimes  petulant ;  her  demeanour  be- 

came more  silent  and  grave,  and  sometimes  a  faint  expression 
of  melancholy  dwelt  upon  her  charming  countenance.  For 
a  long  time,  however,  none  of  her  family  remarked  this 
change  ;  every  member  of  which  had  many  afiairs  of  his  own 
to  look  after. 

Her  Honour,  whose  lively  nature  and  active  goodness 
always  kept  her  in  motion,  had  in  the  country  every  hour 
occupied.  She  was  the  comforter,  the  counsellor,  and  teacher, 
in  great  as  well  as  in  small ;  and  besides  this,  she  was  the 
physician  of  the  whole  neighbourhood.  She  was  all  this, 
with  an  ease  and  a  possession  of  mind  which  one  could  hardly 
have  expected  from  her,  in  seeing  her  troubled  manner  on 
occasions  of  the  least  perplexity  in  her  own  home  and  iiouse- 
hold.  She  herself  went  about  to  people  with  medicines  and 
encouragement,  soup  and  good  counsel ;  and  the  first  gave 
substance  and  force  to  the  latter.  She  was  the  darling  of  the 
old  district ;  old  and  young,  rich  and  poor,  praised  her  as 

"  so  very  good  and  condescending!" 
The  Colonel  occupied  himself  apparently  in  a  more  passive 

manner ;  but,  in  fact,  was  more  actively  busied  about  the 
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welfare  of  those  over  whom  he  had  sway.  He  was  to  his  de- 
pendents, as  well  as  to  his  domestic  servants,  a  good  and  just, 

but  strict  ruler.  He  was  generally  more  feared  than  loved  ; 
but  every  one  acknowledged  that,  during  the  time  the  pro- 

perty had  been  in  his  hands,  depravity  of  manners,  drunken- 
ness and  crime  of  all  kinds,  had  decreased  every  year  ;  and, 

on  the  contrary,  order,  honesty,  morality,  social  intercourse, 
and  their  consequences,  prosperity  and  contentedness,  ad- 

vanced more  and  more,  even  to  neighbouring  places ;  and 
the  excellent  institutions  which  he  formed,  the  good  schools 
which  he  established,  and  which  every  year  made  more  per- 

fect, gave  hope  of  the  increasing  cultivation  and  happiiiess 
of  the  rising  generation.     Professor  L   stood  now  at  liis 
side  as  a  powerful  coadjutor. 

This  is  the  place  to  say  a  word  of  explanation  regarding 
Professor  L   .     It  shall  be  short  and  good. 

Professor  L   was  the  son  of  a  man  of  property,  and 
was  himself  in  very  good  circumstances.  He  had  become  a 
clergyman,  in  order  to  be,  according  to  his  opinion,  more 
useful  to  his  fellow  creatures.  He  was,  in  the  most  beauti- 

ful signification,  the  father  of  his  parish. 
[Remarkable  is  it  that  he,  next  to  me,  and  perhaps  more 

than  me,  paid  attention  to  Julie.  His  eye  followed  her  often, 
so  kindly  serious,  so  searching   

Helena  had  the  oversight  of  the  parish  girls'  school,  which 
important  office  she  filled  excellently,  and  with  as  much  plea- 

sure as  care. 

The  Cornet  had — oversight  of  the  boys'  school  ? — Does 
anybody  perchance  believe  it  ?  No,  heaven  forfend  I  and 
that  was  well,  both  for  him  and  the  school.  He  had  suddenly 
taken  a  violent  passion  for  botany  ;  went  out  early  in  a  morn- 

ing, remained  often  abroad  the  whole  day,  and  came  home  in 
the  evening  quite  wearied,  with  pockets  full  of  weed   
plants,  I  will  say.  He  talked  a  deal  about  the  interest  of 
botany,  of  its  benefit  and  usefulness ;  showed  Julie  inces- 

santly the  difference  between  a  pentandria  and  an  octandria, 
&c.  In  particular  was  he  bent  upon  finding  the  Linnea  Bo- 
realis,  which  he  had  been  told  grew  in  the  neighbourhood, 
but  could  not  discover.  This  he  now  went  out  to  seek  both 
early  and  late. 

"There  is  something  very  queer  about  Carl,"  said  Julie, 



358  THE  n    FAMILY. 

"  when  he  comes  home  from  his  botanical  rambles  ;  either  he 
is  so  joyous  that  he  is  ready  to  embrace  everybody,  or  he 

iooks  so  cross  as  if  he  were  ready  to  bite." 
"  He  is  too  much  taken  up  with  his  botany,"  said  the Colonel. 
Helena  smiled  and  shook  her  head — and  so  did  I — and  so 

wouldst  thou  also,  my  young  reader.  I  guess  that  thou 
guessest  that  he — but  hush,  hush  as  long — do  not  let  us  be- 

tray the  secret  which  will  come  in  proper  time  to  light.  ]n 
the  mean  time,  we  drive  in  the  great  family  carriage  to 
make   

TISTTS. 

The  Colonel,  her  Honour,  Julie,  the  Comet,  and  I.  Her 
Honour,  who  sometimes  had  ideas  which  seemed  to  have 
fallen  from  the  moon,  had  lately  come  upon  the  notion  that  I 
began  to  be  melancholy  ;  which  proceeded,  she  fancied,  from 
my  having  beaten  my  brains  over  the  Book  of  the  Kevela- 
tions,  because  she  had  found  me  a  few  times  with  the  Bible 
in  my  hands  open  at  the  last  page,  where  the  coming  of  the 
Kew  Jerusalem  is  described.  Xow  her  Honour  was  afraid  of 

nothing  so  much  as  of  beating  one's  brains  over  books;  she 
half  believed  that  my  reason  was  in  danger,  and  in  order  to 

divert  me,  and  to  draw  me  a  little  from  "  such  things,"  she 
was  altogether  determined  that  I  should  accompany  her  on 
the  visits  which  were  to  be  made  in  the  neighbourhood. 
We  set  oif  one  beautiful  afternoon,  and  all  of  us  in  good 

humour. 
We  drank  coffee  with  Mrs.  Mellander,  who,  together  with 

her  husband  (the  appendage  of  liis  wife),  rented  a  little  place 
from  the  Colonel.  ]Mrs.  Mellander  was  uncommonly  ugly ; 
marked  by  the  small-pox,  and  had  a  bearded  chin  ;  carried 

her  nose  very  high  over  her  silent,  worthy  husband,  'nho 
deeply  acknowledged  her  power,  and  talked  about  good 
breeding  and  morality  the  whole  day  long  to  her  two  liand- 
some  but  somewhat  awkward  daughters,  whom  the  Cornet 
likened  to  weeping  birches.  For  the  rest  she  was  neat, 
orderly,  and  domestic ;  kept  in  good  order  her  husband,  lier 
(laughters,  a  maid-servant,  and  three  cats,  and  believed  her- 

self therefore  to  have  an  excellent  head  for  government. 
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"  Tes,  yes !"  said  slie  once,  sighing,  "  now  people  say 
Count  Platen  is  dead  ;  next  year  they  will  perhaps  say  Mrs. 
Mellander  is  dead." 

"  That  would  indeed  be  dreadful,"  said  the  Colonel,  who 
was  present. 

Whilst  Mr.  Counsellor  Mellander  led  the  Colonel  down 
into  the  little  orchard  to  show  him  a  newly  laid  out,  or,  as  he 
called  it,  a  newly  broken  up  piece  of  land  in  an  old  potato 
field,  we  began  to  hear  every  kind  of  news  from  Mrs.  Mel- 

lander, First,  that  she  had  read  a  very  entertaining  book 

about  a  young  fellow  who  was  called  Fj-itz. 
"  Is  it  a  romance  ?"  asked  her  Honour. 
"  Tes,  it  is  a  romance.  It  is  very  amusing.  She  whom 

Fritz  loved  is  called  lugeborg." 
"  Who  wrote  the  book  ?"  again  asked  her  Honour. 
"  Nay,  that  I  do  not  know.  He  must  be  a  clergyman. 

And  it  is  all  written  there  so  beautifully  how  they  voyage 

over  the  seas,  and  how  she  claps  her  small  white  hands." 
"  Can  it  be  Frithiof  ?"  exclaimed  the  Cornet,  perfectly 

screaming  with  pure  astonishment. 

"  Frithiof — yes,  Fritz,  or  Frithiof,  so  was  he  called." 
"  By  Tegner  !"  exclaimed  her  Honour,  quietly. 
"  Ten   yes,  yes,  some  such  a  name  I  have  heard." 
Julie  lifted  her  eyes  up  to  heaven. 
Her  Honour,  who  at  the  first  moment  looked  as  if  it  were 

desirable  to  turn  the  conversation  from  such  a  subject,  now 
asked  Mrs.  Mellander  wliether  she  had  heard  that  the 
Countess  B   had  removed  from  her  estate. 

"  No  !"  replied  Mrs.  Mellander  sharply,  and  with  decision, 
"  I  know  nothing  about  her.  There  is  no  longer  any  inter- 

course between  us.  Would  you  think  it,  your  Honour,  that 
she  and  I  were  brought  up  together  ?  Tes — we  were  in  our 
childhood  together  every  day ;  and  I  had  a  straw  hat  with 

red  ribbon,  and  I  said  to  her,  *  Listen,  Jeannette,'  and  she 
said  to  me,  '  Listen,  Lisette,'  and  we  were  the  best  friends  in 
the  world.  Then  she  went  on  her  way,  and  I  went  on  mine 
— to  my  uncle,  Counseller  Stridsberg,  at  Norrtelge.  Tour 
Honour  knows  him  certainly  ?" 

"  No«!"  replied  her  Honour, 
"  Bless  me  !  not  know  the  rich  Stridsberg — he  married 

Mamseli  Bredstrom,  daughter  of  shopkeeper  Biedstrbm  iu 
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Stockholm,  your  Honour  knows  really — brotlier-in-law  to 
Lonnquist — who  lives  iu  the  Packar-niarket." 

"I  do  not  know,"  replied  her  Honour,  smiling  and  half embarrassed. 

"  Indeed — indeed  !"  said  Mrs.  Mellauder,  somewhat  dis- 
pleased, and  perhaps  with  lessened  esteem  for  her  Honour's 

acquaintance.  "  Yes,"  said  she,  continuing  her  relation,  "  and 
thus  it  happened  that  we  did  not  see  one  another  for  several 
years.  But  then,  when  I  was  married  to  Mellander,  I  went 
to  a  concert  in  Stockholm,  and  there  saw  my  old  youthful 
friend,  who  had  now  become  the  Countess  B   .     And  I 
bowed  and  bowed  to  her — but  what  do  you  think  ?  She 
look  point-blank  at  me  and  never  moved  again,  and  behaved 

exactly  as  if  she  did  not  recognise  me.  '  Aha  !'  thought  I. 
'  Now,  however,  v^hen  she  drives  past  my  house  in  her 
country  carriage,  she  puts  her  head  out  of  the  window  and 
bows  and  nods.  But — I  knit.  What  does  your  dear  Honour 

think  ?'  " 
That  which  her  dear  Honour  thought,  however,  Mrs. 

Mellander  did  not  know  this  time  ;  for  in  the  same  moment 
came  in  her  dear  better-half,  together  with  the  Colonel,  who 
mentioned  our  setting  off,  as  the  clock  had  already  struck 

five,  and  we  had  almost  seven  miles  to  drive  to  Lot'staholm, 
where  we  had  to  make  our  next  visit,  to  the  Ironfounder 

D   .     In  the  mean  time  every  one  of  the  company  must 
take  two  cups  of  coffee,  with  the  exception  of  the  Cornet, 
who,  cursing  Mrs.  Mellander,  her  good  intention  and  her 
coffee,  resolutely  declined.  He  and  Julie  had  during  this 
time  done  their  best  to  enliven  and  amuse  the  two  Mamselles 

Eva  and  Amalia.  The  Cornet  said  to  them,  in  his  gay  good 
humour,  all  kind  of  little  polite  things.  Julie  praised  their 
flowers,  promised  to  lend  them  books,  patterns,  etc.,  which 
had  the  effect  of  making  the  handsome  weeping  birches  lift 
up  by  degrees  their  branches,  and  move  their  leaves,  as  if 
shaken  by  a  brisk  wind,  or  enlivened  by  a  beneficial  rain  ; 
that  is  to  say,  Amalia  and  Eva  were  quite  lively,  and  their 
eyeballs  turned  both  to  east  and  west. 

The  Colonel  and  his  family  were  received  at  Lofstaholm 
with  the  liveliest  and  most  noisy  joy.  In  an  especial  man- 

ner was  great  attention  shown  to  Cornet  Carl,  whose 
generous  deportment,  his  lively  temper,  together  with  his 
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merry  fancies,  had  made  liim  universally  beloved  and  held  iu 
high  esteem  by  the  neighbours,  especially  at  Lofstaholm, 
where  balls,  theatricals,  and  pleasures  of  all  kinds,  were  per- 

petually alternating,  and  where  he  had  danced  one  night 
with  twelve  ladies  in  four-and-twenty  dances — by  turns  as 
Captain  Puff,  or  Cousin  Pastoreau,  or  as  the  Burgomaster  in 
Carolus  Magnus — and  occasioned  universal  delight.  The 
parts  of  lovers  he  had  never  been  able  to  take,  because  he 
had  never  been  in  love ;  and,  therefore,  could  not  naturally 
represent  that  which  was  contrary  to  his  nature.  ^ 

In  order  to  celebrate  the  name-day  of  the  Ironmaster 
D   ,  his  three  clever  daughters,  and  his  four  clever  sons, 
gave  on  this  evening  a  little  concert,  to  which  a  tolerably 
large  company  of  listeners  had  been  iuAdted,  and  to  which 
now  the  H   family  added  a  welcome  five. 

Mrs.  D   ,  whom  report  called  a  very  accomplished  lady, 
who  talked  of  Weber  and  Rossini,  of  education  and  accom- 

plishment, poetry,  colouring,  taste,  tact,  and  sa  on,  made 
a  flowery  speech  to  her  Honour  about  her  views  of  edu- 

cation, and  of  a  system  which  had  laid  the  foundation  of 
that  which  she  had  given  to  her  children,  and  without  which, 
both  AYeber  and  Eossini,  accomplishment,  taste,  and  tact, 
would  move  without  time. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  concert,  Eleoriora  D    bash- 
fully and  blushing  seated  herself  at  the  pianoforte  and  played 

"  Con  tutta  la  forza  della  desferazioneT  In  every  chord 
which  she  struck  she  gave  two  or  three  notes  into  the 
bargain ;  and  the  shakes,  thanlis  to  the  bass-pedal  and  fer- 
mete,  went  over  the  lieys  like  a  dash  of  India-rubber  over 
a  drawing.  The  close  produced  much  effect — the  whole 
piano  thundered.  After  tliis,  the  blue-eyed  Therese  sang  an 
aria  out  of  the  Barber  of  Seville.  Magnificent  staccato  tones, 
and  powerful  rolls,  as  if  shook  with  manual  force,  and  shrill 
exclamations,  drew  from  the  audience  the  most  lively  decla- 

rations of  gratitude  for  so  much — trouble. 
The  Ironmaster  D   ,  a  little  fat  and  merry  old  man, 

was  fascinated  by  his  children,  whom,  in  his  paternal  heart, 
he  compared  to  the  Seven  Wonders  of  the  World,  and  went 
up  during  all  this  to  Colonel  H   ,  rubbing  his  hands,  and 

asking,  with  flashing  eyes,  "  Now,  what  thinks  my  brother  ? 

What  says  my  brother"?     Waat  ?     What  ?" 
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The  Colonel,  who  had  in  part  too  good  natural  taste,  and 
ill  part  had  heard  too  much  good  music,  not  quite  well  to 
know  what  he  was  about,  took  refuge  in  his  good-humoured 

arch  smile,  and  the  two-sided  praise,  "  They  play  devilishly  !" 
or,  "  She  sings  like  the  deuce !" — which  dubious  expres- 

sions the  happy  father  received  w-ith  the  most  lively  pleasure. 
A  duet  which  succeeded  this,  between  Adolf  D   and 

one  of  his  sisters,  got  a  little  (as  the  Colonel  said)  out  of 
joint ;  and  a  duet  of  angry  looks  took  place  between  the 
brother  and  sister ;  whilst  the  song,  by  degrees,  again  ad- 

justed itself. 
The  finale,  or  chorus,  which  all  the  seven  virtuosos  sang 

together,  in  which  "  long  life"  and  "  free  from  strife," 
"  bowls"  and  "  skals,"  and  such  like  words  rhymed,  com- 

posed, together  with   the  thereto-belonging  and  preceding 
row  of  words,  by  Adolf  D   ,  would,  I  thought,  have  shook 
down  the  house. 

Her  Honoiu*,  who  during  all  this  sate  as  if  she  were  at 
evening  service,  with  a  devotional  and  rather  deplorable 

mien,  now  did  her  best  to  satisfy  the  musical  family's  thirst 
for  praise.  The  Colonel  repeated  his  words  of  power,  and 
the  company  sang  a  chorus  of  hravo  !  and  charmant !  which, 
however,  were  accompanied  by  many  equivocal  looks.  This 
behaviour  scandalised  the  Cornet — he  had  an  easy  part  to 
act — who  could  say,  and  did  say  it  freely,  that  he  did  not  at 
all  understand  anything  about  music,  and  could  not,  there- 

fore, give  any  judgment  upon  it.  Any  one,  who  from  his 

musical  knowledge  (or  for  his  sins'  sake)  is  called  upon  to 
give  an  opinion,  is  badly  off  at  such  a  concert  as  this.  One 
may  condemn  artists,  for  one  has  purchased  the  right  of 
doing  so ;  but  amateurs  one  can  only  praise ;  that  one  con- 

siders oneself  obliged  to  do ;  and  if  one  cannot  do  it  with  a 
good  conscience,  the  truth  does  not  willingly  take  flight 
without  showing  a  sour  face. 

It  was  not  to  be  thought  of  that  we  should  return  home 
before  supper.  The  clock  struck  eleven  before  we  were  again 
in  the  carriage.  It  was  a  mild,  unusually  lovely  spring 
night.  Her  Honour  was  soon  asleep,  lulled  by  the  rocking 
of  the  carriage  and  by  our  conversation.  We  all  grew  silent 

by  degrees.  Tlie  Colonel's  countenance  was  gloomy.  The 
Cornet  sate  and  looked  at  the  moon,  which,  pale  and  mild, 
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stood  above  the  green  peaceful  earth.  There  was  a  some- 
thing enthusiastic  in  his  look,  which  I  had  never  remarked 

before.  Julie  was  also  full  of  thought.  The  coachman  and 
horses  must  also  have  thought  about  something,  for  we  only 

crept  slowly  through  wood  and  fields.  "When  we,  about 
midnight,  drove  past  the  parsonage,  the  residence  of  Pro- 

fessor L.,  we  saw  a  light  shining  in  one  of  the  windows.  The 
Colonel  saw  it,   and  said,  whilst   his   eyes  beamed   kindly, 
"  There,  now,  sits  L   ,  and  wakes   and  labours  for  the 
good  of  his  fellow-creatures.  He  himself  enjoys  no  repose  ; 
nor  will  he,  perhaps,  for  fifty  years  or  more ;  and  it  may 
be  so  long  before  his  works  are  rightly  understood  and 
valued  ;  and  these  nights  of  study  succeed  to  days  which  are 

wholly  dedicated  to  the  fulfilment  of  his  manifold  duties." 
"  He  is  like  his  light,"  said  the  Cornet,  "  he  consumes  him. 

self  to  illuminate  others." 
"  He  must  be  a  noble  man,"  said  Julie,  with  tears  in  her 

eyes. 
"  Yes,  indeed,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  I  know  none  nobler. 

But  he  cannot  live  long  in  that  way  ;  he  kills  himself." 
"  Has  he  not,"   asked   Julie,  "  any  sister,  or  mother,  or 

somebody  at  home  with  him,  who  will  look  after  him,  and 

love  him,  and  value  him?" 
"  No,  he  is  solitary." 

"  Solitary,"  repeated  Julie,  softly  and  anxiously.  "Whilst we  drove  in  a  half-circle  around  the  parsonage,  she  leaned 
out  of  the  carriage-window,  and  kept  her  head  still  turned 
in  the  same  direction. 

"  What  are  you  looking  after,  my  child  ?"  asked  the Colonel. 

"  After  the  light,  papa — it  glimmers  so  beautifully  in  the 
night."  .   

On  the  following  day  several  visits  were  to  be  made  in  the 
neighbourhood  ;  but  now  it  was  altogether  impossible  for  the 
Cornet  to  accompany  us  upon  these.  He  had  got  an  intima- 

tion that  the  Linticea  Borealis  was  to  be  found  in  a  woody 
district  about  three  or  four  miles  east  of  Thorsborg;  and  in 
order  to  convince  himself  thereof,  he  was  obliged  to  leave 
us  before  dinner. 

"  I  cannot  comprehend,"  said  Julie,  "  upon  what  Carl  lives 
on  certain  days.     He  never  takes  anything  with  him,  how- 
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ever  much  I  may  beg  of  him  to  do  so,  whenever  lie  goes  on 
his  pi  1  glim  journeys.  It  seems  to  me,  also,  that  he  gets  very 

thin." "  Now  again  he  runs  to  the  woods  !"  said  the  Colonel,  as 
he  saw  his  son  go  with  great  strides  across  the  court.  "  I 
fear  that  his  LinncBa  JBorealishas  turned  his  head." 

Our  visits  to-day  were  less  fortunate.     At  the  L   's  of 
Vik  tlie  children  had  the  measles  ;  and,  for  the  sake  of  our 
little  Dumplings,  we  posted  away,  on  this  news,  at  full  speed. 

At  M   ,  the  Countess  was  not  at  home.  In  a  pleasure- 
house  in  the  garden  sung  her  canary-birds,  hungering  in 
splendid  cages ;  and  seemed,  by  alternately  lamenting,  alter- 

nately joyous  quavering  notes,  both  by  fair  means  and  foul, 
to  draw  attention  to  their  want. 

Her  Honour  gave  them  seed,  water,  sugar,  bird-grass,  and 
a  thousand  flattering  names. 

"With  all  these,"  remarked  the  Colonel,  "we  shall  not 
get  a  cup  of  tea  this  afternoon." 

Between  six  and  seven  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  not  to 
have  tea  was  a  great  loss  to  the  Colonel ;  and  her  Honour, 
who  knew  that,  sate  with  a  troubled  and  anxious  countenance 
in  the  carriage,  whilst  we  turned  upon  our  homeward  way, 

•which  would  require  a  full  half  hour.  In  order  to  take  a 
shorter  cut,  as  he  believed,  the  coachman  drove  by  a  new 
way,  which  also  brought  us  acquainted  with  a  new  district. 

'We  drew  up  in  a  wild  spot,  overgrown  with  wood,  to  give the  horses  breath.  To  the  right,  and  at  no  great  distance 
from  the  carriage,  we  saw  above  the  tree-tops  a  column  of 
smoke  arise,  wliich  a  gentle  wind  drove  towards  us. 

"  Upon  my  faith,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  I  beliere  that  they 
have  tea  ready  for  us  there.  See,  Julie ;  does  there  not 

shine  a  white  wall  througli  the  wood?" 
"  Yes,  I  see  something  grey-white ;  there  is  actually  a 

house  there ;  the  smoke  seems  to  come  from  it.  It  is  plain 
that  a  fairy  is  waiting  for  us  there  to  entertain  us.  Faerie, 

which  bids  to  tea,  that  rhymes  excellently." 
"My  opinion  is,"  said  the  Colonel,  "that  if  there  be  no 

fairy  thej-e,  yet  there  are  quite  certainly  people,  and  who 
most  sur^lv  will  bestow  tea  upon  us,  if  we — What  do  you 
think,  Charlotte ;  shall  we  not  pay  a  visit  to  that  little 
charming  palace   in  the  wood  yonder?     We  will  tell  the 
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gentlefolks  there  that  we  wish  to  make  their  acquaintance, 

and  that  we — in  one  word,  that  we  are  thirsty." 
Julie  laughed  heartily.  Her  Honour  looked  quite  hor« 

rifled. 

"  My  good  friend,"  said  she,  "  that  would  never  do." 
"  It  would  do  for  me,  charmingly,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  to 

get  a  cup  of  tea." 
"Besides,  sweet  mamma,"  said  Julie,  "we  might,  perhaps, 

make  a  very  interesting  acquaintance.  Tor  example,  think  if 
Don  Quixote  did  not  die  of  his  blood-letting,  as  people  said, 
but  travelled  up  into  the  north,  and  had  set  himself  down 
here  with  his  handsome  Toboso,  and  received  us ;  or  if  we 
should  meet  with  a  hermit,  who  would  tell  us  his  history ;  or 

a  disguised  princess   " 
"What  and  whom  you  will,"  said  the  Colonel,  "if  they  be 

only  Christian  enough  to  give  us  a  cup  of  tea." 
The  Colonel  having  now  certainly,  for  the  fourth  time, 

suggested  his  "  cup  of  tea,"  her  Honour  rebutted  so  gravely 
this  visit  a  la  Don  Quixote,  as  she  called  it,  that  all  thoughts 
of  it  were  given  up,  and  it  was  determined  to  continue  the 
drive. 

As  the  carriage  was  now  again  set  in  motion,  crack  went 
off  one  of  the  hind  wheels ;  the  carriage  went  slowly  over, 
and  amid  a  variety  of  exclamations  we  tumbled,  the  one  over 
the  other,  down  upon  the  road. 

Her  Honour  lay  upon  me ;  but  endeavoured,  however, 
before  she  herself  thought  of  getting  up,  to  draw  away  her 
reticule,  which  by  chance  was  under  me,  and  which  I  assured 
her  was  quite  impossible  for  her  to  do  as  long  as  I  was  un- 

able to  move  from  the  spot. 
At  length  we,  every  one  of  us,  stood  again  upon  our  feet. 

Her  Honour  was  pale,  and  we  gathered  all  around  her,  with 

fear  and  anxiety,  and  asked  a  thousand  questions — "  Whe^ 
ther  she  had  struck  herself — was  mucli  frightened — and  such 
like."  But  as  she  replied  to  all  with  "  No,"  and  as  we,  to 
her  anxious  inquiries  about  us  could  also  say  that  we  felt 
neither  fright,  wounds,  nor  bruises  (of  being  squeezed  I  will 
not  speak),  Julie  burst  out  into  such  a  hearty  and  loud  fit 
of  laughter  that  we  were  compelled  to  join  her.  The  coach- 

man and  servant  were  both,  like  us,  uninjured,  and  scratched 
their  heads  with  troubled  faces. 
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"With  their  assistance,  the  Colonel  now  endeavoured  to 
raise  the  old  heavy  carriage ;  but  the  road  consisted  of  deep 
sand — the  carriage  had  nearly  fallen  into  a  ditch — the  coach- 
man  was  an  invalid — the  servant  an  antiquity.  They  cried 
out,  "  Eu ! — uh  !"  The  Colonel  alone  worked,  and  the 
carriage  could  not  be  moved  from  the  spot. 

A  visit  to  the  grey  house  (the  only  human  habitation 

"which  was  visible)  was  now  necessary,  and  the  Colonel,  who 
was  so  bent  upon  this  visit  and  his  "  cup  of  tea,"  that  he 
was  quite  pleased  about  this  affair  of  the  carriage,  exclaimed, 

"  We  must  go  altogether  in  pleasure  and  need  ;"  offered  hia 
wife  his  arm,  and  led  her,  with  unusual  cheerfulness  and 
merry  jokes,  along  the  narrow  path,  which  wound  through  a 
thick  spruce  and  pine  wood,  and  seemed  to  conduct  to  the 
so  much  talked  of  grey  house. 

"  It  will  rain,"  said  her  Honour,  and  looked  anxiously  up 
to  heaven.  "  My  bonnet ! — could  we  not  stop  here  under 
the  trees,  wliilst  Grronvall  runs  and  fetches  people  to  the 

carriage  ?" 
"  It  will  not  rain,"  said  the  Colonel. 
"  It  does  rain,"  said  her  Honour. 
"  Let  us  hasten  to  get  under  a  roof,"  said  the  Colonel, 

and  hurried  merrily  onward,  holding  his  hat  over  her  Ho- 
nour's head. 

At  last  we  arrived  before  the  little  grey  house.  It  liad  a 
gloomy  and  forlorn  appearance  ;  and  with  the  exception  of  a 
little  kitchen  garden,  all  around  was  wild  and  uncultivated. 
The  silver  waves  of  a  lake  glittered  at  some  distance  through 
the  dark  fir  wood. 

It  began  to  rain  in  earnest  as  we  reached  the  house.  A 
door  on  the  right  of  the  entrance  stood  a-jar.  It  led  to  the 
sanctuary  of  the  kitchen.  As  the  Colonel  entered,  a  maid- 

servant started  from  a  corner,  like  a  hare  from  her  form,  and 
fixed  upon  us  her  only  half-awake  grey  eyes,  and  stammered 
forth — "  Be  so  good  as  to  go  up  stairs — the  gentlefolks  are 
at  home." 

"We  mounted  up  a  narrow  and  dark  staircase,  at  the  head 
of  which  the  Colonel  opened  a  door,  which  gave  us  a  view  of 
a  little  room  filled  on  all  sides  with  washing.  Tables  and 
chairs,  as  well  as  baskets,  were  covered  with  clothes,  partly 
folded  and  partly  not.  The  air  steamed  hotly  towards  us  as 
if  from  a  heated  oven. 
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'•'  Go  on,  go  on !"  said  the  Colonel,  kindly  admonisliing 
her  Honour,  who  made  a  halt  on  the  step. 

"  Mj  sweet  friend,  I  really  cannot  go  and  step  into  the 
clothes  baskets,"  replied  she,  a  little  disturbed.  The  Colonel 
and  I  drew  these  aside,  and  we  went  through  the  land  of 
clothes  to  another  door,  at  the  opening  of  which  we  all  stood 
for  a  moment  in  astonishment  and  surprise. 

A  perfectly  beautiful,  majestic  lady,  dressed  magnificently 
in  black  silk  and  lace,  stood  in  the  middle  of  a  room,  taste- 

fully ornamented  with  beautiful  glass,  vases  of  flowers, 
mirrors,  and  other  useless  things.  Somewhat  behind  her 
stood,  although  she  seemed  to  me  only  to  float,  a  youngs 
yes,  actually  only  a  young  girl, — but  so  enchantingly,  so 
angelically  beautiful,  that  one  was  ready  to  doubt  ■whether 
there  were  anything  earthly  in  her  existence.  She  could 
not  be  more  than  sisteen  at  the  most,  had  her  light  hair 

fastened  up  with  a  gold  pin,  wore  a  light  gauze  dress,  w^hich 
surrounded  like  a  bright  cloud  the  lily-white,  lovely,  ideally 
beautiful  angelic  being. 

The  elder  lady  approached  us,  whilst  her  dark  blue  eyes  re- 
garded somewhat  proudlyand  inquiringly  the  uninvited  guests. 

Her  Honour  stepped  backward  and  trod  upon  my  toes.  The 
Colonel,  whose  noble  bearing,  frank,  and  at  the  same  time 
cheerful  manner  made  upon  every  one  an  agreeable  im- 

pression, soon  called  forth  an  amiable  smile  upon  the  lips 
of  the  handsome  Wood-lady,  whilst  in  a  manner  at  once 
pleasant  and  comic  he  related  the  cause,  or  rather  the  causes 
of  our  unexpected  visit ;  besought  forgiveness  for  it ;  men- 

tioned his  name,  which  seemed  to  make  an  extraordinary 
impression  upon  the  beautiful  unknown,  and  presented  his 
wife  and  daughter — me,  he  forgot.  I  forgive  him.  Who 
talks  of  the  sauce  to  the  goose  ?  It  follows  of  itself,  oi 
course,  as  appendix.  The  handsome  Wood-lady  replied  in 
broken  Swedish,  but  with  a  voice  which  was  actual  music. 

"  Very  welcome !  the  carriage  shall  have  help,  and  w^e  will 
have  tea — as  good  as  I  can.  My  daughter,  my  Hermina," 
added  she,  whilst  she  pushed  back  the  shadowy  curls  from 
the  brow  of  the  sylph. 

In  the  mean  time  her  Honour  advancing  to  the  sofa,  stood 
and  curtseyed  with  great  politeness  before  a  gentleman  who 
Jiitherto  had  been  half  concealed  by  the  window- curtains, 
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but  wlij  now  stepped  forward,  took  the  hand  of  the  asto« 
nished  lady,  shook  it  and  kissed  it,  laughing  the  while,  and 

saying,  not  without  embarrassment,  "  ISweet  mamma  !"  It 
was — the  Cornet. 

Her  Honour  said  merely,  "  Good  heavens !"  and  seated 
herself  quite  hurriedly  and  quite  confounded  upon  the  sofa, 
with  clasped  hands  and  looks  riveted  upon  her  son.  Tha 
Colonel  opened  his  eyes  wide,  made  a  most  comical  grimace 
— but  said  nothing.  A  sort  of  embarrassed,  uneasy  con- 

straint took  place  in  the  company.  The  Cornet,  who  in 
particular  seemed  to  stand  upon  needles,  went  out  to  look 
after  the  reparation  of  the  carriage. 

The  handsome  Wood-lady  went  out  also,  and  we  re- 
mained alone  with  the  sylph,  whom  the  Colonel  observed 

with  apparent  delight.  He,  as  well  as  her  Honour  and 
Julie,  endeavoured  by  questions  and  observations  on  a 
>ariety  of  subjects  to  make  her  talkative,  but  did  not 
succeed ;  she  said  little,  and  avoided  answering  ques- 

tions. Child-like  innocence,  inward  grace,  and  an  almost 
heavenly  repose,  lay  in  her  whole  being,  and  impressed 
itself  upon  all  which  she  said.  She  spoke  tolerably  good 
Swedish,  but  with  an  accent  in  which  the  fine  tones  of  the 
Italian  tongue  betrayed  itself.  Julie  was  delighted,  and 

ceassed  not  to  whisper  to  me,  "  She  is  an  angel,  an  angel ! 
Look  at  her  mouth  ! — no,  look  at  her  little  hand  ! — no,  look 
at  her  foot ! — no,  look  at  her  eyes  ! — ah,  brother  Carl ! — now 
art  thou  certainly  fast ! — she  is  a  real  angel !" 

A  harp  and  a  lyre  stood  also  in  that  little  tastefully  orna- 

mented room.  To  Julie's  question  whether  she  played  upon 
either  of  these  instruments,  she  answered  by  going  up  to  the 
harp,  and  playing  and  singing  a  canzonetta  of  Azioli,  with  a 
grace  and  a  voice  so  touchiilgly  sweet  that  it  drew  tears  from 
all  our  eyes. 

She  had  scarcely  ended  when  her  mother  entered ;  imme- 
diately afterwards  came  the  Cornet  and  tea.  The  occupation 

which  this  last  gave  to  one  and  all  made  the  constraint  in 
the  conversation  less  observable,  although  it  did  not  go  on 
altogether  unniterruptedly. 

I  could  not  help  remarking  (one  may  pardon  this  in  a 
Lady  House-counsellor)  tlie  poverty  of  the  tea-service.  The 
cups  were  of  the  coarsest  Borstrand  porcelain  (three  of 
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tlioni  were  joined),  the  sugar  was  common,  and  very  grey 
lump  ;  of  bread  or  rusks  I  saw  not  a  trace. 

I  fear  tliat  our  handsome  hostess  observed  tliat  I  looked 
a  little  about  me,  and  that  her  Honour  also  looked  a  little 
about  her,  and  glanced  with  half  an  eye  at  me  ;  for  her 
countenance  betrayed  a  painful  confusion,  whilst  she  stam- 

mered out  something  about  the  difficulty  of  getting  white 
flour.  With  her  willing  kindness  her  Honour  ofiered  to 
send  her  some  from  her  own  store,  but  received  for  answer 

a  decided  and  cold  "  No,  I  thank  you!"  whereupon  she  was 
at  once  discouraged,  and  rather  offended. 

The  Colonel  drank  his  second  cup  of  tea  with  satisfaction, 
when  all  at  once  we  heard  a  loud  noise,  and  somebody  hastily 
coming  up  the  stairs.  Our  hostess  crimsoned,  turned  pale, 
rose,  and  went  a  few  steps  towards  the  door,  when  it  was 
thrown  open,  and  a  man  with  a  wild  expression  of  repressed 
anger,  in  a  pale,  stern,  and  strongly-marked  countenance, 
entered  hastily,  bowed  haughtily  and  negligently  to  the 
company  whom  be  found  in  the  room,  and  seated  himself  in 
a  window,  where  he  remained  silent ;  whilst  he  cast,  never- 

theless, fierce,  angry,  and  inquiring  glances  upon  our  hand- 
some hostess,  who,  evidently  trembling,  came  silently  and 

reseated  herself  by  her  Honour.  By  degrees,  however,  her 
demeanour  became  calmer,  and  she  answered  several  times 
the  angry  glances  which  were  cast  at  her  with  a  look  full  of 
pride  and  even  disdain. 

The  Colonel,  who  measured  the  newly-arrived  with  search- 
ing looks,  addressed  to  him  a  question  respecting  the  weather. 

At  the  sound  of  his  voice  the  Unknown  turned  himself 

quickly  round,  regarded  the  inquirer  keenly,  and  a  pale  red 
tinged  his  sunken  cheeks,  as  he  replied,  without  seeming  to 

know  that  which  he  said,  "  Tes,  yes — it  no  longer  rains ; 
any  one  may  go  out  now." 

He  looked  again  through  the  window,  and  repeated,  "  It 
clears  up — one  might  go  without  any  danger." 

The  Colonel,  who  on  this  day  seemed  to  be  possessed  by 
the  spirit  of  contradiction,  said,  against  all  appearances,  for 

it  cleared  up  every  moment,  "  It  changes  now ;  it  clouds 
over,  and  certainly  begins  to  rain  worse  than  ever." 

Her  Honour  gave  him  now  a  little  friendly  beseeching 
glance,  and  at  this  silent  praver  he  rose  up,  and  saw  at 

2b 
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length  that  it  had  cleared  up,  and  that  people  might  "  go  theif 

way." Amid  expressions  of  gratitude  and  apologies  we  made  our 
adieus  to  the  Wood-lady  and  her  daughter,  who  had  large 
tears  in  her  beautiful  eyes  when  we  left  the  room  ;  silently 
saluting  Mr.  Zernebok,  as  Julie  called  him,  who  seemed  to 
wish  to  shoot  us  with  his  eyes,  and  to  help  us  off. 

"  Tou  will  go  with  us,  Carl  ?"  said  the  Colonel  to  his  son ; 
"  or  do  you  still  think  of  looking  for  the  Linnsea  bo   ?" 

'I  shall  run  and  see  whether  the  carriage  is  in  order," 
returned  the  Cornet,  and  was  off  like  a  storm-wind. 
When  we  again  were  seated  in  the  carriage,  the  Cornet 

was  assailed  with  questions.  He  declared  that  he  knew  no 
more  of  the  handsome  foreigner  than  we  did :  upon  one  of 
his  rambles  into  the  country  he  had  made  her  acquaintance 
— he  knew  that  she  was  handsome  and  amiable,  lived  apart 
from  the  whole  world,  and  seemed  to  be  poor — for  the  rest 
he  knew  nothing  more — nothing  at  all ! 

"  Poor !"  exclaimed  her  Honour,  "  and  dressed  in  that  way 
— such  lace !" 

The  Cornet  crimsoned,  and  merely  said — "  They  are  al- 
ways very  well  dressed." 

"  But  who  in  all  the  world  was  the  cross  gentleman  ?" asked  Julie. 

"  The  gentleman  of  the  house,"  answered  the  Cornet ;  "he 
seems  to  have  an  unhappy  and  an  irritable  temper — for  the 

rest,  I  do  not  know  the  family." 
The  Colonel  looked  sharply  at  his  son,  who  was  evidently 

embarrassed. 

All  were  silent  in  the  carriage.  Her  Honour  nodded  her 
head  as  an  accompaniment  to  her  own  thoughts. 

Once   the    Colonel   interrupted   the    silence,  as  he  said 

smiling  good-humouredly,  "  I  have  yet  her  '  kling,  kling,' 
my  ears."  ®* 

"  Kling,  kling?"  repeated  the  Comet,  reddening.        ̂ ° 
"  Tes,  yes!"    replied  the  Colonel,   drily;   and  all  %^^ 

again  silent.  -^^ 
Julie  had,  it  is  true,  her  heart  and  her  eyes  full  of 

mated  words  about  the  two  handsome  foreigners,  but  she  * 
not  rightly  know  upon  what  ground  she  stood  with  reg"® 

to  her  brother's  acquaintance  with  them,  and  besides  tl'*^ 
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seldom  ventured  in  the  presence  of  her  father  to  give  vent  to 
her  raptures,  from  dread  of  his  sarcastic  looks,  of  which  she 
had  a  panic-terror. 

"  It  is  extraordinary,"  said  the  Colonel  again,  "  that 
exactly  in  that  woody  region,  east  of  Thorsborg,  the  rare 
Linnsea  bo   ." 

"  Do  you  not  think,  papa,"  interrupted  the  Cornet,  hastily, 
"  that  I  should  close  the  window ;  or  perhaps  papa  should 
not  talk  just  now — so  much — the  cold  mist  comes  in." 

"  Thanks  for  your  care,  my  son ;  there  is  no  danger  for 
me.  I  fear  more  for  you — that  you  may  have  caught  some 
malady  on  your  botanical  excursions — that  you  have  taken 
cold — -have  the  ague." 

"The  ague!"  said  the  Cornet,  laughing,  but  reddening 
at  the  same  time  ;  "  one  might  rather  talk  about  a 
fever   " 

"  I  will  be  your  doctor,"  said  the  Colonel ;  "  and  as  I  see 
already  considerable  symptoms,  I  order  you   " 

"  Thanks  most  bumbly,  my  best  papa !  But  there  is  now 
no  danger  at  all — that  I  assure  you.  Besides  which,  I  have 
much   respect  for  medicines." 

The  Colonel  was  silent.  Her  Honour  sighed.  Julie  cast 
arch  glances  at  me.  The  carriage  drew  up,  we  were  at  home. 
It  was  already  quite  late  in  the  evening. 

During  supper  the  Colonel  said  to  his  son,  "  Now,  Carl, 
when  were  you  so  fortunate  as  to  meet  vrith  your  Linnsea 
borealis  ?" 

The  Cornet  answered  briskly,  "  Exactly  to-day,  papa !" 
and  taking  out  his  pocket-book,  drew  from  it  a  little  plant, 
saying,  "  this  little  northern  flower,  which,  with  the  exception 
of  Sweden  and  Norway,  is  found  only  in  Switzerland  and 

^  upon  a  mountain  in  America,  has  a  most  remarkable  smell, 
^^    rticularly  in  the  night-time.     It  has  already  begun  to  dry, 

"jjt  it  smells  yet — does  it  not,  Julie  ?" 
■"lear*  ̂ ^^^^  ̂ ^  '  ̂^^^  ̂ ^^^  •"  exclaimed  Julie,  "it  smells  really 

miong  of  wormwood!    or,  no   what  do  I  say? — it 

:he  r^ll«
   " 

t  c''"  ̂*^^™^°'^'^'-"  ̂ ^^^  *^®  Cornet,  confusedly^  and  looked 
J     'th  embarrassment  upon  his  sprig  of  wormwood  ;  "  I  have 

■rivde  a  mistake   1  have  lost,  I  had   " 
^1     The  Colonel  laughed  sarcasticallv^  "  One  must  confess," 2  B  2 
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said   he,    "  that   this   Linnsea    borealis    is   a   most   curious 

plant !" Tlie  person,  however,  who,  soon  after  this,  came  to  know 
something  more  about  the  Linnaea  borealis,  was  her  Hononr. 
There  existed  between  mother  and  son  such  a  heartfelt 

tenderiiess,  the  questions  of  the  one  inevitably  drew  forth 
tlie  confidence  of  the  other,  if  this  were  not  volunteered.  Of 
all  her  children  her  Honour  loved  most  her  eldest  son,  al- 

though she  would  not  confess  that  her  heart  knew  any  differ- 
ence between  them.  He  of  all  was  the  most  like  her,  not 

only  in  feature,  but  in  the  intrinsic  goodness  of  heart.  Be- 
sides, the  care  which  his  extremely  weak  and  delicate  child- 

hood required,  had  cost  her  a  great  deal  of  her  own  health 
and  strength,  and  that,  perhaps,  more  than  all  the  rest,  had 
fettered  her  maternal  heart  to  the  child  who  w-as  preserved 
through  so  many  sacrifices.  That  which  costs  us  much  be- 

comes precious  to  us.  Now  also  was  she  rewarded  by  the 
most  heartfelt  filial  love. 

If  her  Honour  knew  of  any  mystery,  she  did  not  help  us 
out  of  our  darkness.  The  Colonel  seemed  to  know  no  more 
than  we  did,  because  he  used  frequently  to  joke  in  gay 
humour  about  botany  and  Linnsea  borealis,  of  which  word 
the  Cornet  had  a  real  horror — and  the  utterance  of  which  he 
always  endeavoured  to  prevent,  by  the  introduction  of  some 
new  subject,  the  first  that  oflfered. 

Jn  the  mean  time  he  continued  his  rambles  uninterruptedly  ; 
even  undertook  a  little  journey  on  foot  to  an  adjacent  district, 
which  would  occupy  a  week  ;  because — but  of  that  hereafter. 

The  Colonel  said  with  his  customary  quietness,  "  In  a 
fortnight  the  young  gentleman  will  join  his  regiment,  after- 

wards an  expedition  to  Eoslagen  will  occupy  him  the  whole 
summer ;  he  will  lose  his  love  for  botany  and  the  Linnsea 

borealis  during  that  time." 
During  all  this  Julie  was  in  her  turn  in  a  deplorable  con- 

dition. Lieutenant  Arvid,  who  in  tlie  country  missed  those 
subjects  of  conversation  which  were  furnished  by  a  city  life, 
began  in  his  tete-a-tete  with  his  bride,  to  have  nothing  to  say 

but,  "My  little  Julie!"  to  which  by  way  of  filling  up  the 
pause  a  kiss  always  ensued,  to  which  the  "  little  Julie"  was 
sonu'times  averse.  After  the  lovers  had  sate  beside  each 
other  for  a  long  time  in  silent  attention  she  began  to  yaww 

Then  said  Arvid,  "  Thou  art  sleepy,  little  Julie." 
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*'  Yes,"  she  replied ;  "  and  thauks  to  thee  for  it,"  she 
thought. 

"  Lean  against  me,  my  angel,  and  get  a  little  nap,"  said 
the  gentle  voice  of  her  future  earthly  support ;  "  lean  against 
me  and  the  sofa  cushion,  which  I  will  place  thus.  I  will 
lean  against  the  other  pillow,  and  also  have  a  nap — that  wUl 
be  divinely  beautiful !" 

"With  rather  a  troubled  look,  Julie  followed  the  advice,  and 
presently  people  saw,  both  forenoon  aud  afternoon,  the  be- 

trothed sitting  and  half-slumbering  together.  Julie  often 
said,  to  be  sure,  that  it  was  a  sin  and  a  shame  thus  to  sleep 
away  life,  but  her  bridegroom  thought  that  it  was  thus  that 
one  enjoyed  it  most,  and  thus,  as  not  only  a  good  little  wife  but 
a  bride  will  attend  to  the  wishes  of  her  beloved,  Julie  took  for 
the  present  her  forenoon  and  afternoon  nap.  Once  she  was 

heard  to  say  half  angrily,  in  return  to  Lieutenant  Arvid's 
prayer,  that  she  would  consider  him  as  a  cushion,  "  I  assure 
you,  that  I  begin  to  do  so  in  real  earnest." 

THE    BLIND    GIEL. 

I  see — the  night  alone. 

Heb  Honour,  who  now  for  certainty  had  discovered  the 
grounds  of  my  supposed  melancholy  in  a  probable  tendency 
to  consumption,  prescribed  for  me  a  course  of  milk  diet,  and 
leisurely  walks  into  the  fresh  air  early  in  the  morning. 

Perhaps  also  she  did  so  in  order  that  in  an  easy  manner 
she  might  make  me  the  companion  of  Elisabeth,  to  whom  the 
physicians  had  prescribed  the  same  diet.  But  however  that 
might  be,  four  things  were  made  out :  I  was  melancholy  ;  I 
had  consumption  ;  I  should  be  cured ;  and  T  must  walk. 

I  began  thus  to  drink  milk,  and  walk  out  arm  in  arm  with 
the  silent  Elisabeth  through  the  beautiful  park,  when  the 
birds,  especially  at  this  time  of  the  day,  struck  up  concerts, 
in  which  they  were  not  disturbed  by  the  gentle  steps  of  the 
two  wanderers,  nor  by  merry  words  from  their  lips. 

Elisabeth's  state  of  mind  was  in  the  beginning  cold  and 
unfriendly.  She  was  almost  always  silent,  and  the  few  words 
which  she  uttered   bore  th^  impression  of  a  diseased  and 
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i;-i-itable  temper.  She  often  asked,  "  What  o'clock  is  it?" 
And  upon  my  reply,  there  always  followed  an  impatient  sigh, 
'•  Not  more  ?" 

I  was  silent,  because  I — because  I  really  did  not  know 
what  to  say — because  I  dreaded  by  an  imprudent  word  to 
wouud  her  restless,  sensitive,  unhappy  soul.  I  saw  her 
sutfer — would  so  gladly  have  endeavoured  to  console  her,  but 
knew  not  what  tone  I  must  strike  that  might  beneficially 
reach  her  heart.  Besides,  it  seems  true  that  human  words 
have  less  ]30wer  to  assuage  the  suffering  of  a  being  than  this 
mild,  fresh,  life-giving  spring  air  which  floated  around  us, 
than  tliis  melodious  chorus  which  swelled  forth  from  the 

soughing  groves,  than  this  i-ich  delicious  odour  whicli  seemed 
to  be  the  breath  of  vouug  nature,  which  we  drew  in  with 
ours,  and  which  livingly  pressed  to  the  inmost  of  our  souls. 
Ah,  what  could  1  have  said,  indeed,  more  beneficial,  more 
tender,  more  calming,  than  this  beautiful,  wonderful  poesy 
of  nature  ! 

By  degrees  Elisabeth's  state  of  mind  became  gentler.  My 
silent  but  unobtrusive  attentions  were  no  longer  repulsed 
unkindly.  She  spoke  more  frequently,  and  with  greater 
calmness. 

One  day  she  said  to  me,  "  Tou  are  as  quiet  and  kind  as 
nature;  it  does  me  good  to  be  with  you."  As  I  never, with 
a  single  question,  sought  to  intrude  into  the  secrets  of  her 
soul,  she  seemed  by  degrees  to  forget  altcgetlier  that  she 
was  surrounded  by  anything  else  than  that  nature  in  whose 
bosom  the  most  unfortunate  being  need  not  fear  to  pour 
forth  her  sufterings,  and  who  often  is  the  best,  the  most  con- 

soling friend.  Slie  often  uttered  broken  sounds — now  full 
of  a  still  sorrow,  now  mysterious,  wild,  murmuring ;  some- 

times she  sung  monotonously,  but  charmingly,  a  sort  of 
cradle-song,  as  if  she  would  hush  to  sleep  tlie  stormy  feelings 
of  her  heart.  This  pensive,  pleasing  song  produced  in  me 
sometimes  exactly  that  melancholy  which  her  Honour  wished 
to  cure. 

In  her  behaviour  Elisabeth  gave  the  same  play  as  hitherto 
1  o  her  unrestrained  outbreak  of  feelings.  She  often  stretched 
firth  her  arms  with  vehemence,  or  made  movements  with 
(hem  as  if  she  would  remove  from  her  something  horrible; 
sometimes  she  pressed  her  hands  tightly  upon  her  breast,  or 
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clasped  them  together  upon  her  brow  with  an  expression  of 
unutterable  suffering.  Often  her  movements  were  so  violent 
and  so  wild  that  it  seemed  to  approach  an  outbreak  of  insa- 

nity. But  as  soon  as  our  moruing  promenade  was  ended, 
and  we  drew  near  home,  she  regained  by  degrees  her  re- 

served, cold,  almost  unnaturally  stiif  demeanour. 
One  morning  when  we  had  sate  upon  a  bench,  she  said 

hastily  to  me,  "  We  sit  in  the  sun — is  it  not  so  ?  I  feel  its 
warmth.  Let  us  seek  the  shade.  I  do  not  like  tlie  sun,  and 

it  has  no  part  in  me." 
I  led  her  to  a  bench  where  a  leafy  hedge  of  lilacs  kept  oS 

the  beams  of  the  sun. 

"It  must  be  very  beautiful  to-day,"  said  Elisabeth;  "I 
think  that  I  have  never  felt  such  a  sweet  air."  And  now 
she  began  to  question  me  about  the  colour  of  flowers,  about 
trees  and  birds,  about  all  which  surrounded  us,  beautiful, 
but  for  her  invisible,  and  all  this  with  a  tone  so  mournfully 
gentle,  so  filled  with  quiet  resignation,  that  a  deep  and  in- 

ward emotion  overcame  my  heart ;  and  some  tears,  which  I 
sought  not  to  repress,  fell  from  my  eyes  upon  her  hand, 
which  rested  in  mine.  She  hastily  withdrew  it,  saying, 

" Tou  weep  for  me,  you  can  feel  compassion  for  me  !  Iso- 
body  should  do  so — nobody  should  pity  me — nobody  should 
deplore  me — I  do  not  deserve  it !  You  shall  no  longer  be 
deceived  in  me — know  me — detest  me !  This  heart  has 
wished  to  commit  a  crime — this  hand  has  committed  a  mur- 

der !  I  advance  now — I  know  it — I  feel  it — towards  death, 
but  towards  a  quiet,  almost  easy  death,  far  from  sham.e  and 
dishonour — and  I  had  deserved  to  end  my  days  by  the  hand 
of  the  executioner  upon  the  gallows." 

It  seemed  at  these  words  as  if  the  day  darkened  around  me 
— I  was  silent  in  quiet  horror.  The  blind  girl  was  silent 
too  ;  first  with  an  expression  of  wild  despair,  then  with  a 

laugh  of  scorn  upon  her  pale  lips.  At  length  this  passed  off" in  an  expression  of  gloomy  dejection,  as  she  softly  and  slowly 

asked,  "  Is  anybody  near  me  now  ?" 
"  I  am  here,"  replied  I,  as  calmly  and  as  gently  as  possible, 

for  I  felt  how  much  more  the  unhappy  guilty  one  needs  the 

kindness  of  his  fellow-creatures  than  the  innocent  suff'erer. 
"  Soon,"  said  Elisabeth,  and  laid  her  hands  upon  her 

breast  j  "  soon  will  the  flames  of  hell,  which  rage  here,  be  ex- 
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tiuguished !  Silent  death,  I  know  thy  friendly  approach  ! 

The  fanning  of  thy  w'a\ing  wings  gives  to  me  at  times  a  mo- 
ment's alleviation.  Soon  will  this  cold  heart  rest,  stiff  in  the 

cold  earth !  ̂ Motherly  earth,  thou  wilt  clasp  in  thy  hreast 

the  weary  child,  whom  no  maternal  heart,  no  father's  breast, 
no  friend's  sustaining  arm  has  known  and  blessed,  during  the 
whole  of  life's  long,  long  day!  But  why  do  I  complain? 
That  I  may  receive  the  alms  of  despicable  pity  ?  And  not 

once  do  I  deserve  that !     I  am  a  miserable  being!" 
She  was  silent ;  but,  after  a  pause,  began  again : 

"  It  is  strange  ! — to-day — to-day — after  so  many  hundred 
days  of  the  silently-sustained  misery  of  life,  my  heart  will 
speak — will,  like  a  long-fettered  captive,  breathe  a  freer  air 
— will  step  forth  to-day,  regardless  of  the  feelings  of  horror 
and  detestation  which  the  view  of  the  miserable  criminal 

must  awake  in  others.  The  flames  will  now  blaze  up  once 
more,  and  cast  abroad  a  light,  even  though  a  ghastly  one,  be- 

fore it  is  extinguished  for  ever. 

"  Turn  from  me  your  face,  Beata!  Follow  the  example  of 
the  sun — it  is  of  no  consequence — or  rather  is  it  right  so — I 
have  now  something  to  lose — your  pity.  Well,  I  have  de- 

served this  punishment." 
She  was  again  silent.  Vehement  and  painful  feelings 

seemed  to  shake  her  soul,  and  an  indescribable  expression  of 
enthusiasm  and  melancholy  was  painted  on  her  beautiful 
countenance,  as  she  stretched  forth  her  arms  longingly,  and 
exclaimed : 

"  Fatherland,  freedom,  honour  !  Could  I  have  lived,  and 
fought,  and  died  for  you!  I  shoidd  not  then  have  been  the 
wretched  fallen  being  that  I  now  am.  Oh,  if  I  had  been  a 
man !  Then  would  not  my  heart  have  beaten  fruitlessly  for 
you,  the  worthy  goal  of  the  eagle-flight  of  the  soul !  These 
flames,  which  now  consume  my  criminal  breast,  had  then 
been  kindled  upon  your  altars,  and  blazed  on  high,  a  clear  and 
holy  flame  of  sacrifice.  But  now !  Oh,  how  unfortunate  is 
the  woman  to  whom  nature  gives  a  soul,  full  of  fire,  strength 
of  feeling,  and  enthusiasm !  Unfortunate  the  woman  who 
sees  in  the  narrow  circle  within  which  she  is  called  upon, 
quietly  and  uniformly,  to  live  and  work,  only  a  joyless  con- 

dition, a  prison,  a  grave  of  life  ! 

"I  was   this   unhappy   one.     Oh,   how  have  I   suflered 
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fhrough  this  contest  against  destiny  !  This  was  the  dragon 
with  which  I  fought — which  I  fancied  myself  elected  to 
conquer  ;  and  it  has  thrown  me  down  into  the  dust,  crushed 
me,  trampled  upon  me  like  a  worm  ! 

"  In  the  haughtiness  of  my  youthful  emotions  I  was  proud 
of  my  fire,  of  the  depth  and  expansion  of  my  feeling.  I  dis- 

dained to  regulate  myself  by  reason,  to  acknowledge  any 
other  power  than  my  own  will.  I  felt  that  I  had  wings.  I 
would  fly.  I  would  raise  myself  above  everything. — I  have 
fallen ! 

"  Oil  that  my  dying  voice  could  be  heard  by  every  woman 
who,  fiery  and  impassioned,  believes  herself  formed  to  be 
something  great,  splendid,  and  astonishing;  who  fancies  that 
the  breadth  and  expansion  of  feeling  wherewith  she  is  gifted, 
entitle  her  to  despise  the  silent  world,  within  which  her  place 
in  the  social  ordination  is  assigned,  which  is  appointed  to  her 
both  by  divine  and  human  laws.  Oh  that  she  could  see  me, 
fallen  by  over-steppiug  these  laws,  and  hear  me  warningly 
say,  'Misguided,  pitiable  being!  strufjgle  against  thyself — 
against  thy  own  impassioned  soul!  Behold  the  dragon  with 
which  thou  oughtest  to  contend — whose  fire  will  consume 
thee,  and  be  the  bane  of  others,  if  thou  do  not  subject  it. 
Submit  thyself  to  the  laws  of  destiny  and  society — combat 

with  thyself,  or  thou  wilt  sufifer,  and  wilt  be  crushed  like  me  !' 
"  For  me  it  is  too  late  to  combat — the  power  is  gone,  the 

will  is  gone  I  The  fire  has  the  upper  hand.  The  temple 
burns,  burns,  burns  !  and  will  burn,  till  the  winds  find  in  it 

nothing  but  ashes.  I  have  myself  kindled  my  funeral  pile — 
I  consume  and  suifer  ! 

"  Thou  world  aroimd  me ;  full  of  harmony,  beauty,  and 
song  ;  which,  like  an  awakened,  smiling  child,  surrounded  me 
with  caressing  arms  ;  in  vain  thou,  smilest,  in  vain  thou 
flatterest.     I  understand  thee  not — I  suffer  ! 

"  When  I  was  young — it  is  a  century  since  then — there 
reigned  already  in  my  breast,  by  turns,  heaven  and  hell.  Yet 
then  I  Avas  nearer  to  the  first — now  I  see  the  heaven  no 
longer.  When  I  was  young,  very  young,  I  loved  already 
with  the  whole  strength  of  passion.  My  first  love  was  for  my 
native  land.  You  smile  perhaps,  find  perhaps  this  feeling 
ridiculous  in  the  breast  of  a  girl.  So  have  others  done  ;  and 

yet — mj  native  land !     The  noble,  beloved  land  of  Swede Uj 



878  TUE  n   FAMiLr. 

had  all  thy  sons  had  my  heart,  theu  wouklst  thou  now  be 
tliat  wliich  thou  once  Avast — the  home  of  heroes — the  lion  of 
Europe  ! 

"  Tou  have  read — have  heard  speak,  of  martp-s — of  the 
fearful  torments,  of  the  almost  incredible  cruelties  which  the 
friends  of  freedom  and  fatherland  have  sutiered  m  all  ages ; 
and  you  have  turned  away  your  eyes  in  horror,  withdrawn 
your  thoughts.  I  read  also,  I  heard  also  of  the  fate  of  tliese, 
but  thirsted  to  share  them  ;  dwelt  with  curiosity  upon  all 
pangs,  all  torments  of  hell ;  they  seemed  to  me  the  bliss  of 
heaven,  if  borne,  oh  fotherland,  for  thee !  I  besought  from 
heaven  for  the  honour,  the  J07  of  these  ! 

"  Whilst  the  flower  of  my  youth  unfolded,  and  my  feelings 
swelled  like  the  streams  of  spring,  the  murder-chariot  of  war 
rolled  through  Europe — but  only  an  echo  of  the  clangour  of 
arms,  which  glittered  forth  from  contending  masses,  reached 
our  peaceful  land.  It  reached  my  heart,  and  awoke  there  the 
wildest,  the  most  transporting  feelings.  Ah,  I  was  only  a 
woman  !  people  laughed  at  my  enthusiasm,  they  ridiculed  it. 
I  wept  the  bitterest  tears  of  indignation,  and  concealed  my 
fervour  in  my  own  breast. 

"  Peace  was  made,  and  the  names  fafherland  and  freedom, 
which  in  the  blaze  of  the  fires  of  war  seemed  so  splendid  and 
bright,  lost,  under  the  shadow  of  tlie  olive,  many  of  their  en- 

chanting rays.  Even  in  my  breast  these  beautiful  names 
lost  their  magical  power,  since  no  longer  was  united  to  them 
thoughts  of  danger,  combat,  and  honourable  death.  Peace 
was  made ;  the  excitement  of  mind  was  stilled.  The  world 
which  surrounded  me  was  more  common-place  and  uniform 
than  before.  But  my  heart  remained  like  itself,  desirous  to 
live,  desirous  to  labour;  I  was  as  before,  and  more  than  be- 

fore, ambitious  to  attain  the  splendid  heights  of  existence, 
and  was  repulsed  again  for  ever  to  my  life  of  nothingness  by 

my  fellow-creatures,  the  laws  of  society,  conventional  lil'e, 
and  established  proprieties.  Xever  was  a  galley-slave  so  un- 

happy as  I.  Eestless  as  the  spirit  of  the  tempest  my  soul 
agitated  itself,  embracing  the  world,  it  desired  to  raise  itself 
to  the  stars,  pressed  through  the  covering  of  every  feeling 
the  impediments  to  all  knowledge  ;  and  my  body  and  my  ob- 

servation remained  fettered  to  that  which  is  the  most  de- 
spised, and  the  moa .  trivial  in  life.     I  lived  as  it  were,  two 
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existences  in  one — and  tlie  one  was  the  torment  of  the 
other. 

"  The  only  passion  permitted  by  the  world  to  the  heart  of 
woman — in  education  its  development  mostly  takes  place 
through  the  reading  of  novels,  sentimental  poetry,  and  such 
like — is  love.  I  became  acquainted  with  it.  People  say 
that  it  ennobles  the  woman,  that  it  creates  her  happiness — it 
has  conducted  me  to  crime,  it  conducts  me  now  to  my  grave  ! 

"  My  father  died.  He  never  understood,  never  loved  me, 
never  made  me  happy !  why  did  he  give  me  life  ?  Had  my 
mother  lived,  oh  she  would  have  understood,  would  have 
loved  me!  I  have  heard  much  said  of  her;  she  had  suiFered 

much — combated  much.  I  was  the  offspring  of  her  last  sigh, 
which  I  drew  in  with  my  first  breath — with  the  first  and  last 

mother's  kiss.  Therefore  my  wliole  life  also  was  perhaps  like 
to  a  work  of  death — a  strift,  an  eternal  combat.  Soon,  how- 

ever, it  will  be  at  an  end  1 

"  My  guardian,  from  whom  I  had  lived  hitherto  very 
distant,  took  me  to  live  with  him.  Tou  know  him — but  no, 
you  know  him  not !  Tou  fancy  him  to  be  a  god  upon  earth — 
and  he  is  a  stern,  inflexible  man — au  irreconcileable,  severe 
judge.  Oh  how  stern  has  he  not  been  with  me  !  How  I 
loved  him  !  I  had  nobody  and  nothing  upon  earth.  He  was 
everything  to  me.  I  saw  nothing  and  nobody  except  him.  I 
told  him  so.  Oh  if  he  had  only  hrd  some  gentleness,  some 
mercy  towards  me  !  But  he  was  only  severe.  His  eye  was 
cold,  his  word  austere.  I  was  in  despair,  but  I  adored  him 
nevertheless. 

"  I  was  handsome,  I  was  intellectual;  full  of  youth,  and 
life,  and  feeling.  As  the  waves  in  vain  strike  against  the 
rock  which  resists  and  repels  them,  so  in  vaiu  were  all  my 
feelings,  all  my  natural  gifts,  offered  like  a  sacrifice  on  his 
altar.  Ah,  the  waves  may  yet  bathe  with  tears  the  hard 
breast  which  breaks  and  repulses  them!  I  could  not  weep 
upon  the  hand  which  thrust  me  back — which  extended  to  me 
the  chalice  of  death.  He  whom  I  valued  and  loved  above  all 

things,  he  called  my  feeling  for  him  criminal.  I  know  not 
whether  it  were  so  or  no.  Common  it  was  not — and 
perhaps  not  suitable  for  earth.  I  should  not  at  that  time 
have  shunned  the  glance  of  angels  into  my  heart — they 
would   have   understood   me.     The   angels   of  heaven   lova 
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indeed ! — and  must  love  in  a  higher  and  purer  degree  than 
the  children  of  earth,  for  they  love  the  highest  good — they 
love  God  !  Ah,  he  was  a  God  to  me !  Wliy  was  he  only  a 
vengeful,  austere  judge  ?  Eis  judgment  of  me  caused  me  to 
despise  myself,  and  adore  him  only  the  more  ! 

"  At  one  moment  worldly  pride  arose  in  my  breast ;  I 
wished  to  conquer  my  passion — to  punish  the  inflexible 
severity  of  its  object. 

"  I  betrothed  myself  to  a  young  man — good  and  amiable  I 
believe — who  loved  me ;  I  do  not  remember  much  about 
him.  I  wished  to  punish,  and  thought  I  could  do  so  by  this 
means  ;  yes — because  sometimes  there  passed  through  me 
the  belief  that — I  was  loved  by  him  who  was  everything  to 
me.  Can  love  be  the  only  fire  which  does  not  possess  the 
power  to  warm  the  object  about  which  all  its  burning  rays 
collect  ? — And  besides  that,  I  was  so  beautiful — and  he  was, 
I  know  it,  weak  towards  female  beauty.  Tet  what  have  I 

said !  when  indeed  was  he  weak  ?  "When  did  I  see  him 
waver — the  proud,  noble,  strong  ?  Oh,  I — I  was  tlie  weak — 
the  bewildered,  the  befooled,  the  miserable  ! 

"  Preparations  were  made  for  my  marriage  ;  the  bridal 
dresses  were  all  ready ;  they  surrounded  me  with  presents, 
caresses,  and  flatteries.  I  looked  upon  him  whom  1  loved— ;- 
lie  was  very  pale. 

"  The  marriage-day  came — the  hour  for  the  ceremony  came 
— I  looked  at  him,  he  was  pale  ;  there  burned  in  his  eyes  a 
gloomy  flame  ;  but  he  said — nothing.  In  the  last  important 
moment — I  looked  again  at  him — at  that  time  he  turned  his 
foce  from  me ;  his  handsome,  noble,  beloved  face,  he  turned 

from  me — with  a  look — oh  memory  !  I  said,  Yes  !  Hell  was 
in  my  heart ! 

"  That  same  evening  I  went  forth  and  hid  myself — hid 
myself  from  every  one.  It  was  strange  in  my  brain  and  in 
my  breast.  How  they  sought  for  me ! — ha,  ha,  ha !  there 
was  a  commotion ! 

"  I  had  some  money  with  me,  and  succeeded,  by  travelling 
under  an  assumed  name,  in  reaching  one  of  the  sea-ports  of 
Sweden. 

"  I  saw  the  sea — a  storm  agitated  it — the  morning  lieaven 
stood  above  it  with  red  flames.  I  remember  it  yet — ah  !  it 
was  beautiful!     I  sate  upon  a  rock,  and  looked  out  at  the 



ELISABETH'S  CONFESSION  CONTINUED,  381 

eea.  The  immeasurable  opened  its  arms  for  me  ;  billow  rolled 
over  billow  —  roaring,  foaming  —  thither — thither  —  in  the 
infinite,  towards  the  unbounded  distance,  where  ocean  and 

heaven  embraced  each  other.  It  roared  and  raged — hu  !  it 
was  fearful  and  magnificent.  Something  like  a  fresh  gale 
swept  through  my  troubled  breast.  I  felt  myself  refreshed, 
strengthened.  The  billows  spoke  a  language  which  did  me 

good.  They  whispered,  they  beckoned  to  me,  '  Thither ! 
thither  !'  Half  the  day  I  sate  silent  upon  the  rock ;  looked 
out  at  the  sea  and  listened ;  saw  the  sun  ascend  from  the 
waves,  saw  the  sails  with  white  dove-like  wings  upon  the  blue 
sea,  under  the  blue  heaven,  floating  away  towards  some  far- 

off"  peaceful  shore.  I  listened  to  the  admonitory  voices  of the  billows,  and  determined  to  follow  their  call. 

"  I  -wished  to  go  to  America.  I  wished  to  go  far,  far  from 
the  earth  which  he  trod,  from  the  air  which  he  breathed  ; 
from  the  language,  the  manners,  which  were  his. 

"  The  day  was  come  on  which  I  was  to  set  out — it  was  now 
the  hour.  I  was  about  to  ascend  into  the  ship  of  my  deliver- 

ance, its  sails  floated  merrily  in  a  favourable  wind ;  soon 
should  I  be  rocked  tipon  the  heaving  waves,  which  sung  so 
pleasantly — amid  their  song,  all  at  once  was  heard  the  sound 
of  a  voice — I  felt  my  arm  seized-^and  dragged  back  by  force. 
Terrific  words  were  spoken  to  me  by  a  beloved  voice.  1  scarcely 
understood  them — everything  appeared  to  me  strange — in- 

comprehensible. I  was  brought  back  to  my  husband  like  a 
prisoner.  At  that  time  I  felt  something  extraordinary  in  my 
brain  and  heart — it  was  a  dance,  a  whirling — and  as  it  were 
a  gnawing  grief.  It  increased  and  increased  in  violence — I 
became  what  people  call — mad  ! 

"  The  same  hand  which  led  me  with  force  from  the  shore 
of  deliverance,  now  fettered  my  hands.  He  whom  1  loved  so 
infinitely — for  whom  I  would  have  given  my  life  a  thousand 
times — he — laid  me  in  chains — and  conducted  me  to — the 
madhouse ! 

"  A  time,  without  time,  passed  over  for  me  there — days, 
nights,  mornings,  evenings,  all  were  alike — all  were  a  blank. 
Of  this  time  I  remember  nothing — only  this,  that  I  several 
times  heard  a  well-known  voice  mention  my  name  ;  also  this, 

that  once  somebody  near  me  said,  '  Tet  if  she  could  but 
weep !'     I  wondered  then  very  much  what  all  this  meant. 
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and  often  repeated,  in  a  sort  of  confused  uneasiness, 

'  weep  ?' 
"  One  day — I  know  not  where  they  had  conducted  me — 

nor  with  whom  I  was.  Everything  floated  before  my  eyes  in 
wild  confused  masses.  Then  all  at  once  I  perceived  a  roar- 

ing, like  that  of  a  stormy  sea  ;  but  the  roaring  was  possessed 
of  a  sound,  a  tone — swelled  in  wonderful  and  mighty  harmony, 
sunk  into  a  pleasant  and  grave  melody. 

"  AVith  this  a  voice  united  itself,  which  sang  clear  and 
still— 

'  0  Lamb  of  God  which  takest  away  the  sins  of  the  world.' 

"  Like  a  cloud  which,  full  of  the  dew  of  heaven,  sinks 
down  upoji  a  hard  barren  earth,  thus  sank  down  upon  my 
stiffened  soul  the  holy  harmony,  and  extinguished  its  scorch- 

ing lava. 

"  Impelled  now  by  a  strange  power,  I  began  loudly  to 
accompany  the  singing,  and  sang  with  a  full  remembrance  of 
the  words  and  the  music.  It  was  that  which  I  heard  when 

I  received  the  communion  first — when  I,  with  holy  feelings, 
bowed  my  knee,  and  saw  heaven  open  itself  above  me.  At 
the  words, 

'  Give  us  thy  peace !' 

my  tears  began  to  flow,  and  from  this  hour  my  consciousness 
returned.  Tes,  that — but  peace — ah,  I  felt  not  peace  ;  and 
ever  since,  and  perhaps  for  ever,  has  the  dove  of  heaven  kept 
aloof  from  me. 

"  Ah,  I  did  not  deserve  that  it  should  come  to  my  breast ! 
there  was  no  submission,  no  sanctification,  no  desire  for  it. 

"  My  husband  was  dead.  I  was  glad  of  it.  I  came  again 
to  the  house  of  my  guardian  ;  I  wished  to  do  so  ;  my  heart 
had  undergone  a  change,  and  I  believed  that  I  hated  as  much 
as  I  had  loved  before.  I  wished  again  to  see  him  for  whom 
I  had  suftered  so  much — see  him  to  defy  him ;  to  let  him 
see,  and  if  possible  feel,  that  even  I  could  be  proud,  cold, 
disdainful.  I  wished  to  humble  him.  Adored  by  wife  and 
children,  and  loving  them  in  return,  I  saw  him  stand  calmly 
and  happily  in  the  bosom  of  his  family.  For  all — for  the 
very  meanest,  he  had  kindness ;  for  me  he  had  only  a  look 
more  cold,  more  proud,  more  severe  than  before. 
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"  I  felt  all  the  chords  of  my  soul  vibrate.  A  horrible  feel- 
ing took  possession  of  my  breast.  His  actual  colduess 

mocked  my  assumed  coldness ;  his  strength,  my  "vveakness ; 
his  calmness,  my  perpetual  disquiet.  He  had  acted  sererely 
towards  me.  I  thought  that  he,  in  his  happy  pride,  trampled 
me  like  a  worm  in  the  dust.  His  image  pursued  me ;  sleep- 

ing or  waking  I  saw  it  alone.  It  stood  before  me  like  a 
giant ;  he  stifled,  he  stopped  my  breath.  If  he  were  not, 
then  I  should  breathe  !  If  he  were  not,  then  /  should  be  ! 

If  he  no  longer  lived,  then  he  would  cease  to  be  my  life's 
torment.  Struck  out  from  the  number  of  the  living,  he 
would  soon  cease  to  exist  in  the  memory  of  the  living.  I 
would  give  myself  air — revenge — punish  him — revenge  !  To- 

day, to-day  his  calm  look  defied  me — to-morrow  ! 
"  Crime,  like  a  word,  the  offspring  of  thought,  springs 

forth  and  appears  often  like  something  harmless ;  but  its 
consequences  extend  themselves  through  eternity. 

"  One  evening  I  mixed  arsenic  in  a  glass  of  almond  milk 
which  my  guardian  was  about  to  drink. 

"  I  had  some  by  me  to  mix  for  myself ;  for  it  occurred 
to  me  that  I  should  feel — remorse.  Have  you  felt  re- 

morse ?" 
I  was  in.  no  mood  to  answer. 

Elisabeth  continued :  "  After  I  had  done  this  horrible 
deed,  I  went  up  to  my  own  room ;  I  felt  myself  calm  and 
cold  ;  marble  cold  was  my  body  ;  my  heart  seemed  the  same  ; 
its  throbbing  was  stupified.  I  stood  before  the  fire  warming 
my  icy  hands,  when  I  heard  violent  movements  and  an 
anxious  noise  in  the  house. 

"  Anxiety  then  took  hold  of  me.  I  went  down  and  saw 
my  victim,  pale  as  death,  almost  without  consciousness, 
leaning  back  on  the  sofa,  surrounded  by  wife  and  children, 
who  were  sunk  in  an  agonv  of  despair. 

"  As  I  entered,  my  guardian  cast  a  look  upon  me  ;  never 
shall  I  forget  it !  Then  a  burning  spirit  of  hell  approached 
me,  and  seized  with  sharp,  bloody  claws  upon  my  heart.  It 
was  remorse  ! 

"  I  confessed  my  crime  aloud ;  called  for  the  curse  of 
them  whom  I  had  made  unhappy.  I  threw  myself  on  the 
floor,    and  my  forehead  kjssed,  the   dust.    Xobody  raised 
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against  rae  a  voice  of  accusation  ;  but  no  hand  was  extended 
to  me.  I  crept  to  the  feet  of  him  whom  I  had  murdered  ;  I 
wanted  to  kiss  them  ;  but  another  foot  thrust  me  back — it 
was  his  wife.  I  kissed  it,  and  was  so  happy  as  to  lose  con- 
sciousness. 

"  I  continued  for  a  long  time  in  perfect  bewilderment  of 
mind.  When  I  recovered  my  consciousness,  I  saw  my  guar- 

dian standing  beside  my  bed,  heard  his  recovery  from  his 
own  lips,  heard  him  speak  my  forgiveness. 

"  So  sunk,  so  deeply  sunk  was  I,  that  I  would  rather  have 
heard  his  curse.  It  would,  it  seemed  to  me,  have  made  my 
unworthiness  less  deep,  and  him  less  great. 

"  The  wildest  storm  of  every  passion  raged  in  my  heart.  I 
cursed  the  light,  and  the  light  withdrew  its  beams  from  my 
unworthy  eyes,  and  eternal  night  enclosed  my  body  as  well 
as  my  soul. 

•'  The  storms  of  nature  are  short ;  calm,  clear  days  suc- 
ceed, lu  the  human  breast  the  hurricanes  of  passion 

rage  long,  and  have  only  a  moment's  calm.  I  knew  such, 
but  it  was  the  calm  of  night — the  stupefaction  of  life — 

stifl'ening — the  cradle-song  of  darkness.  It  ceased  in  order 
to  give  place  to  a  new  rending,  burning  fire,  which  the  eter- 

nally flowing  fountains  of  tears  never  could  quench.  I  felt 
an  infinitely  oppressive,  burning  desire  for  reconciliation. 

"  Oh,  the  death  of  the  cross — torments,  bloody  sweat,  un- 
ending pain !  to  suffer  it,  and  through  it  reconcilir.tion  ; 

that,  that  had  been  delight!  But  blind,  like  a  mummy 
among  living  beings  ;  a  criminal  broken  off  from  humanity  ; 
a  nullity,  a  nothing — I  stood,  despicable,  despised !  Oh, 
misery,  misery,  misery ! 

"  That  I  miglit,  however,  at  the  least,  punish  myself,  I 
determined  to  live — to  live — a  mark  for  the  scorn  of  those 
whom  I  loved  and  honoured ;  to  repulse  every  compassionate 
hand — and  to  torment  myself  as  much  as  possible. 

"  I  left  once  more  the  family  whose  happiness  I  bad  nearly 
destroyed,  and  for  several  years  passed  a  wretched  life.  I 
returned  because  death  had  laid  his  hard  upon  my  breast. 
My  guardian  wished  it.  He  shall  govern  my  existence  till 
its  last  breath.  I  can  no  longer  help  it — it  is  the  decree  of 

late.     I  have  power  no  longer — with  me  all  is  past — past !" 
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She  ceased.  T  began  now  to  speak  some  calm,  admonitory 
words.  I  spoke  of  patience,  of  submission — I  mentioned — - 
prayer. 

"  Prayer  !"  repeated  Elisabeth,  with  a  bitter  smile. 
"Listen,  Beata.  For  the  whole  of  many  years  I  have 
prayed — night  and  day,  at  all  times,  at  every  moment;  I 
have  lain  upon  my  knees  till  the  cold  has  stiftened  my  limbs 

to  ice,  and  prayed,  '  0  Father,  take  this  cup  from  me !' 
Prayer  has  become  to  me  like  a  stone  which  has  been  thrown 
upwards  and  falls  down  again  and  wounds  the  breast  of  the 

sufferer — I  pray — never  more  !" 
"  Oh,  pray — oh,  pray  1"  I  said,  weeping  ;  "  pray  only  with 

a  right  mind — God  pities — gives  strength  to  the  pure  will." 
"Grod?"  said  the  Blind,  with  a  gloomy  voice.  "Oh, 

world — which  I  shall  never  more  see  ; — sun,  which  no  more 
will  light  my  eyes — thou  speakest  of  a  God  !  Heart,  eternal 
disquiet !  his  name  sounds  in  thy  throbbing.  Conscience, 
chastiser,  thou  proclaimest  revenge !  Fire  of  love — thou 
life  of  my  life  !  from  thy  flames  I  divine  thy  eternal  origin. 
But,  bright  angel — thou,  faith — which  canst  show  me  my 
God — tliee  I  know  not.  I  had  been  early  cast  down  into 
the  abyss  of  doubt.  I  deny  not — but  I  believe  not.  I  see 
— darkness  alone." 

"  And  the  clearness  of  reconciliation  ?  And  the  beaming 
glory  of  the  Crucified? — and  Jesus?"  I  asked,  with  asto- nishment and  horror. 

The  Blind  was  sdent  a  moment,  with  an  expression  of 
bitter  melancholy,  and  then  said : 

"  I  once  read  about  a  vision  or  dream — and  many  a  time 
has  its  spectral  form  arisen,  horrible  and  sad,  in  my  inward 
being. 

"  In  the  middle  of  the  night,*  shaken  by  invisible  hands, 
the  doors  of  the  church  sprang  open.  A  crowd  of  dejected 
shadows  thronged  around  the  altar,  and  only  their  breasts 
heaved  and  moved  with  violence.  The  children  rested,  how- 

ever, quietly  in  their  graves. 

"  Then  descended  from  on  high  down  to  the  altar  a  beam- 
ttig  shaye,  noble,  sublime,  and  which  bore  the  stamp  of  un- 
i»bliterated  suffering.     The  dead  exclaimed,  '  O   Christ !  is 

*  Jean  Paul's  Dream. 2o 
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there  no  God?'  He  answered,  'There  is  none !'  All  the 
shades  began  to  tremble  violently  ;  and  Christ  continued : 

*  I  have  gone  through  the  worlds,  I  have  ascended  above  the 
suns — and  there  also  is  there  no  God.  I  have  trodden  to 
the  extremest  bounds  of  creation,  I  have  looked  down  into 

hell,  and  I  have  exclaimed,  "  Father,  where  art  thou  ?"  But 
I  heard  there  only  the  rain,  which  fell  down,  drop  after  drop, 
in  the  depth — and  the  eternal  storm,  which  no  order  leads, 
alone  replied  to  me.  I  then  raised  my  eyes  to  the  vault  of 

heaven,  and  found  there  only  space — dark,  silent,  boundless. 
Eternity  rested  upon  chaos,  and  gnawed  it,  and  consumed 

itself  slowly.  "  Renew  your  bitter,  heartrending  cry  of  la- 
mentation, and  disperse  yourselves,  for  all  is  over!"  '  The 

unconsoled  shadows  vanished.  The  church  soon  was  empty ; 
but  all  at  once — horrible  sight ! — hastened  forth  the  dead 
children,  which  in  their  course  had  awoke  in  the  churchyard, 
and  threw  themselves  down  before  the  majestic  form  of  the 

altar,  and  exclaimed,  '  Jesus,  have  we  no  father  ?'  and  he 
replied,  but  with  a  torrent  of  tears,  '  We  are  all  fatherless ; 

you  and  I,  we  have  no   .'  " 
Here  the  Blind  broke  off,  as  if  in  horror  of  this  diseased, 

delirious  fantasy ;  was  silent  a  moment ;  but  after  this 
clasped  together  her  hands,  stretched  forth  her  arms  as  she 
uttered  a  wild,  penetrating  cry,  full  of  the  most  horrible 
despair. 

At  this  moment  hasty  steps  approached  us,  and  the  Colo- 
nel stood  suddenly  before  us,  fixing  upon  me  an  inquiring 

and  uneasy  look.  The  Blind,  who  knew  his  step,  let  fall  her 
hands,  trembling,  but  raised  them  again  quickly  towards 

him,  beseeching  him,  with  a  heartrending  expression,  "  Be 
reconciled !  be  kind  to  me  !  I  am  so  unhappy  !  If  I  am 
again  mad — do  not  take  me  to  the  madhouse  !  It  will  soon 
be  all  over  with  me.  Let  beloved  hands,  at  least,  close  my 

eyelids !" Compassion  and  deep  pain  agitated  the  countenance  of  the 
Colonel.  He  looked  long  at  Elisabeth,  seated  himself  beside 
her,  placed  his  arm  sustainingly  around  her  waist,  and  let 
her  head  rest  upon  his  breast. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  I  had  seen  him  tender  towards 

her.  The  tears  flowed  slowly  down  her  pale  cheeks.  She 

■was  beautiful,  but  beautiful  like  a  fallen  angel,  whose  expres- 
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sion  of  despair  aud  deep  shame  show  that  she  felt  herself 
unworthy  of  the  pity  that  was  givea  to  her. 

I  now  saw  her  Honour  approaching  us  in  the  distance. 

"When  she  saw  Elisabeth  in  the  arms  of  the  Colonel,  she 
paused  for  a  moment,  but  again  advanced  to  us,  although 
with  some  astonishment  expressed  in  her  face.  The  Colonel 
remained  still.  Elisabeth  seemed  to  see  nothing  around  her. 
Her  Honour  came  near  to  us,  the  glances  of  husband  aud 
wife  met,  and — melted  together  in  a  clear  and  friendly  beam. 
From  a  common  feeling  they  extended  to  each  other  their 
hand. 

Her  Honour  caressed  Elisabeth,  and  spoke  tenderly  to 
her — she  answered  merely  by  sobs.  After  a  mom.ent  the 
Colonel  rose,  and  giving  one  arm  to  Elisabeth,  his  wife  took 
the  other,  and  softly  and  with  tender  care  they  led  her  home 
between  them. 

I  remained  alone  quietly  in  the  park.  Amid  uneasy  and 
painful  feelings,  I  looked  up  to  the  mild  vernal  blue  heaven, 
with  inward  longing  that  its  clearness  might  beam  down  into 
my  soul. 

Daring  the  wandering  through  a  quiet  destiny,  saved 
from  the  agitations  which  visit  so  many  pilgrims  of  life,  and 
sustaining  in  a  peaceful  breast  a  living  faith,  a  sanctifying 
hope ;  the  misfortunes,  suffering,  and  despair  of  my  fellow- 
creatures  been,  for  the  most  part,  the  cloud,  which  at  times 
has  concealed  my  beautiful  sun  and  the  gladness  of  my  life, 
which  many  times  has  made  me  look  up  on  high  with  a  pain- 

ful—" Wherefore  ?" 
But  the  answer  is  not  long  delayed,  because  it  has  been 

demanded  with  the  inward  voice  of  prayer.  Calming  winds 
have  wafted  through  my  excited  soul,  and  have  whispered : 

"  The  clouds  fly,  the  sun  remains  still.  The  crime,  pains, 
and  despair  of  human  beings  cannot  dim  the  goodness  of  the 
Creator.  We  see  merely  a  small  part.  Those  die — change. 
Grod  is  unchangeable." 

In  vain  is  it  that  we  doubt,  that  we  murmur,  that  we  dis- 
quiet ourselves.  All  the  erring  paths  of  life  have  a  point  of 

exit.  In  the  moment  when  the  darkness  seems  to  us  the 

deepest,  we  are  perhaps  the  nearest  to  the  light.  After  the 
hour  of  midnight  the  hours  of  morning  strike  ;  and  were  it 

2c2 
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even  the  bell  of  death,  which  announced  the  hour  of  deliver- 
ance, what  could  we  indeed  say  to  ourselves  more  consola- 

tory, if  to  us  the  labyrinth  of  life  has  been  narrow  and  dark, 

than,  "  A  door  will  open,  and  we  shall  come  forth — to  the 
light !"  Let  it  seem  to  us  ever  so  narrow  and  so  closed 
against  us — we  know  it — "  A  door  wUl  open  to  us  !"  Well, 
then — let  us  wait,  let  us  hope  ! 

Elisabeth's  state  of  mind  remained  from  this  day  yet  more 
unquiet.  She  had  now  and  then  attacks  of  actual  insanity, 
and  the  care  and  anxiety  for  her  were  redoubled. 

Her  suffering  and  her  painful  existence  diffused  frequently 
a  gloom  over  the  remainder  of  the  family.  In  particular  it 
seemed  to  operate  prejudicially  on  the  health  and  temper  of 
the  Colonel. 

That  I  may  not  weary  the  attention  of  my  readers  by  fix- 
ing their  eyes  upon  a  picture  so  dark,  I  will  conduct  them 

now  to  another.  It  is  briglit  and  gay ;  in  it  appear  united 

the  youth  of  the  earth  and  the  human  heart.  "VYe  will call  it — 

SPEIXG     AST)      LOTE. 

"  I,  I  too  was  in  Arcadia !" 

IirNOCEKT  joys !  innocent  cares  !  ye  friends  of  my  young 
years — angels,  who,  amid  smiles  and  tears,  opened  to  me  the 
portals  of  life,  upon  you  I  call  to-day !  And  you  also, 
thoughts,  pure  as  the  blue  of  heaven !  feelings,  warm  as  the 
beams  of  the  ̂ Nlay  sun !  hope,  as  fresh  as  the  breath  of  the 
spring  morning !  I  call  you — come,  oh,  come  to  revive  my 
wearied  mind. 

I  will  sing  of  spring  and  love,  youth  and  gladness  ; — plea- 
sant and  fresh  memories,  the  nightingales  of  youth  ;  lift  up 

your  voices,  I  will  set  your  songs  to  music,  and  be  yet  once 
more  enchanted  by  your  melody  ! 

On  the  two-aud-twentieth  day  of  May  ascended  a  clear 
spring-sun,  and  tinged  with  gold-yellow  beams  the  eyelids  of 
Cornet  Carl.  Stars  of  the  order  of  the  sword  glittered,  as  it 
were,  by  dozens  before  his  dreaming  eyes.  He  endeavoured 
eagerly  to  see  them  more  clearly,  strove  to  open  his  eyes — 
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woke,  aud  saw  the  stars  vanisli  before  the  splendid  beams  of 
day,  upon  whose  prisms  of  light  millions  of  atoms  danced. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  this  he  was  to  be  seen,  with 
his  game-bag  upon  his  shoulder,  brushing  through  the  fresh 
morning  dews.  It  was  a  spring  morning,  beautiful  as  that 
described  by  Bottiger : 

All  nature  lay  so  glad  and  still ; 
Green  stood  each  molehill  there ; 

And  every  lark  sang  sweetly  shrill, 

To  every  floweret's  prayer. 
The  little  brooks  flowed  softly  on  ; 

And  o'er  the  lake's  calm  breast, 
Through  reeds  she  went,  the  silent  swan, 

So  rich  in  song,  in  silver  vest. 

Up  to  the  sun  the  eagle  flew, 
Its  brightness  thence  to  draw ; 

From  flowers  the  bees  their  nectar  drew, 
And  emmets  dragged  their  straw. 

In  the  rose's  cup  the  butterfly 
Its  purple  wings  concealed ; 

The  maple  green,  that  grew  hard  by, 
Two  cooing  doves  revealed. 

A  young  man  there,  in  joyous  mood, 
Was  walking  in  the  shade ; 

The  spring-time  revelled  in  his  blood. 
And  love  his  eye  displayed. 

In  this  young  man  we  now  see  Cornet  Carl,  who,  in  the 
affluence  of  pleasant  and  fresh  feelings,  which  the  morning 
hours  of  life  and  nature  united  alone  bestow,  looked  aTound 

him — now  up  to  the  bright  blue  heaven,  now  down  to  that 
reflected  in  the  diamonds  of  the  grass  glittering  in  morning 
dews ;  now  to  the  far  distance,  where  the  rosy-hued  light 
clouds  withdrew  themselves  ever  farther  and  farther, 

A  delicious  balmy  odour  came  caressingly  upon  the  wings 
of  the  zephyrs   

Thus  far  had  I  written,  amid  the  ever  increasing  warmth 

of  the  feelings,  when  I  suddenly  perceived  so  strong  a  fra- 
grance of  rose-essence  that  my  head  became  quite  confused ; 

at  the  same  time  I  became  aware  of  a  buzzing  and  humming 
around  me.  I  lifted  my  pen  (which  just  at  this  moment 
was  as  if  it  were  possessed)  from  the  paper,  and  looked 
around  me. 

What  a  sight !  The  room  was  full  of  little  shining  chenibs, 
with  garlands  of  roses  in  their  hands,  garlands  of  roses  round 
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their  heads,  and  wliose  incessantly  trembling  wings  occa- 
sioned that  extraordinary  buzzing.  The  longer  I  observed 

these  wonderful  beings,  the  more  dazzling  and  bewildering 
seemed  to  me  the  colours  which  shone  in  their  eyes,  upon 
their  cheeks,  upon  their  pinions,  and  so  on.  And  as  I  turned 
uiy  eyes  from  them,  upon  other  objects — behold,  then  seemed 
to  me  my  ink  white,  my  paper  black,  my  yellow  walls  were 

green,  myself  (in  the  glass)  couleur  de  rose.  K^o  wonder was  it  that  the  rose  odour  mounted  up  into  my  head. 
I  now  recognised  the  little  rascals.  I  had  seen  them  be- 

fore ;  and  who  has  not  seen,  who  does  not  know  them  ?  It 
is  they  who  play  their  jugglery  upon  the  girl  of  seventeen, 
and  turn  her  head  a  little.  It  is  they  who  confuse  the  eye 
of  tlie  youth,  and  let  him  read  in  the  tablets  of  his  future, 

'•  Pleasure  and  usefulness"  instead  of  "  Usefulness  and  -plea- 
sure." It  is  they  who  bear  the  blame  of  people  giving  them- 

selves so  much  trouble  about  nothing,  running  thirty  miles 

after  a  jack-o'-lantern  ;  and  that  they  many  a  time  cannot 
see  clearly  enough  to  lift  their  hands  and  catcb  hold  of  their 
good  luck  which  goes  close  beside  them.  It  is  they  who, 
like  April  weather,  travel  about,  deceiving  the  whole  world, 
and  making  fools  of  the  whole  world ;  who  contrive  that  P. 
gets  married,  and  that  B.  remains  unmarried,  and  that  both 

do  wrong  ;  who  occasion  A.  to  say  "Tes,"  J.  to  say  "  No  ;" 
and  they  both  say  wrong.  It  is  they  who  throng  even  into 
the  banking-house  of  Berakenman,  make  him  confused  in  his 
bills,  and  cause  him  to  write  down  a  seven  instead  of  a  two. 
It  is  they,  in  short,  who  buzz  so  unmercifully,  humming  and 
whir.ring  around  the  bard,  and  often  cause  him  to  produce 
that  which  has  no  sound  reason  in  it,  to  paint  reality  with 
false  colours,  and  to  mislead  himself  and  others.  Charm- 

ing phantasmagoria  of  the  imagination,  little  rose-coloured 

rogues  !  "Who  knows  you  not  ?  Who  does  not  avoid,  does not  willingly  chase  you  away,  wh.o  has  once  experienced  your 
tricks  and  your  cheats  ?  AVho,  in  particular,  who  lives  and 
weaves  through  the  rez-de-cliatissee  of  every-day  life,  works 
with  discretion  and  order  to  throw  his  shuttle  into  the  simple 
web,  must  he  not  take  care,  more  than  any  one  else,  that  he 
does  not  allow  his  brain  to  be  mystified  and  his  thoughts 
bewildered  by  your  rose  odour  ?  I  saw  in  what  danger  I 
stood,  upon  what  a  dangerous  path  my  pen  had  begun  to 
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travel.  I  laid  it  down,  rose  up,  drank  two  glasses  of  water, 
opened  the  window,  breathed  the  yet  snow-cold  April  air, 
looked  lip  to  the  bright  heaven,  looked  down  into  the  court 
where  they  were  hanging  out  clothes,  next  turned  my  atten- 

tion upon  three  cats,  which  always  sate  in  a  ground-floor 
window  opposite  to  me,  observiug,  with  philosophical  looks 
and  little  motions  of  the  head,  the  workl  around  them  ;  with 

one  word,  I  allowed  my  looks  to  take  hold  of  the  every-day 
world  around  me,  and  come  out  from  the  world  of  phantasy 
which  raised  me  upon  the  wings  of  ray  youthful  remem- 

brance, and  spread  itself  around  me.  One  of  the  pretty 

little  rogues  had  whispered  in  my  ear,  "  One  may  permit  a 
little  falsehood,  merely  to  produce  a  good  effect;"  and  if  I 
had  not  in  time  looked  about  me,  and  bethought  myself, 
then,  perhaps,  the  reader  might  have  happened  to  see  such  a 
spring,  and  such  a  love,  the  like  of  which  is  nowhere  to  be 
found,  unless,  perhaps,  in  Arcadia. 

When  I  returned  from  the  window,  the  air  of  the  room 
was  free  and  fresh.  The  little  rose-coloured  shapes  of  delu- 

sion had  vanished,  and  I  again  saw  all  objects  in  their  true 
and  natural  colours. 

The  picture  of  reality  must  resemble  a  clear  stream,  which, 
during  its  course,  reflects  with  purity  and  truth  the  objects 
which  mirror  themselves  in  its  waves,  and  through  whose 
crystal  one  can  see  its  bed  and  all  that  lies  thereon.  All 
tliat  the  painter  or  the  author,  in  the  representation  of  these, 
can  permit  to  his  fancy,  is  to  act  the  part  of  a  sunbeam, 
which,  without  changing  the  peculiarity  of  an  object,  yet 
gives  to  all  hues  a  more  lively  brightness,  lets  the  sparkling 
of  the  waves  become  more  diamond-like,  and  lights  up  with 
a  purer  brilliancy  even  the  sandy  bed  of  the  brook. 

In  the  strength  of  this  new  discovery,  I  assume  Mdth  calm- 
ness the  part  of  sunbeams,  allotted  to  me  in  all  discretion, 

and  allow  it  to  pour  its  brightness  over  a  true  representation 
of  spring  and  love.  But  sunshine  may  weary,  like  every- 

thing else,  when  it  lasts  too  long  (as,  for  example,  in  Egypt), 
therefore  I  will  allow  my  sunbeams  merely  here  and  there  to 
glance  forth  during  our  wandering  tlirough  the  elysium  of 
youth,  and  to  light  up  only  the  places  where  I  desire  that 
my  reader  should  pleasantly  delay  his  steps  ;  or,  also,  where 
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I  have  a  desire  to  sit  down  to  warm  and  rest  myself.     Let 
us  now  step  out  of  the  shadow  into 

THE    riEST    SUNBEAM. 

It  shines  through  a  gloomy  pine-wood,  and  presents  ua 
with  a  view  of  an  open  space.  In  the  background  we  see 
that  little  grey  house  whifch  figured  in  the  scenes  of  a  fore- 

going chapter.  In  the  foreground  we  see  the  green  shores 
which  are  bathed  by  the  clear  waves  of  a  lake.  Granite 
rocks  rear  up  here  and  there  their  unshapely  forms,  and 
stand  like  sentinels  around  the  heaven-blue  palace  of  the 

"Water-lady  ;  young  birches  peep  forth  beside  this  with  green crowns,  and  rock  their  branches,  rich  in  joy,  in  tlie  west-wind 
which  plays  around,  full  of  life  and  delight — in  oue  word, 
full  of  spring. 

On  the  shore  of  the  lake,  in  the  green  birch-wood,  we  per- 
ceive a  young  man  and  a  young  lady  sitting  beside  each 

other  upon  the  flower-decorated  grass.  They  look  happy — 
they  seem  to  enjoy  nature,  themselves,  everything.  He  tells 
her  something ;  his  eyes  beam  ;  now  they  look  up  to  heaven, 
now  glance  around,  with  an  expression  of  proud,  blessed 
consciousness  ;  now  they  rest  for  a  long  time  upon  her,  as  if 
they  would  read  into  her  soul.  Now  he  strikes  his  breast ; 
he  stretches  forth  his  arms,  as  if  he  would  embrace  t)ie  whole 
world ;  he  speaks  with  all  the  warmth  of  a  deep  and  inward 
devotion,  and  must  therefore  most  certainly  persuade.  Slie 
listens  kindly  to  his  words ;  they  seem  to  please  her ;  she 
smiles,  sometimes  amid  tears,  sometimes  with  an  expression 
of  surprise  and  admiration  ;  clasps  together  or  lifts  up  her 
hands  with  an  exclamation  of  lovely  delight,  and  looks  in  an 
especial  manner  all  the  more  convinced.  Convinced  of  what  ? 

Of  the  young  man's  love  ? 
Pish,  pish ! 

Must  it  be  of  love  directly  ? 

No — convinced  that  Gustaf  Wasa  was  the  greatest  king; 
Gustavus  Adolphus,  the  greatest  knight  which  ever  lived  ; 
that  Charles  the  Twelfth  was  a  hero  as  great  as  Napoleon,  as 
well  as  that  the  Sice'Ush  people  icere  of  all  people  ilie  first  ani 
foremost  on  the  earth. 
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Some  of  my  readers,  wlio  have  a  particularly  good  memory, 
or  else  an  uncommon  faculty  for  guessing,  may  perhaps  send 
up  the  rocket-like  idea : 

"  Here  have  we  certainly  Comet  Carl  and  his  Linnaea 
borealis,  or  the  handsome  Hermina  !" 

So  it  was. 

"  But  how  have  they  made  each  other's  acquaintance  ?" 
asks  some  one  perhaps. 

I  answer,  see  the  Old  Testament,  Pirst  Book  of  Moses, 

twenty-fourth  chapter.  Eleazar's  acquaintance  with  Bebecca. 
The  modifications  which  are  caused  by  the  difference  in 
ancient  and  modern  times,  manners,  and  modes  of  speech, 
between  an  Idjdlian  scene  in  Mesopotamia  in  the  time  of  the 
Patriarchs  and  one  in  Sweden  in  the  nineteenth  century,  are 
not  so  important  as  to  induce  me  to  give  a  new  sketch  of  a 
scene  which  would  only  give  occasion  to  every  one  to  repeat 

Solomon's  tiresome,  but  true  proverb,  "There  is  nothing  new 
under  the  sun ;"  and  besides,  would  excite  in  me  the  un- 

pleasant feeling  of  giving  a  feeble  copy  of  a  beautiful  original 
— but  enough ;  here  also  was  a  weary  traveller,  a  well,  a 
young  maiden  who  came  with  a  pitcher  to  draw  water,  and 
who  gave  to  the  traveller  to  drink.  This  one  had  to  be  sure 
no  camels,  but  still  a  gentle,  thankful  heart,  impenetrable  to 
all  love,  excepting  Christian.  And  this  beautiful  weakness 
and  this  noble  strength  caused  him  to  accompany  that  kind 
maiden  to  her  home,  and  carry  for  her  her  pitcher  of  water. 

Since  we  have  now  taken  a  draught  of  light  (for,  in  order 
not  to  offend  the  Temperance  Society,  I  will  not  call  it  a 
dram)  of  the  first,  we  will  go  over  to  the 

SECOND  SUNBEAM, 

"Wbicli  will  give  us  a  sight  of  the  Wood-family,  as  well  as  an 
insight  into  Cornet  Carl's  heart,  which  may  afford  us  an 
oversight  of  that  which  may  be  the  intention  of  fate  regard- 

ing him,  and  may  lead  to  moral  refiection  on  the  superintend- 
ence which  it  is  good  for  every  one  to  have  over  his  heart 

amid  the  magic  play  of  life. 
If  Hermina  might  with  justice  be  compared  to  Eebecca, 

vet  the  Baron  K   ,  Hermina's  stepfather,  had  not  the 
least  resemblance  to  the  hospitable  Bethuel.     Cold  and  un- 



394!  THE  K    TAMILT. 

friendly  in  the  extreme,  he  ahnost  repulsed  the  young 
wanderer.  His  wife,  the  already  announced  AVood-lady,  was 
not  much  kinder.  It  seemed  as  if  she  felt  both  fear  and 

vexation  to  have  been  discovered  in  that  hiding-place.  But 
no  one  could  long  be  fearful,  or  cold  and  unfriendly,  towards 
a  young  man  like  Cornet  Carl.  His  candour,  his  amiable  and 
fresh  cheerfulness,  the  goodness  which  emanated  from  his 
whole  being,  his  simplicity,  together  with  a  certain  noble 
grace  in  his  deportment,  which  he  derived  from  his  father  ; 
his  careless,  free,  gentle  look,  which  always  met  clearly  and 
(.'almly  that  of  others,  and  attached  to  him  persons  of  the 
most  dissimilar  temperaments,  characters,  and  minds,  making 
them  always  happy  with  him.  People  felt  themselves  in- 

voluntarily inclined  to  put  confidence  in  him,  wished  to  live 
in  his  society,  as  they  wished  to  live  in  open  natural  scenery 
— because  in  such  they  feel  life  to  be  lighter,  themselves 
happier  and  better  ;  because  we  there — but  what  is  the  use 
of  making  a  memorandum  of  that  which  everybody  knows  by 
heart. 

Cornet  Carl  wished  to  captivate,  and  captivated  actually 
both  Baroness  K   and  her  husband,  so  that  they  assented 
to  his  desire  of  visiting  them  again,  if  (and  this  was  made  an 
express  condition)  he  would  promise  that  to  no  one,  and  not 
even  to  his  family,  would  he  mention  his  acquaintance  with 
them,  or  their  place  of  residence. 

The  Cornet  promised  this,  because — because  he  felt  a  par- 
ticular, indescribable  desire  to  come  again. 

A  few  days  were  sufficient  to  make  him  aware  of  the 
singular  and  unhappy  misunderstandings  which  reigned  in 
this  family ;  but  it  was  a  long  time  before  he  understood  the 
causes  of  them.     Baron  K    was  a  Swede,  his  wife  and 
stepdaughter  Italians,  who  had  arrived  with  him  in  Sweden 
about  two  months  before.  Their  dresses  were  splendid  and 
remarkable,  and  elegant  in  a  high  degree.  Their  behaviour, 
their  mode  of  speech,  their  accomplishments,  their  talents, 
betrayed  that  they  belonged  to  the  higher  and  more  refined 
circles  of  society  ;  and  yet  they  lived  now  in  want  of  many  of 
the  necessaries  of  life. — N.B.  of  those  which  become  neces- 

sary to  the  efl*eminate  children  of  the  world.  Excepting  one 
single  room  in  wliich,  as  it  were,  was  heaped  together  all  the 
splendour   which   had   been  rescued   from  a  shipwreck   of 
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fortune,  all  in  the  Louse  exhibited  actual  poverty.  The  daily 
food  which  the  handsome  Italians  enjoyed,  was  no  better 
than  that  which  was  common  to  every  peasant  family  in 
Sweden.  The  Cornet,  for  his  part,  always  declared  that  there 
was  no  better  diet  than  herring  and  potatoes. 

Between  Baron  K   and  his  wife  it  was  almost  always 
stormy  weather.  There  seemed  to  be  between  them  now  the 
most  vehement  love,  and  now  the  most  decided  hatred,  Avhieh 
sometimes  in  the  deportment  of  the  Baroness  assumed  an  ex- 

pression of  proud  disdain,  whilst  he  gave  vent  to  expressions 
of  anger  and  rage.  Scenes  often  occurred  between  the  un- 

happy pair,  in  which  they  mutually  made  the  most  bitter  re- 
proaches and  accusations  ;  the  most  insignificant  trifles  could 

give  occasion  thereto.  An  almost  senseless  rage  on  his  side, 
exclamations  of  despair  and  tears  on  hers,  mostly  ended  such 
scenes.  The  character  of  the  Baroness  seemed  fundamentally 
to  be  noble  ;  but  she  was,  at  the  same  time,  inflexible,  proud, 
and  passionate  in  the  extreme.  Her  husband,  at  the  same 
time  weak  and  despotic,  was  of  an  outrageous  and  unbroken 
temper  ;  only  in  moments  of  a  kind  of  remorseful  calm,  wliicli 
he  sometimes  had,  might  it  be  suspected  that  here  also 
existed  a  nobler  nature — a  something  which  deserved  to  be 
loved. 

Patient,  kind,  and  gentle,  as  a  suffering  angel,  stood 
Hermina,  spreading  the  snow-white  wings  of  her  innocence 
reconcilingly  between  these  natures,  angered  and  embittered 
in  the  strife  of  passion. 

She  was  what  is  called  a  'beautiful  spirit.  But  this  was  not 
born  so,  like  her  lovely  body.  It  was  formed  by  early  sufter- 
ing,  early  experience  of  domestic  sorrow  and  trouble,  especially 
through  an  early  awakening  of  religious  feeling,  which  en- 

abled her  to  bear  with  patience,  to  resign  with  smiles,  sacri- 
ficing her  pain  to  Heaven,  and  working  full  of  love  and  un- 

wearyingly  upon  earth.  To  lessen  her  mother's  suflfering, and  to  obtain  for  her  somewhat  more  of  comfort,  she  took 
upon  herself  even  the  coarsest  business  of  the  house,  which 
otherwise  would  have  been  done  by  the  one  maid  of  the 
family.  And  it  was  affecting  to  see  that  lovely,  ideal,  accom- 

plished being,  working  like  a  maid-servant,  carrjnng  burdens 
under  which  she  sunk ;  that  is  to  say,  under  which  she 
would  have  sunk,  had  not  Cornet  Carl  come  and  set  thiiiga 
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ill  order,  and  taken  the  burdens  and  carried  them  upon  liia 
own  shoulders.  From  the  hour  in  which  he  came,  there  was 
a  great  change  for  Hermina.  As  Jacob  served  Laban  for  the 
beautiful  Kacliel,  so  did  Cornet  Carl  Baron  K   serve,  to 

alleviate  Hermiua's  pain.  He  hunted  and  fished,  provided 
stores  for  the  kitchen,  and  was  only  with  difficulty  prevented 
from  being  cook  himself,  when  he  saw  how  the  beautiful  face 
and  hands  of  Hermina  would  be  burnt  by  the  fire.  Help  of 
any  other  kind  he  dared  not  offer  in  their  poverty,  to  these 
proud  and  high-minded  people. 

Hermina  had  hitherto  served  lier  mother  almost  like  a 

slave,  but  without  being  rewarded  with  the  tenderness  which 
she  so  well  deserved.  The  Baroness  K    seemed  accus- 

tomed to  receive  sacrifices  without  thanks  ;  stUl  less  did  she 
seeiu  willing  to  make  any  herself. 

She  bore  with  difficulty  the  troubles  of  adversity  and 
poverty  in  which  she  saw  lierself  placed.  She  required  that 
Hermina,  as  well  as  herself,  should  continually  be  both  taste- 

fully and  handsomely  dressed,  and  whicli  a  very  rich  ward- 
robe, brought  from  Italy,  enabled  her  to  be.  It  seemed  as  if 

she  wished  in  these  relics  of  a  departed  pomp  and  splendour 
to  find  consolation  for  her  present  fate ;  or  as  if  she  could 
not  believe  that  this  fate  was  actually  serious,  but  merely  a 
momentary  enchantmeut,  which  might  be  dissipated  at  any 

hour;  as  if  she  expected  that  some  fairy's  wand  would 
change  the  little  grey  house  into  a  palace ;  and  she  held  her- 

self therefore  in  readiness,  in  a  dress  suitable  to  her  rank  and 
her  dignity,  to  receive  visitors  and  congratulations. 

Hermina  was  treated  by  her  stepfather  at  the  same  time 
with  indifference  and  severity,  and  one  saw  plainly,  that  that 
which  she  did  for  him,  she  did  not  do  for  his  sake — but  for 
that  of  God. 

From  the  moment  when  the  Cornet  came  into  the  house, 
he  acquired  there  a  sort  of  power,  which  increased  daily,  and 

this  he  used  to  make  Hermiua's  life  happier. 
Baron  K   was  for  the  most  part  absent  during  the  day, 

and  did  not  return  till  evening;  sometimes  also  he  remained 
two  or  three  days  away.  During  these  intervals  of  peace,  the 
Cornet  contrived  to  procure  for  Hermina  a  liberty  which  she 
never  knew  before,  and  which  she  now  enjoyed  with  childish 
delight.     He  induced  her  mother,  who  had  a  feeling  for  the 
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beauties  of  nature,  to  take  long  walks  in  the  wild  but  roman- 
tic district.  Botany  had  formerly  been  her  favourite  pleasure  ; 

the  Cornet  revived  her  taste  for  it — sought  for  flowers  every- 
where (even  I  fancy  where  there  were  none  to  be  found), 

that  he  might  convince  the  handsome  Italian,  who  was 
charmed  witli  the  abundant  vegetation  of  her  native  land, 
that  Sweden  was  as  rich  in  flowers  as  it  was  in  heroes  and 

iron.  At  least  it  was  certain  (and  that  he  himself  acknow- 
ledged afterwards)  that  he  had  not  the  least  difildence  in 

representing  the  mountain  cudweed,  trefoil,  dodder,  the 
marsh  ledum,  the  sweet  gale,  wormwood,  tansy,  and  such 
like,  as  most  uncommon  and  remarkable  productions  of 
nature. 

He  mentioned  in  particular,  as  the  most  beautiful  thing  in 
nature,  that  wonderfully  charming  flower,  which  has  derived 

its  name  from  "the  world's  greatest  naturalist,  the  Swedish 
Linnaeus."  He  tried  to  inspire  the  Baroness  and  Herinina 
with  the  greatest  possible  desire  to  fijid  this  miracle  of  a 
plant.  Every  day  be  had  new  suspicions  about  their  being 
able  to  find  it  ia  some  new  district ;  he  sought  long — long 
and  well,  and  discovered  it  only  at  that  moment  in  which  he 
discovered  his  love. 

These  walks  gave  the  Comet  continual  opportunities  of 
being  with  Hermina.  He  gave  her  his  arm  in  walking ; 
when  they  rested  he  shaded  her  from  the  sunbeams ;  by 
degrees  he  induced  her  to  run  about  and  climb  among  the 
rocks,  in  one  word,  to  enjoy  the  free,  fresh,  youthful  life,  of 
which  her  days  passed  hitherto  in  the  stillness  of  a  convent, 
had  given  her  no  idea.  As  now  with  the  rosy  hue  of  health 
and  gladness  upon  her  cheeks,  beautiful  and  light  as  a 
nymph,  she  floated  about  in  the  charming  scenery  full  of 
fragrance  and  spring,  and  often  turned  her  angelic  coun- 

tenance beaming  with  grateful  devotion  towards  him,  who 

was  the  cause  of  her  life's  enjoyment,  then — then  the  Cornet 
felt  something  wonderful  in  his  heart ;  a  warmth — a  delight 
— an  altogether  something  which  had  been  to  him  hitherto  a 
totally  unknown  feeling. 

The  Baroness  seemed  to  contemplate  the  two  voung 
friends  as  two  children,  whose  sport  she  allowed,  because 
they  still  brought  all  their  gaiety,  all  their  flowers,  as  a  sacri- 

fice to  her.     The  Cornet  possessed  the  good  faculty  of  keep- 
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ing  people  iu  good  humour  with  themselves,  and  therefore 
with  others. 

After  all,  however,  he  was  most  useful  to  Hermina  in  the 
moments  when  the  so  often  recurring  unpleasant  domestic 
scenes  drew  from  her  bitter  tears,  which  she  for  the  most 
part  went  to  conceal  in  the  kitchen.  There  he  followed  her, 
consoled  her  with  brotherly  tenderness,  or  endeavoured  by 
conversation,  or  interesting  stories,  to  lead  her  thoughts  to 
pleasanter  subjects. 

On  one  of  these  occasions  Hermina  was  needed  and  called 
for.  She  was  not  instantly  found,  and  this  occasioned  severe 
reproaches  from  her  stepfather.  The  Cornet  took  up  these 
as  a  glove  thrown  to  him,  and  the  manner  in  which  he  re- 

plied to  the  challenge,  obtained  for  Hermina  greater  freedom. 
He  might  now  frequently  go  out  alone  with  her.  Her  educa- 

tion in  the  higher  branches  of  knowledge  had  been  neglected. 
He  was  her  teacher,  especially  in  Swedish  history,  he  was  to 
her  as  a  brother.  She  soon  gave  to  him  too  the  sweet  name  ; 
and  as  they  one  day  had  been  studying  together  the  Swedish 
grammar,  they  came  to  the  decision  that  thou  was  incom- 

parably more  beautiful  than  you,  and  that  they  must  use  it 
to  each  other. 

Hermina  again  was  for  Cornet  Carl,  one  cannot  exactly 
say,  an  instructress,  nor  precisely  a  sister ;  but  she  was  so 
unobservedly  the  light  of  his  eyes,  the  gladness  of  his  life, 
she  was  his   .     It  is  high  time  to  inform  my  reader,  and 
especially  my  young  lady  reader,  how  it  was  with  Cornet  Carl. 
He  was — in  love. 

That  indeed  nobody  would  have  guessed.  He  himself 
neither  believed,  uor  suspected,  nor  guessed  it  before 

THE    THIED    SUNBEAM. 

As  he  walked  one  evening,  towards  sunset,  on  the  shore  of 
the  mirror-calm  lake,  Hermina  leaned  upon  his  arm.  She 
was  silent  and  pale.  Pale  with  that  paleness  which  shows 
that  the  heart  is  joyless  ;  that  she  was  resigned,  but  that  she 
suffered. 

A  scene  deeply  agitating  to  her  gentle  spirit  had  just 
occurred  between  her  parents.  Cornet  Carl  had  borne  her 
away  from  them  almost  by  force,  and  now  endeavoured,  but 
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without  success,  to  divert  and  euliven  tier  dejected  mind. 
After  they  had  walked  for  some  time,  they  seated  themselves 
under  the  birch-trees,  beside  a  mossy  wall  of  rock,  and 
observed  silently  the  dying  purple,  which  painted  itself  in 
the  mirror  of  ttie  water,  and  upon  the  woody  heights  of 
the  opposite  shore. 

It  was  then  that  Hermina  first  turned  a  tear-moistened 

eye  to  Cornet  Carl,  and  said,  "  Thou  art  very  good,  my 
brother."  She  wished  to  say  more,  but  her  voice' trembled  ; 
she  paused,  seemed  to  struggle  with  her  emotions,  and  con- 

tinued as  she  half  turned  from  him  her  countenance  :  "  Thou 
remainest  here  on  my  account,  out  of  kindness  to  me,  and 
.thou  hast  for  my  sake  borne  many  disagreeable  and  heavy 
hours,  and — thou  couldst  nevertheless  be  so  happy ;  thou 
hast  indeed  a  father,  a  mother  so  good,  so  excellent^ sisters 
whom  thou  lovest  so  much, — they  must  miss  thee — return 
to  them — and  remain  with  them — be  happy — never  come 
back  hither !" 

The  Cornet  sate  silently  and  looked  on  the  lake,  and  as  if 
in  a  mirror  of  the  soul,  he  looked  at  the  same  time  into  his 
own  heart. 

"Why  shouldst  thou  continue  to  come  hither?"  began 
Hermina  again,  with  a  persuasive  expression  in  her  sweet, 

gentle  voice.  "  Thou  givest  thyself  a  deal  of  trouble,  a  deal 
of  vexation,  and  yet  thou  canst  not  change  my  fate.  My 
father  has  to-day  spoken  bitter,  threatening  words  to  thee — 
ah,  leave  us  !  Why  shouldst  thou  stay  ?  Be  not  uneasy 

for  me,  Carl !     God  will  strengthen  and  help  me  !" 
"  Hermina !"  said  Cornet  Carl,  "  I  cannot  leave  thee — 

but  it  is  as  much  for  my  sake  as  for  thine." 
Hermina  turned  to  him  her  countenance  v^dth  an  inquir- 

ing look,  whilst  large  tears  slowly  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 

"  Because— because,"  continued  the  Cornet,  deeply  ex- 
cited,—  "That,  Hermina — because  I  love  thee  beyond  all 

description — because  I  have  no  happiness  in  the  world,  if  I 
do  not  see  thee,  am  not  with  thee." 

Hermina's  angelic  countenance  beamed  vrith  astonishment 
and  inward  gladness. 

"  There  is  then  somebody  who  loves  me — and  that  is  thou, 
my  brother!  How  good  God  is  to  me!"  and  she  extended to  the  Cornet  her  hand. 
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"  Dost  thou  also  love  me  ?"  asked  lie,  with  a  secret  trem- 
oling,  and  held  the  small  white  hand  in  his. 

"  How  could  it  be  otherwise !"  replied  Herraina.  "  I  have 
been  indeed,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  happy  since  I  knew 
thee.  Thou  art  so  excellent,  so  good.  Thou  art  the  first 

person  who  has  loved  Hermina." 
"And  the  first  whom  Hermina  has  loved?"  asked  the 

Cornet  not  very  stout-heartedly. 

"  Yes,  certainly  !  except  my  mamma."* 
An  inward  feeling  of  felicity  overcame  the  two  young 

lovers  ;  and  as  if  Love  himself  had  sunk  down  upon  the 
heathy  turf  beside  them  in  a  rosy  cloud,  there  floated  around 
them,  at  that  moment,  a  delight,  so  sweet,  so  enchanting 
(certainly  Olympus  had  not  more  beautiful  ambrosia),  that 
Cornet  Carl,  amid  the  delight  of  his  soul,  sprang  up  and  ex- 

claimed, "  This  is  the  Linnaea!  My  life's  flower  is  found!" 
It  grew  really  in  long  leafy  trails  down  the  mossy  rocks. 
Soon  was  a  wreath  woven  for  Hermina.  Who  can  describe 

tlie  scene  of  pure  and  inward  happiness,  of  innocent  joy 
which  followed  ?  Hermina  was  pale  no  longer — the  sugges- 

tion was  not  again  thrown  out  that  Cornet  Carl  should 
return  to  his  family.  Hermina  was  indeed  Ms.  He  was 

Herraina's.  They  understood  each  other,  they  were  happy. 
All  was  become  good, — they  should  always  be  together. 
JVohodi/  could  divide  them  more — they  belonged  to  each  other, 
on  earth — in  heaven. 

Nature  seemed  to  sympathise  with  the  young  happy  pair, 
mild  and  full  of  love,  she  enclosed  them  like  a  tender  mother 
in  her  caressing  arms. 

Who  would  not  willingly  give  ten  heavy  years  of  autumn 
for  one  moment  of  spring  and  love  ? 

•  I  know  perfectly  well  what  a  heap  of  Romance-gold  I  at  this  moment  push 
from  me.  I  see  plainly  how  this  little  crumb  of  a  novel  might  have  been  better, 
might  have  been  more  interestingly  carried  out,  conducted  with  more  animation ; 
how  both  the  coming  in  and  the  going  out  of  this  piece  might  have  made  my  book 
go  off  splendidly.  But  this  would  have  required  more  words;  ergo,  more  lines ; 
ergo,  more  paper ;  and  my  publisher  is  so  horrified  lest  my  book  should  be  too 
big,  and  cannot  be  sold  for  a  rixdollar  banco,  that  I  see  myself  compelled  to 
crush  together  my  soul  and  my  ideas,  that  I  may  get  my  book  into  the  shops 
within  the  stipulated  price.  My  publisher  fancies  that  the  Swedish  public  will 
not  1  ty  out  very  much  in  such  every-day  things.  I  think  that  he  is  right,  that 
they  are  right,  and  that  I  am  right,  to  write  accordingly. 
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THE    FOURTH   SUI^BEAM 

— shines  ov«r  the  Cornet's  wrath  so  grimly. 

One  warm  pure  day  the  Cornet  arrived  at  the  house  in  the 
wood,  heated,  wearied,  longing,  pining,  thirsting  to  cast  a 
kindly  glance  on  his  beloved,  to  receive  a  refreshing  draught 
from  her  hand.  Scarcely  had  he  reached  the  house  when  he 
heard  the  sound  of  her  harp.  He  hastened  up,  and  beheld 
Hermiua  more  lovely,  and  more  elegantly  dressed  than  ever, 
Bitting  with  the  harp  in  her  lily-white  arms,  and  beside  her, 
— O  horror,  O  lightning,  and  thunder,  and  death !  work  of 
the  nether-regions,  invention  of  hell !  beside  her  sate — not 
Cerberus  the  spectre,  with  three  heads ;  no,  worse ! — not 
Polyphemus  with  one  eye ;  no,  worse,  worse ! — not  the 
Evil  one, — no,  worse,  worse,  worse,  far !  Ah,  it  was  not 

"The  Beast"  which  sate  beside  "  The  Beauty;"  no,  it  was  a 
young  man,  handsome  as  a  statue,  another  Prince  Azor. 

The  handsome,  proudj  calm,  cool,  refined,  and  ornate  G-en- 
serik  G    observed  with  astonishment  the  heated,  dusty, 
and  more  than  that,  as  he  seemed,  the  highly  confounded 
Cornet  H   .  Soon,  however,  he  elevated  his  Apollo- 
figure,  advanced,  with  animation,  full  of  grace  towards  the 
new  comer,  extended  to  him  his  hand  with  friendly  conde- 

scension, rejoiced  to  see  him  in  the  country,  and  reminded 
him  of  the  last  time  they  had  met  in  Stockholm.  The  Cornet 
seemed  not  at  all  to  rejoice,  and  scarcely  uttered  one  civil 

word  on  the  subject.  G-enserik  went  again  to  Hermina,  and 
asked  her  to  sing.  The  Cornet  went  up  to  her  under  some 

pretence,  and  whispered  to  her,  "  Do  not  sing." 
"With  commanding  voice  and  look,  the  Baroness  desired her  daughter  to  sing.  Hermina  sung,  but  with  a  trembling 

voice.  The  Cornet  seated  himself  in  a  window,  and  wiped 
the  perspiration  from  his  brow  with  his  pocket-handker'^hief. 
During  the  whole  time  that  Grenserik's  visit  lasted,  he 
scarcely  spoke  three  words ;  in  part,  because  nobody  talked 
to  him  ;  in  part,  because  the  young  G   talked  incessantly 
himself.  And  he  talked  so  well,  had  such  select  and  polite 
terms  in  his  conversation  ;  told  a  story  with  so  much  interest, 

— he  had  so  much  knowledge  and  insight  into  things,  that  it 
was  a  real  pleasure  to  listen  (horror  to  the  Cornet).    Besidea 

2j) 
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this,  lie  had  a  consciousness  of  his  own  worth,  which  raised  it 
all  the  more  in  the  opinion  of  others. 

"  I  am — I  have — I  do — I  consent — I  think — I  wish — I  will 

— I  have  said,"  was  the  theme  around  which  and  to  which 
his  thoughts  and  words  always  played  rondo,  at  all  times  re- 

turned. Summa :  that  I  became  by  degrees  so  great,  so  im- 
portant, swelled  so  greatly,  that  Cornet  Carl  saw  his  I,  as  it 

were,  melt  away  or  crushed  down.  He  felt  himself  almost 
stifled  in  that  oppressive  atmosphere,  and  was  obliged  to  seek 
for  breath  in  the  fresh  air.  He  walked  up  and  down  in  the 
orchard,  amid  desperate  thoughts. 

"  What  bad-weathered  wind,  surely  coming  from  the  sand- 
desert  of  Zahara,  had  blown  hither  the  young  Law-commis- 

sioner, the  fatal  Genserik  G   ?     The  Baroness  paid  him 
extraordinary  compliments.  What  does  that  mean  ?  He  is 
rich,  he  is  handsome,  accomplished  ;  he  is  Law-commissioner, 
he  is — ah,  good  heavens  !  what  is  he  not  ?  He  showed  evi- 
dently  his  admiration  of  the  lovely  Hermina — in  particular 
(it  is  enough  to  make  one  mad)  of  her  singing. 

"  And  Hermina !  why  did  she  sing  when  /  asked  her  not 
to  do  so  ?  Wliy  did  she  let  compliments  be  paid  to  her  by  a 
strange  fellow — a  Law-commissioner  into  the  bargain  ?  Why 
did  she  give  to  her  only  friend  hardly  a  friendly  look  ?  AVhy 
did  she  not  take  one  single  step  to  obtain  for  him — so  much 
as  a  glass  of  water ;  but  let  him  stand  there  and  wipe  his  fore- 

head and  be  thirsty,  and  be  plagued  and  tormented  both 

body  and  soul  ?" 
Nobody  replied  to  the  questions  of  the  unlucky  lover.  The 

heaven  was  cloudy  about  his  head,  and  his  feet  got  entangled 
in  the  trodden-down  rows  of  peas.  Suddenly  he  heard  the 

trampling  of  horse's  hoofs.  It  sounded  to  the  Cornet  like 
the  kettle-drums  of  gladness.  Grenserik  rode  away,  and  the 
Cornet  returned  hastily  to  the  house,  to  receive  an  explana- 

tion and  satisfaction.  He  received  neither.  The  Baroness 

met  him  coldly  and  repulsively.  Her  severe  and  watchful 
eyes  rested  upon  Hermina,  who  sate  and  sewed,  without  ven- 

turing to  look  up.  It  was  in  this  moment  of  mutual  con- 
straint and  displeasure  that  the  Cornet  was  surprised  by  the 

visit  of  his  family.     How  it  then  went  on,  the  reader  knows. 
A  time  of  grief  followed  for  the  Comet.  He  could  no 

longer  go  to  the  house  of  his  beloved  without  finding  Geuserik 
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there  before  tim.     His  rival  was  openly  favoured  by  Baron 
K   and  the  Baroness.     The  Cornet  was  treated  by  them 
with  more  and  more  indifference.  Hermina  alone  was  gentle 
and  kind ;  but  dejected,  silent,  reserved,  and  avoided  his 
questions. 

In  order  the  better  to  watch  and  observe  the  movements 

within  the  Wood-family,  the  Cornet  determined  to  undertake 
a  so-called  journey  on  foot ;  which  consisted  in  this,  that  he 
quartered  himself  in  a  hay-barn  as  near  as  possible  to  Her- 

mina's  place  of  residence ;  here  he  slept  at  night,  and  during 
the  day  wandered  around  Hermina' s  dwelling  like  a  bee around  flowers. 

One  may  be  happy  in  sucb  a  barn — yes,  lying  upon  straw 
or  hay,  may  fancy  oneself  in  heaven !  But  if  the  thorns  of 
grief  stick  in  the  heart,  then  it  is  certain  that  the  barn  and 
its  bed  of  thistles  add  pain  to  torment.  The  Cornet  made  a 
memorandum  on  this  subject. 

A  great  change,  by  degrees,  now  took  place  in  the  Wood- 
house.  There  was  abundance  of  eatables,  wines,  and  many 
articles  of  luxury ;  there  was  an  increase  of  several  servants. 
Baron  K   was  in  brilliant  good-humour ;  the  Baroness 
more  majestic  and  proud.  The  Cornet  all  the  more  super- 

fluous and  overlooked.    Genserik  G   grew  over  his  head. 
The  greatest  antipathy  sprung  up  between  the  two  young 
men ;  but  the  Cornet,  angry,  bitter,  and  caustic,  appeared  to 
disadvantage  beside  the  uniformly  cheerful,  always  coldly 
polite,  and  calm  Grenserik.  He  felt  this,  read  it  in  all 
countenances,  and  became  thereby  the  more  embarrassed. 

He  played  what  is  called  a  "  miserable  fiddle  ;"  and  that  we 
may  no  longer  weary  the  ears  of  the  fine-feeling  reader  with 
it,  we  will  look  about  us  in  the 

riFTH  SUNBEAM. 

More  dissatisfied  than  usual  witb  Hermina,  her  clouded 
friendliness,  her  reserved  manners,  with  himself,  with  the 
whole  world.  Cornet  Carl  walked  one  evening,  full  of 
thought,  up  and  down  in  the  soughing  piue-wood.  When  he 
reached  the  spring  where  he  had  first  seen  Hermina,  he 
stood  with  troubled  feelings,  observing  in  its  clear  mirror  his 
Bunburnt,  dissatisfied  looks,  his  face  so  little  handsome,  coiu« 

2d2 
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])ai'ing  it,  iu  thought,  with  Gen?erik's  handsome,  bright,  and 
circumspect  appearance.  Suddenly  then  he  saw  in  the  well 
a  face  looking  down  beside  his  own.  It  was  beautiful  as  an 
angel — it  was  Hermina.  A  shiver  of  delight  thrilled  through 
the  Cornet,  but  was  quickly  stifled  by  a  bitter  feeling. 

"Hermina,"  said  he,  "it  was  certainly  Grenserik  thou  ex- 
pected to  meet." Hermina  stood  silent  a  moment,  then  laid  her  hand  gently 

upon  his  arm,  and  only  said,  "Carl!  have  we  ceased  to 
understand  each  other  ?" 

He  looked  at  her,  and  her  gentle,  loving,  but  tearful  eyes 
met  his. 

Lovers  !  if  the  silken  skein  of  your  love  and  your  happi- 
ness has  become  entangled,  and  you  wish  to  strengthen  it, 

do  not  talk.     Look  at  one  another  ! 
Comet  Carl  felt  all  at  once  as  if  a  veil  feU  from  his  eyes 

— the  mist  vanished  from  his  soul.  All,  at  once,  was  clear  to 
him  ;  and  so  heavenly  clear.  The  young  lovers  stood  silent 
for  a  long  time,  and  drank  light,  and  peace,  and  felicity, 
from  their  mutually  bright  beaming  eyes. 

As  there  was  no  longer  any  spark  of  uneasiness  remain- 
ing in  their  souls,  the  lovers  began  to  make  explanations 

and  declarations. 

"  Is  it  not  thou,"  said  Hermina,  among  other  things — "  is 
it  not  thou  who  first  loved  me  ;  who  made  me  feel  that  there 
was  a  pleasure  in  living  ?  And  even  if  thou  hadst  not  done 
so,  how  canst  thou  tliink  that  I  could  place  a  cold  egotist 
like  G   beside  thee  ?" 

"  But  he  is  so  confoundedly  handsome  !"  said  the  Comet, 
laughing,  and  yet  half  confused. 

"  Is  he  ?  That  I  have  not  remarked.  He  does  not  please 
me,  I  know  one  who  pleases  me — one  whose  face  it  does 

nie  good  to  see — one  whom  I  think  handsome.  "Wdt  thou 
see  his  portrait  ?" 

She  led  him  to  the  spring.  The  Comet  saw  there  with 
satisfaction  his  sunburnt  countenance  beaming  with  joy. 

"  But  thv  parents  favour  Genserik   " 
"  And  I  favour  thee." 
"  He  loves  thee." 
"  And  I  love  thee." 
"Hermina  I" 
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"  Carl !" 
When  a  person  has  left  this  earthly  life,  to  gz  to  a  better 

in  heaven,  people  say,  full  of  confidence,  "  Peace  be  with 
him  !"     And  then  they  turn  to  think  about  other  things. 

Even  so  when  two  lovers  turn  from  the  valley  of  care  of 
this  life,  and  enter  the  bright  heavenly  kingdom  of  recon- 

ciliation, one  may  say,  "  Peace  be  with  them !"  and  think 
upon  other  subjects. 

Yet  we  will,  as  the  last  "  God's  peace  be  with  it,"  cast now  a 

SIXTH  STJNBEAM. 

And  this  smiles  over  the  delight  which  beams  upon  Cornet 
Carl  during  several  happy  days.  He  was  sure  of  Hermina ; 
and  her  silence,  her  reserve,  her  politeness  towards  Grenserik, 
his   multiplied   visits,   his    I,   his   lover-politeness  —  Baron 
K   and  his  wife's  coldness  towards  him  (Cornet  Carl) — ■ 
nothing  more  disturbed  him.  The  barn  afforded  him  a  hea- 

venly bed.  The  spring  in  nature  mirrored  the  spring  in  his 
soul.  The  woods,  flowers,  waves,  winds,  birds,  all  sang  to 

him,  and  for  him.  "Gladness!  gladness!"  Gladness? — 
Ah,  Einaldo,  Einaldo  !  Hark !  The  trumpet's  clang  calls 
thee  from  Armida,  and  thou  must  resign  gladness. 

The  trumpet's  sound  1  Not  from  the  fields  of  Palestine — 
not  from  that  promised  land— but  from  Ladugardsland  ;  or 
rather  from  the  Ladugardsgard.  All  as  one !  Now,  Einaldo, 
Cornet  Carl,  thou  must  leave  her  who  is  more  virtuous, 
more  discreet,  therefore  more  beautiful  than  Armida.  Thou 
must  tear  thyself  from  her  enchanted  palace,  the  little  grey 
house.  Thus  wills  that  unmovable  General-in-chief  of  all 

life-regiments,  Fate,  who  pays  so  Little  regard  to  the  demands 
of  the  heart. 

The  trumpets  sound,  duty  calls — to  the  camp,  to  the 
camp ;  and  then, 

THE  SEVENTH  SUNBEAM 

is  extinguished  in  the  lovers'  parting  tears. 
In  order  to  spare  our  own,  we  command  our  thoughts, 

turn  to  the  right,  march!  again  to  Thorsborg.  There  we 
ehall  go,  with  old  acquaintance,  about  new  business,  as  if 
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TO  DIG  THROUGH  THE  EAETH,  ETC. 

0>'E  evening,  as  we  ■were  all  assembled  around  the  sick- 
bed of  the  blind  girl,  Professor  L   read  aloud  a  transla- 

tion of  Herder's  "  Ideas."  The  subject  was  the  development 
of  mankind  in  another  world ;  the  explanatory  hints,  as  re- 

gards his  transformation,  which  are  given  to  us  on  earth,  by 
the  changes  which  we  remark  in  the  kingdom  of  nature,  and 
which  are  all  a  gradual  advance  towards  perfection. 

Professor  L   closed  with  this  remark  on  the  foregoing : 

"  The  flower  seems  to  us  at  first  as  a  vegetating  seed,  then 
as  a  sprout ;  this  puts  forth  the  bud ;  and  now  the  flower 
first  unfdlds  itself.  Similar  unfoldings  and  changes  are 
shown  to  us  by  other  existences,  among  which  the  butterfly 
is  a  well-known  symbol  of  human  transformation.  See  there 
crawls  the  ugly,  coarse,  greedy  caterpillar  ;  his  hour  comes, 
and  a  feebleness  of  death  comes  over  him ;  he  fixes  himself 
firmly ;  he  swaddles  himself  up,  and  spins  here  at  his  own 
shroud,  as  if  in  fact  the  organs  of  his  new  existence  were 
within  himself.  Xow  the  rings  work,  now  the  powers  of  the 
new  organisation  operate.  The  change  goes  on  slowly  at  the 
beginning,  and  seems  destructive  ;  the  ten  feet  remain  in  the 
dried-up  skin,  and  the  new  being  is  now  unshapely  in  all  its 
limbs.  By  degrees  these  form  themselves  and  come  in  order, 
but  the  existence  awakes  not  before  this  change  is  perfected ; 
it  now  presses  towards  the  light,  and  the  last  development 
quickly  takes  place.  A  few  minutes  only,  and  the  tender 
wings  become  five  times  greater  than  they  were  within  the 
covering  of  death.  They  are  gifted  with  elastic  power,  and 
with  the  splendour  of  all  beams  which  can  be  found  beneath 
the  sun.  Its  whole  nature  is  changed  :  instead  of  tlie  coarse 
leaves  upon  which  it  earlier  fed  itself,  it  enjoys  now  the 
nectar-dew  from  the  golden  cups  of  the  flowers.  Who,  in 
the  form  of  the  caterpillar,  could  have  divined  that  of  the 

existing  butterfly  ?  "Who  would  recognise  in  it  the  same 
being,  if  experience  had  not  shown  it  to  us  ?  And  both 
these  existences  are  only  periods  of  life  of  one  and  the  same 
being,  upon  one  and  the  same  earth.  What  beautiful  deve- 

lopment must  lie  'n  the  bosom  of  nature,  where  the  organic 
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sphere  is  wider  and  greater,  and  where  the  periods  of  life 
which  it  unfolds  embrace  more  than  a  world. 

"  And  thus  nature  shows  to  us  also,  in  this  analogy  of 
existence,  that  is,  of  progressively  perfecting  existence, 
wherefore  she  weaves  into  her  realm  of  shapes  the  slumber 
of  death.  It  is  a  beneficial  stupor,  which  enwraps  a  being, 
and  within  which  the  organic  powers  strive  after  new  deve- 

lopment. The  being  itself,  with  its  greater  or  less  degree  of 
consciousness,  is  not  strong  enough  to  see  and  direct  its 
combats.  Thus  it  slumbers  and  awakens  first,  when  it  stands 
forth  perfected.  The  slumber  of  death  is  also  as  it  were  a 
kind,  gentle  alleviation ;  it  is  a  composing  opiate,  under 
Avhich  operating  nature  collects  its  powers,  and  the  feeble 
invalid  is  refreshed." 

Here  L    ceased.     A  deep  and  pleasant  emotion  had 
overcome  us  all.  We  sate  silent,  with  looks  riveted  upon 

the  poor  invalid,  dow^n  whose  cheeks  large  tears  gently  rolled, 
whilst  low%  lamenting  tones  came  from  her  lips.  Her  Honour 
embraced  her  with  tenderness.  The  Colonel  laid  his  hands 

as  it  were  in  blessing  upon  her  head.  A  deep,  sonorous, 
continued  snoring,  drew,  at  this  moment,  all  our  regards 
upon  Lieutenant  Arvid,  who  was  sleeping  comfortably  in  a 
corner  of  the  sofa,  with  mouth  open,  and  nose  turned  up  in 
the  air.  This  trumpet  tone  was  a  signal  of  revolt  for  Julie, 
who  with  glowing  cheeks  vanished  from  the  room.  After  a 
moment  I  went  to  seek  for  her,  and  found  her  standing  upon 
the  steps  before  the  house,  leaning  with  crossed  arms  upon 
the  iron  balustrades,  and  looking  fixedly  upon  the  bright 
evening  heavens,  in  which  pale  stars  began  to  appear. 

"  Julie  !"  said  I,  laying  my  arm  around  her  waist. 
"Ah,  Beata  !"  sighed  Julie,  "  I  am  unhappy — I  am  very 

unhappy !     Must  I  remain  so  for  my  whole  life  ?" 
Before  I  could  reply,  Lieutenant  Arvid  came  out  on  the 

steps,  and  exclaimed  with  a  yawn,  "  What  the  deuce  are  you 
doing  here,  Julie  ?  Standing  and  getting  cold — getting  cold 
in  the  head  and  chest.  Come  in  again,  dearest.  I  fancy, 
too,  that  they  have  began  to  bring  in  supper.  Come, 
then!" 

"Arvid,"  said  Julie,  "come  here  to  me  for  a  moment;" 
and  she  took  his  hand  kindly,  and  said  with  animation,  "  See 
how  beautiful  everything  is,  this  evening  ;  let  us  go  into  the 
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park.  There,  you  kaow,  where  we  once  agreed  to — I  waut 

to  talk  with  you  there,  to  beg  something  from  you   " 
"  ~W^e  can  just  as  well  talk  with  one  another  in  the 

room   " 

"  Tes — but  it  is  so  lovely  this  evening.  Look  around 
you  !  Listen  to  the  bird,  how  sweetly  it  twitters  !  Do  you 
hear  the  wood-horn  yonder  ?  Look  there,  too,  where  the 

sun  has  set — what  sot't  crimson — ah,  it  is  a  lovely  evening !" 
"  Charmant,  my  angel,"  replied  Lieutenant  Arvid,  with  a 

suppressed  yawn  ;  "  but — I  am  outrageously  hungry,  and  I 
noticed  a  delicious  smell  of  chops  as  I  passed  the  kitchen.  I 
long  to  meet  with  them  again,  on  the  table.  Besides,  a 

cursed  mist  is  rising.     Come,  my  angel!" 
"Arvid!"  said  Julie,  drawing  back  her  hand,  "we  have 

sucb  dissimilar  inclinations  —  such  different  tastes.  I 

see-—" 
"  Don't  you  like  chops  ?" 
"  God  bless  you,  with  your  chops — I  do  not  speak  of 

them,  but  of  our  inchnations,  our  feehngs — they  do  not 

accord   " 

"  Tes  ;  that  I  can't  help." 
"  No ;  but  I  fear  that  we  are  not  fitted  for  each  other — 

that  we  shall  be  unhappy   " 
"  Ah,  thou  dear  one  !  that  may  be.  One  should  not  meet 

trouble  half  way.  That  takes  away  one's  appetite.  Come, 
let  us  eat  our  supper  in  peace.     Come,  my  little  wife   " 

"  But  I  will  not — and  I  am  not  your  wife,"  said  Julie,  as 
she  turned  herself  from  him  ;  "  and,"  added  she,  a  little 
lower,  "  will  not  be  your  bride  any  longer." 

"  "Will  not  r"  said  Arvid,  calmly.  "  Tes,  but  you  see there  are  some  diiBculties  in  giving  that  up.  Tou  have  my 
ring,  and  I  have  yours — besides,  I  am  not  very  much  afraid ; 
girls  have  their  caprices.  Xay,  nay,  let  it  be  till  morning. 
Adieu,  Julie !  I  go  to  have  some  chops ;  do  you  swallow 

down  your  caprices."     And  he  vanished  in  the  dining-room. 
Julie  took  my  arm  and  went  down  into  the  orchard,  weep- 

ing violently.  I  walked  silently  beside  her,  waiting  for  her 
to  open  her  heart  with  some  complaint  against  her  bride- 

groom. But  she  was  silent,  pressed  my  hand,  and  continued 
to  weep. 

As  we  turned  into  a  side  alley,  a  figure  wrapped  in  a  cloak 
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came  slowly  towards  us.    Professor  L   's  voice  proceeded 
from  this,  and  began  kindly  joking  Julie  on  her  romantic 
taste  for  evening  walks.  When  he  approached  us,  he  saw 
her  tearful  eyes,  and  became  suddenly  silent  and  grave. 

"  Professor  L   ,"   said  Julie,  half  merrily,  and  with  a 
voice  half  choked  with  weeping,  "  tell  me,  what  must  a  per- 

son do,  when  he  sees  that  he  has  begun  a  very  foolish  busi- 

ness'and  cannot  go  on  with  it  ?" 
"Then,"  said  Professor  L   ,  "wisdom  must  bear  the 

consequences  of  folly," 
"  And  one  should  be  unhappy  for  one's  whole  life  ?" 
"  Unhappy  one  should  not  be — but  better  and  more  pru- 

dent one  should  be,  and  should  make  all  past  errors  steps  by 

which  to  ascend  nearer  to  perfection." 
"  That  sounds  beautiful,  most  especially  edifying — and  in 

the  mean  time  one  should  grow  weary  of  wisdom  and  per- 

fection for  a  whole  life — and  find  every  day  insuiferable." 
"  Only  a  very  weak  person,"  said  Professor  L   ,  mildly, 

"  can.  so  sink  under  the  weariness  and  anxiety  of  life.  The 
most  gloomy  and  joyless  position  in  life  has  its  points  of 
light,  if  one  will  but  see  them.  In  every  care  and  trouble 
we  may  most  surely  find  within  ourselves  the  springs  of  con- 

solation. If  our  surrounding  circumstances  disturb  or  vex 
us,  let  us  seek  for  some  plan  of  freedom  and  an  inward  rich 

life  within  ourselves.  Then  may  we  say  with  Hamlet,  '  Oh, 
I  could  let  myself  be  enclosed  within  a  nutshell,  and  fancy 

myself  lord  of  an  immeasurable  world  !'  To  become  ac- 
quainted with  this  world  which  lives  within  us,  to  regulate 

it,  to  bring  it  into  clearness  and  progressive  development,  is 
an  enjoyment  which  no  position  in  life  can  deprive  us  of,  and 
an  enjoyment  which  we  must  soon  acknowledge  as  suflB.cient 
to  make  us  love  even  the  coldest  earthly  life.  To  learn  to 

think,  is  to  learn  to  live  and  enjoy." 
"  But,"  sighed  Julie,  "  how  can  one  learn  to  think  with 

a   " 

"  With  a  man  who  only  thinks  about  chops  ?"  ended  I  in 
spirit. 

"  Good  books."  continued  L   ,  "  are  gentle  comforters, 
guides,  and  friends.  With  their  help  one  can,  if  one  earnestly 

wishes  it,  not  go  wrong  in  bringing  one's  inward  life  into 
equipoise  and  consistency."     He  was  silent  for  a  moment, 
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and  added  with  -warmth  and  emotion,  "  How  macli  have  I  not 
to  thank  my  books  for!" 

"  Tou  have  been  unhappy  ?"  said  Julie,  with  heartfelt 
sympathy. 

"  I  have  lost  everything  which  I  loved  most  tenderly  on 
eartli — and  that  not  merely  through  death.  This  trial  has 
followed  me  since  my  earliest  years.  Everything  upon  which 
I  warmly  fixed  my  heart  has  been  torn  from  me.  Many  a 
bitter  moment  before  I  was  able  to  bow  myself  submissively 

to  the  will  of  the  Eternal  God,  and  yet   " 
"  Oh  that  one  could  comfort  you,"  exclaimed  Julie,  with 

child-like  fervent  devotion. 

"  I  have,"  continued  L   ,  "  sought  to  strengthen  my 
heart,  to  preserve  it  from  suifering  so  bitterly.  I  have 
struggled  long  with  its  sensitiveness — I  am  no  longer  young 
— and  yet  (this  he  said  with  a  sorrowful  smile)  I  shall  have 

perhaps  soon  to  go  to  my  books  to  find  consolation." 
"  I  wish  I  was  a  book  !"  said  Julie,  with  tears  in  her  eyes. 
Professor  L    looked   to   her  with   fatherly — no,  not 

exactly  fatherly,  but  nevertheless  indescribable  tenderness. 

"  Good,  amiable  girl !"  said  he  in  his  beautiful,  harmo- 
nious voice  ;  and  continued  after  a  moment,  more  calmly,  "  It 

is  weakness  to  complain.  We  find  strength  to  endure,  in 
prayers,  and  in  the  fulfilment  of  our  duties.  Let  us  obtain 

our  strength  from  these  fountains." 
He  extended  his  hand  to  Julie,  who  gave  hers  weeping. 
At  this  moment  we  reached  a  ditch,  from  which  three  little 

black  figures,  which  seemed  to  ascend  up  from  the  earth,  met 
our  astonished  eyes.  And  scarcely  less  astonished  were  we 
as  we  recognised  the  little  Dumplings  and  a  playfellow  with 
them,  standing  up  to  the  middle  in  a  deep  ditch,  and  sunk  in 
deep  deliberation.  To  our  repeated  questions  regarding  aU 
this,  succeeded  on  their  part,  first  silence,  then  some  confused 
sounds,  at  last  the  discovery  and  the  rather  dim  explanation 
of  their  great  secret.  They  had  merely  undertaken  to  dig 
through  the  earth,  and  to  give  their  family,  and  in  particular 
the  Colonel,  a  great  surprise  thereby. 

That  which  now  arrested  their  progress  was  certainly  not 
the  difficulty  of  the  undertaking,  bah !  but  a  deep  thought, 
which  arose  in  the  brain  of  the  little  Claes,  that  when  they 
had  got  through  the  earth  they  then  should  probably  fall 
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tlirougli  it,  and  then  where  should  they  come  to  ? — t hat- 
would  Professor  L   be  so  good  now  as  to  tell  them  that  ? 

We  now  all  laughed  together. 
Professor  L   ■  deferred  his  explanation  to  the  morrow, 

and,  joking  kindly,  sent  the  pigmies  with  their  giant-schemes 
home.  A  messenger  came  at  that  moment  after  them  and 
us,  to  say  that  supper  waited  for  us.  The  little  triumvirate 
set  off  at  a  short  gallop.  We  followed  more  slowly  after,  but 

now  were  surprised  by  Lieutenant  Arvid's  cursed  mist,  which 
stood  like  a  w^all  between  the  orchard  and  the  castle  court. 
We  now  observed,  for  the  first  time,  that  Julie  was  without  a 
shawl.     I  was  not  much  better  provided  for.     L    took 
off  his  cloak,  and  insisted  on  wrapping  it  round  Julie.     She 

would  not  at  all  listen  to  it,  because  L   's  health  was  not 
the  strongest.  They  would  have  stood  till- now  contending 
and  protesting,  if  I  had  not  come  between  with  a  compro- 

mising project,  and  proposed  that  they  both  should  make  use 

of  the  very  wide  cloak.  It  was  adopted  ;  and  Julie's  delicate 
zephyr-like  form  vanished  in  a  corner  of  the  cloak,  which  she 
laughingly  wrapped  around  her.  And  the  train  went  forward 
through  the  night  and  mist. 

That  was,  however,  a  little  crazlly  done,  thought  I  after- 
wards. The  late  Madame  G-enlis  and  M.  Lafontaine  no  less, 

in  their  romance-world,  never  would  have  let  two  lovers  come 
under  a  cloak  without  making  use  of  such  an  excellent  oppor- 

tunity for  a  declaration  of  love,  and  I  should  really  wonder  if 
Mrs.  Nature  did  not  this  time  open  a  way,  let  some  sigh, 
some  word   

I  listened  attentively  as  I  followed  the  inhabitants  of  the 
cloak,  but — they   were   silent — no  word,   no   sound.     Tes, 
now  ! — What  was  it  ?      Julie  sneezed.     Now  L     said, 

indeed,  "  Grod  help  !"  and  this  may  help  them  to  something 
— no,  he  said  nothing. 

We  leave  the  orchard,  we  go  across  the  court.  WiU  no- 
body speak  then?  Now! — no.  We  mount  the  steps,  we 

enter  the  door ;  now  then ! — no  !  The  cloak  falls  from  Julie's 
shoulder  ;  she  thanks  and  curtseys,  L   bows. 

As  we  entered  the  room.  Lieutenant  Arvid  sate  and  ate 
chops.  They  had  waited  a  long  time  for  us.  For  our  excuse 
1  related  the  contention  about  the  cloak. 

During  the  whole  of  supper,  her  Honour  shook  her  head  at 
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Julie  to  reprove  lier  for  so  great,  unheard-of  imprudence  as 
to  go  out  so  late  without  a  shawl. 
When  Lieutenant  Arvid  perceived  the  eyes  of  his  bride 

which  had  been  weeping,  he  seemed  very  much  confounded, 

but  probably  he  thought,  "  it  will  all  be  right  when  she  has 
eaten  and  slept ;"  for  he  made  no  haste  over  his  supper,  and 
afterwards  sought  no  opportunity  of  conversing  with  his  bride, 
and  went  to  bed  at  his  usual  time,  and  with  his  usual  calm- 
ness. 

But  Julie's  uneasiness  did  not  leave  her  ;  on  the  contrary, 
it  seemed  to  increase.  In  vain  Arvid  prayed  her  to  take  ''  a 
little  nap,"  and  to  consider  him  as  a  "  cushion."  She  seemed 
no  longer  to  find  repose  upon  it.  In  vain  his  father  came, 
old  General  P   ,  with  his  magnificent  equipage,  and  be- 

sought his  little  daughter-in-law  elect  to  drive  out  with  "  the 
Swans" — it  helped  nothing.  There  daily  occurred  between 
the  betrothed  many  little  quarrels,  which  assumed,  spite  of 

Arvid' s  unexampled  phlegm,  more  and  more  of  a  serious  cha- 
racter. Her  Honour,  who  now  became  observant  of  this, 

was  at  first  quite  uneasy,  and  always  held  herself  prepared  to 
knit  together  again  the  broken  thread  of  unity  with  some 
good-humoured  jest,  or  some  conciliatory  word.  It  succeeded, 
to  be  sure,  still ;  but — every  day  became  anew  entangled. 

Thus  went  on  time.  Cornet  Carl  set  ofiT  at  the  breaking 
up  of  the  camp  to  Roslagen.  From  this  place  he  wrote  the 
most  despairing  letters  on  account  of  dust  and  heat,  and 
vexation,  and  ennui,  and  such  like.  About  botany  he  said 
not  a  word. 

During  the  whole  of  the  summer  Elisabeth's  condition  re- 
mained the  same,  and  her  Honour  continued  to  consider  the 

milk  diet  necessary  for  my  chest  and  my  melancholy. 

The  Parcae  spun  the  life's  thread  of  the  rest  of  the  family 
of  common  flax,  mixed  with  a  little  hemp,  but  still  more  sillc, 
till  the  end  of  the  month  of  August — when  they  lifted  the 
shears.     Let  us  see — 

WHY? 

After  a  heavy  and  sultry  day,  a  mass  of  storm-clouds  col- 
lected themselves  together,  and  covered  the  whole  heaven  at 
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Bunset.  A  sort  of  silence  of  death  spread  itself  over  the 
whole  region.  One  heard  no  sound  from  speedily  home-going 
herds,  no  bird  twittered  ;  the  leaf  of  the  aspen  moved  not ; 
even  the  swarms  of  gnats  ventured  upon  no  hurrah,  as  usual 
at  the  going  down  of  day  ;  the  whole  of  nature  stood  as  if  in 
a  painful  expectation  of  something  mysterious  and  uncommon 
occurring. 

Later  in  the  evening  the  fearfully  beautiful  scene  began. 
Pale  lightning  illumined  every  minute  the  whole  region, 

which  in  the  intervals  was  wrapped  in  an  almost  night-like 
darkness  ;  and  by  the  lightning-flashes  was  sliown  how  masses 
of  clouds  assumed  ever  darker  hues,  and  in  threatening  shapes 
congregated  together  above  the  castle.  ISTow  and  then  a 
rapid  tempest  passed  through  the  air,  to  which  again  suc- 

ceeded a  dead  calm.  With  a  dull  but  strongly  increasing 
noise  the  thunder-chariots  were  heard  rolling  forth  from 
many  sides. 

Her  Honoiu:  hastened  from  stove  to  stove,  from  window  to 
window,  to  see  that  all  were  well  secured.  Julie  and  Helena 
stood  with  their  father  in  a  window,  and  drew  closer  to  him 
at  every  fresh  flash,  every  fresh  thunder-peal. 

I  went  to  the  blind  girl.  She  sate  upon  her  bed  in  a 
stooping,  bent  position,  expressive  of  the  utmost  weariness 
of  life,  and  sung  with  a  low  and  melancholy  voice : 

It  is  night,  it  is  right ! 
My  eyes  are  dark,  on  my  heart  is  blight, 

For  repose  it  longeth. 

Give  me  rest,  give  me  rest, 

Aud  room  in  the  house  by  the  earth-worm  possess'd, 
Oh  pallid  death's  angel! 

Oh  let  me  bleep  low, 
Ah !  I  am  so  weary  of  watching  aud  woe, 

So  weary  of  living ! 

Here  the  arms  fell,  and  her  head,  in  weariness  of  life, 
sank  down  on  the  cushions.  She  was  silent  a  moment ;  I 
saw  her  smile  mournfully,  and  then  begin  again  to  sing,  but 
in  a  clearer  voice  and  more  cheerful  tone : 

When  the  morning  dawns  clear, 
And  the  song  of  ascension  my  grave  draweth  near, 

Which  calls  to  existence — 

Shall  I  see  thy  day. 

King  of  Light,  and  from  earth's  sordid  clay 
Raise  up  my  forehead  ? 



41-i  THE  H    FAMILY. 

Here  her  tears  began  to  flow ;  and  changing  her  tone,  sho 

Bang,  weeping  and  in  broken  stanzas — 
O  mother,  0  mother ! 
Be  my  defender, 
Clasp  thou  thy  daughter, 
The  guihy,  repentant ! 
Teach  her  what  prayer  is, 
Teach  her  what  hope  is  ! •  «  *  • 
Give  to  her  tenderness, 
Give  to  her  quietness ! 

0  mother,  0  mother ! 
Warmly  embrace  ine, 
Clasp  to  thy  bosom. 
So  tender,  so  loving! 
Let  me  experience 

How  in  aft'ection. Bosom  to  bosom, 
Throbs  so  divinely ! 

Ah,  ne'er  have  I  known  this, 
On  earth  whilst  abiding ! •  •  «  • 
Lonely  I  wander, 
Lonely,  love  truly ; 
Lonely  I  suffer, 
Bitterly,  bitterly! •  «  *  • 
And  even  in  dying, 
Still  I  love  lonely  ! 

0  mother,  0  mother ! 
Take  me,  oh  take  me 
Hence  from  the  cold  world, 
Hence  from  its  sorrows ! •  *  «  « 
Glittering  spark  of  light. 
From  the  dust  call  me ! 
Lift  me  from  darkness, 
Raise  me  to  splendour ! 

A  violent  thunder- clap,  which  echoed  through  the  whole 
castle,  interrupted  her  song ;  to  this  succeeded  others,  even 
more  rapidly  and  more  violently.  A  wild  storm  began  to 
rage  at  the  same  time. 

"  Is  anybody  here  ?"  asked  the  Blind.  I  went  up  to  her. 
She  said,  "  I  heard  music,  which  does  me  good.  Lead  me  to 
the  vdndow." 

"When  she  came  there,  she  crossed  her  arms  on  her  breast, and  turned  her  face  to  lieaven.  The  lightning  flashes  passed 
over  the  lovely  pale  face,  whilst  the  terrific  claps  of  thunder 
Beemed  as  if  they  would  strike  down  the  being  which,  with  a 
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kind  of  defying  gladness,  raised  a  calm  brow  towards  the 
spirit  of  destruction. 

By  degrees,  violent  feelings  seemed  to  arise  in  Elisabeth, 
and  the  combat  in  nature  found  an  echo  in  her  soul.  Sud- 

denly she  exclaimed,  "  I  see  something  !  A  fiery  hand,  with 
burning  fingers,  passes  over  my  eyes!" 

She  stood  a  moment,  as  if  in  eager  expectation,  and  then 

said,  vrith  a  kind  of  quiet  rapture,  "  How  glorious,  how 
glorious,  the  singing  up  there  among  the  clouds !  Sister- 
harmonies,  do  you  call  my  heart  ?  Here,  in  my  breast,  is 
the  first  voice — there,  now  sounds  the  second.  Now  there 
is  unity — now  is  there  life  and  gladness  !  Fire  of  heaven  ! 
Maternal-breast !  clasp  me  in  a  burning  embrace !  Mother, 
mother!  is  it  thy  voice  which  I  hear — thy  hattd  which  I 
saw  ? — vphich  I  see — I  see  now  again  ?  Beckonest  thou 
me  ?     Callest  thou  me  ?" 

"  Air  !"  shrieked  she  now  wildly  and  commandingly  ;  "  lead 
me  out  into  the  free  air  !  I  will  hear  my  mother's  voice — I 
will  fly  to  her  breast  and  be  warm  again.  Without  are  wings 
of  fire,  they  will  sustain  me.  There  is  a  chariot — hear  now 
its  rolling !  it  will  take  me.  Hence,  hence !  dost  thoii  not 
see  hands  ?  they  beckon.  Hear  voices  ?  they  call — ha !  dost 
thou  hear  ?" 

I  embraced  her  with  tenderness,  and  besought  her  to  re- 

main still.  She  interrupted  me,  as  she  solemnly  said,  "  God 
may  refuse  to  hear  thy  last  prayer,  if  thou  refuse  mine.  He 
will  bless  thee,  if  thou  comply  with  mine.  Lead  me,  lead 
me  out  into  the  open  air !  It  will  be  the  last  time  that  I 
shall  ask  anything  from  thee.  Thou  knowest  not  how  all 
my  weal  and  woe  depends  upon  this  moment.  Lead  me  into 
my  kingdom — the  kingdom  of  the  storm — there,  there  only 
shall  I  experience  peace,  Beata,  good  Beata !  See,  1  am 
quiet  and  collected,  I  am  not  mad.  Hear  me,  hear  my 
prayer !  I  have  lain  in  fetters  all  my  life — let  me,  only  foi 
one  moment  be  free,  and  all  my  many  bleeding  wounds  will 

be  healed." 
I  had  not  courage  to  withstand  this  voice,  these  words.  I 

led  her  down  upon  the  terrace,  which  extends  on  the  wall  of 
rock  a  considerable  way  outside  the  castle.  The  young  girl 

who  was  Elisabeth's  maid,  from  fear  of  the  storm,  would  not 
accompany  us. 

I  soon  repented  of  my  compliance.  Scarcely  were  we 
come  out  into  the  wild  uproar  of  natm-e,  than  Elisabeth  tore 
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herself  loose  from  me,  sprang  forward  a  few  paces,  and  then 
standing  still,  raised  a  loud  cry,  full  of  wild,  insane  delight. 

It  was  a  scene  of  terrific  beauty.  The  lightnings  crossed 
around,  with  red  tongues,  the  whole  region ;  the  storm  swept 
around  us,  and  now  rolling,  now  whizzing  thunder-claps 
circled  over  our  heads.  Like  the  spirit  of  the  tempest,  the 
Blind  stood  upon  the  rocks  with  wild,  sorrowful  gestures. 
Then  she  laughed  and  clapped  her  hands  together  in  insane 
gladness,  then  turned  herself  round  about  with  extended 
arms,  whilst  she  sung  with  a  strong  and  clear  voice  : 

Lightning  and  flashing, 
Flaming  waves  dashing, 
From  the  world's  sea  of  fire ! 
Wild  tempests  quaking, 
And  riven  chains  breaking 

The  grave 's  silence  dire ! 
Thunders — and  all  ye 
Mighty,  I  call  ye 
From  the  world's  sullen  breast, 
Behold,  in  a  woman 
Your  queen,  who  doth  summon 
You,  hear  my  behest ! 

Lightning,  forth  wing  thou, 
Sing  thou,  oh  sing  thou, 
Hail  Freedom  to  thee ! *  *  •  • 
The  victor's  song  rings  now, 
Life  lindeth  wings  now ; *  •  •  • 
I  am  the  free ! 

Again  she  laughed  wildly,  and  exclaimed,  "  How  glorious, 
how  glorious !  how  splendid  !  How  glad  I  am,  glad !  glad ! 
Now  is  my  day  of  rule  come  ! — A  crown — a  crown  of  fire, 
will  descend  from  the  dark  clouds  and  be  placed  upon  my 

head.     My  day  is  at  hand,  my  time  is  come !" 
At  this  moment,  to  my  indescribable  comfort,  the  Colonel 

stood  at  the  side  of  the  imhappy  one. 

"  You  must,"  said  he,  "  return  to  your  room." 
"With  a  hasty  movement,  Elisabeth  withdrew  her  hand 

from  his,  and  instead,  as  before,  of  submissively  complying 
with  his  wishes,  she  stood  now  before  him  proudly  and  inso- 

lently, with  the  look  of  a  IMedea,  and  repeated,  "  My  hour  is 
come  !  I  am  free  !  Must  ?  AVho  dares  to  say  that  word  to 
me,  here  in  this  place  ?  Stand  I  not  in  my  own  realm  ? 
Has  not  my  mother  fetched  me  in  her  arms  ?  Seest  thou 

not  how  her  arms  of  fire  embrace  me,  and  repel  thee?" 
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The  Colonel,  who  dreaded  an  increasing  outbreak  of  her 
insanity,  wished  to  take  her  in  his  arms,  to  carry  her  again 
to  the  castle,  when  Elisabeth  hastily,  with  infinite  tenderness, 

laid  her  arms  around  his  neck,  and  said  to  him,  "  So,  if  I 
clasp  thee  in  my  arms,  and  thou  me  in  thine,  then  will  my 
mother  take  us  up  both  in  her  bosom  of  fire.  What  bright 
and  heavenly  bliss  !  This  is  my  day — my  hour  is  come  !  I 
am  free,  and  thou  art  taken  captive.  I  defy  thee — I  defy 
thee  ever  again  to  become  free !" 

Was  it  the  word  defy  which  woke  the  defiance  of  the  man, 
or  was  it  some  other  feeling,  but  the  Colonel  suddenly  re- 

leased himself  from  Elisabeth's  arms,  and  stood  stiU  at  a  few 
paces  distance  from  her. 

"  Yes,  I  defy — I  defy  thee !"  continued  she.  "  Thou  hast 
fettered  my  limbs,  thou  hast  bound  my  tongue ;  and  yet  I 
now  stand  before  thee  powerful  and  strong,  and  like  light- 

ning, will  launch  against  thee  the  fearful  words,  'I  love 
thee !  I  love  thee  !'  Thou  canst  no  longer  forbid  them  to 
me,  thy  wrath  is  powerless.  The  thunder  is  with  me — the 
tempest  is  with  me  !  Soon  shall  I  be  with  them  above,  for 
ever.  Like  a  cloud  upon  thy  heaven  shall  I  follow  thee  all 
thy  life ;  like  a  pale  ghost  shall  I  hover  above  thy  head  ;  and, 
when  all  is  silent  around  thee,  thou  shalt  hear  my  voice  ex- 

claiming— '  I  love  thee  !  I  love  thee !'  " 
A  strange  and  deep  emotion  seemed  to  have  overcome  the 

Colonel ;  he  stood  immovable,  with  his  arms  folded,  biit  dark 
fire  flashed  from  his  eyes. 

Elisabeth  continued  with  a  quiet  enthusiasm,  "  Oh,  how 
deeply  have  I  loved  thee  !  So  deeply,  so  warmly  no  mortal 
ever  loved  !  Heaven,  which  thunders  above  my  head — earth, 
which  soon  will  open  my  grave — you,  take  I  for  eternal  wit- 

nesses !  Hear  my  word !  Understand  thou,  thou,  my  life's 
beloved  torment,  noble,  lofty  object  of  all  my  thoughts — of 
my  love,  of  my  hatred,  yes,  my  hatred — hear  how  it  sounds 

— '  I  love  thee !' — with  my  being's  most  inward,  most  holy 
life  have  I  loved  thee ; — deep  as  the  sea,  but  pure  as  heaven 
was  my  feeling.  Thou  hast  not  understood  it — nobody  on 
earth  could  understand  it — my  mother  knew  it — and  He 
who  is  above  us  all.  If  we  had  lived  in  a  world  where  words 

and  deeds  could  be  as  innocent  as  feelings  and  thoughts — oh 
then,  like  a  bright,  warm  flame  might  I  have  enclosed  anii 

2  E 
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Bhone  around  thy  existence- — have  penetrated  thee  with 
felicity — have  burned  a  pure  sacrificial  flame  for  thee  alone. 
Such  was  my  love.  But  thou  didst  not  understand  it — thou 
didst  not  love  me — and  thou  repulsed  me,  and  thou  forsook 
me — and  I  became  guilty — but  loved  nevertheless — and  love 

now — and  always,  and  eternally — and — alone  T^ 
"  Alone  !"  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  whilst  a  powerful  feel- 

ing seemed  to  transport  him  out  of  himself. 

"  Tes,  alone,"  repeated  the  Blind,  confused  and  trembling, 
"  could  it  be  otherwise  ?  I  have  sometimes  suspected — but 
— oh,  my  God,  my  God !  could  it  be  possible  ?  Oh  say,  is 
it  possible  ?  By  the  eternal  happiness  which  thou  deservest, 
— and  which  never  can  be  mine, — by  the  light  which  thou 
seest,  and  which  I  never  shall  behold, — I  conjure  thee — say, 

say,  hast  thou  loved  me  ?" 
A  moment's  perfect  silence  reigned  in  nature.  It  seemed 

as  if  it  would  listen  to  the  answer,  which  1  also  awaited  with 
trembling  anxiety.  At  length,  pale,  slow  lightning  flamed 
around  us. 

Solemnly,  with  a  strong,  almost  powerful  expression  in  his 
voice,  the  Colonel  said : 

"Tes!" 
The  Blind  raised  her  countenance  beaming  with  super- 

human bliss,  whilst  the  Colonel  continued  with  violent  and 
deep  emotion : 

"  Yes,  I  have  loved  thee,  Elisabeth,  loved  thee  with  the 
whole  power  of  my  heart — but  God's  power  in  my  soul  was 
more  powerful,  and  kept  me  from  falling.  My  severity  alone 
has  saved  thee  and  me.  My  love  was  not  pure  as  thine.  It 
was  not  the  poison  which  thy  hand  gave  to  me,  which  dis- 

turbed my  health — it  was  the  combat  with  passion  and  de- 
sire— it  is  the  care  for  thee.  Elisabeth !  Elisabeth !  thou 

hast  been  infinitely  dear  to  me, — thou  art  so  yet — Elisabeth." 
Elisabeth  heard  him  no  longer ;  she  sunk  down  as  it  were 

under  the  load  of  happiness  which  fell  upon  her ;  and  I  sprang 
towards  her  at  the  moment  when  she  fell  like  one  dying  upon 
the  earth,  whilst  her  lips  whispered  with  an  indescribable  ex- 

pression of  happiness,  "  He  has  loved  me !" 
The  Colonel  and  I  were  scarcely  able  to  carry  her  to  her 

chamber.  I  trembled — his  strength  was  as  if  paralysed,  A 
sweat  of  anguish  hung  in  drops  on  his  brow. 
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Elisabetli  recovered,  in  a  short  time,  her  consciousness ; 
but  when  she  re-opened  lier  eyes,  and  the  stream  of  life  again 

rushed  through  her  veins,  she  merely  whispered,  "  He  has 
not  despised! — He  has  loved  me!"  and  remained  still  and 
calm,  as  if  she  had  closed  her  account  with  the  world — as  if 
she  had  nothing  left  for  her  to  wish. 

During  the  remaining  part  of  the  night  the  storm  raged 
terrifically,  but  the  lightnings  shone  now  upon  the  counte- 

nance of  the  Blind,  beaming  with  inward  happiness. 
From  this  moment,  and  during  the  few  days  which  she  yet 

lived,  all  was  changed  to  her.  All  was  peace  and  gentleness. 
She  spoke  seldom,  but  pressed  kindly  and  gratefully  the 
hands  of  those  who  approached  the  bed  upon  which  she  lay 
almost  immovable.  IShe  was  frequently  heard  to  say  in  an 

under  voice,  "  He  has  loved  me  !" 
One  day  her  Honour  stood  beside  Elisabeth,  who  did  not 

seem  aware  of  her  presence,  and  she  repeated  with  indescrib- 
able delight  the  words  so  dear  to  her.  I  saw  an  expression 

of  pain  depicted  on  the  mild,  kind  countenance  of  her  Honour 
— saw  her  lips  tremble,  and  some  tears  roll  dowm  her  cheeks. 
She  turned  hastily,  and  went  out.  I  followed  her,  for 
she  had  forgotten  her  bunch  of  keys.  We  went  through 
the  ante-room.  The  Colonel  sate  there,  his  head  bowed  upon 
his  hand,  as  if  he  were  reading.  He  had  his  back  turned  to 
us.  Her  Honour  stole  softly  behind  him,  kissed  his  fore- 

head, and  stifled  her  sobs,  as  she  went  into  the  bedroom. 
The  Colonel,  astonished,  looked  after  her,  glanced  then  upon 
his  hand  wet  with  the  tears  of  his  wife,  kissed  them  away, 
and  resumed  his  thoughtful  posture.  After  a  moment  I  fol- 

lowed her  Honour  into  her  bed-chamber,  but  she  was  not 
there ;  her  hymn-book  lay  open  upon  the  sofa,  and  its  leaves 
bore  traces  of  tears.  At  length  I  found  her,  after  I  had 
gone  about  through  all  the  rooms,  in  the  kitchen,  where  she 
was  rather  scolding  the  cook,  because  she  had  forgotten  to 
cut  the  cutlets  from  a  breast  of  lamb  which  was  frizzling  over 
the  fire ;  which  oversight  actually  was  unpardonable,  as  I 
already  had  told  her  twice  that  we  should  have  breast  of  lamb 
for  dinner,  and  cutlets  for  supper, 

"  One  cannot  trust  to  any  one  but  oneself,"  said  her 
Honour  to  me,  a  little  piqued,  as  I  gave  to  her  her  bunch  of 
keys. 

2e  2 
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I  now  left  Elisabeth  neither  day  nor  night. 
AVith  an  astonishing  rapidity  her  earthly  existence  seemed 

to  speed  towards  its  end.  It  seemed  as  if  the  first  word  of 
affection  which  she  had  heard,  had  been  the  signal  of  her 
afflicted  soul's  deliverance. 

It  is  so  with  many  children  of  the  earth.  They  strive 
against  the  sting  of  affliction  for  many  and  many  a  year — 
live,  suffer,  and  contend.  The  sting  is  broken,  and  they  fall 
down  powerless.  Happiness  reaches  to  them  her  beaker. 
They  set  their  lips  to  the  purple  edge — and  die ! 

Besides  Helena  and  myself.  Professor  L   was  almost 
constantly  with  Elisabeth.  In  part  he  read  aloud  to  her,  in 
part  he  talked  with  us  in  a  manner  which  was  calculated  to 
elevate  her  slumbering  feelings  of  religion,  and  strengthen 
lier  faith  in  the  dear  truths  which  stand  like  bright  angels  by 
the  couch  of  the  dying. 

Once  he  proposed  to  her  several  questions  on  the  condition 

of  her  own  mind.  She  replied,  "  I  now  have  not  strength  to 
think  clearly.  I  have  not  power  to  examine  myself.  But 
I   feel — I  have  a  hope  —  I  have  a  presentiment  of  clear- 

"  May  the  Lord  lift  up  his  countenance  upon  thee !"  said 
Professor  L   ,  with  quiet  dignity  and  prudence. 

The  next  day  Elisabeth  besought  the  whole  family  to 
assemble  around  her.     As  we  all,  together  with  Professor 
L   ,  were  assembled  in  mournful  silence  in  her  room, 
Eli:>abeth  called  by  name  those  whom  she  wished  to  approach 
her  bed — seized  their  hand,  kissed  it,  as  she  uttered  with 

humble  devotion  the  word,  "  Forgive  I"  So  she  went  through 
them  all.  No  one  was  able  to  speak,  and  that  mourn  fid 

"Forgive!  forgive!"  was  the  only  sound  which  interrupted 
the  sad  murmur  of  sighs. 

The  Colonel  and  his  wife  stood  there  now  together.  Elisa- 
beth was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  breathed  heavily  and 

with  difficulty.  At  last  she  said,  "  WiU  my  uncle  come  to 

me  ?" The  Colonel  went  forward — she  extended  her  arms  to  him 

— he  bent  himself  down  to  her — they  kissed.  Oli,  what  a 
kiss  !     The  first  and  the  last  — that  of  love  and  of  death  ! 

Not  a  word  was  spoken.  Pale  as  one  dying,  and  with  un- 
certain steps,  the  Colonel  withdrew.     With  trembling  voice 
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Elisabeth  said,  "  Lift  me  up  out  of  bed,  and  lead  me  to 
Mrs.  B   ." 

"VVe  did  so.  She  showed  an  unusual  strength,  and  sup- ported by  two  persons,  went  to  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
where  her  Honour,  who  did  not  seem  aware  of  her  design, 
sate  weeping. 

"  Assist  me,"  said  Elisabeth,  "  and  place  me  upon  my 
knees." 
Her  Honour  rose  up  hastily,  to  prevent  it  being  done ; 

but,  notwithstanding,  Elisabeth  hastily  lay  at  her  feet,  kiss- 
ing them,  whilst  she  stammered  forth,  with  convulsive  sighs, 

"Forgive!  forgive!" 
She  was  borne  almost  lifeless  again  to  her  bed. 
Erom  this  moment  the  Colonel  did  not  again  leave  her. 
Through  the  night  which  succeeded  this  day,  and  tlie  day 

following,  she  lay  still,  but  seemed  to  suifer  physical  pain. 
In  the  evening,  as  Professor  L   ,  the  Colonel,  and  I  sate 
silently  by  her  bed,  she  woke  out  of  a  still  slumber,  and  said 

aloud,  in  a  clear  voice,  "  He  has  loved  me !  Lord,  I  thank 
thee!" 

After  this  she  sank  into  a  kind  of  sleep  or  stupor,  which 
continued  probably  an  hour.  Her  breath,  which  during  this 
time  had  been  very  rapid,  became  feeble  by  degrees.  A  long 
pause  occurred — then  came  a  sigh — then  a  longer  interval — 
and  then  again  a  sigh.  All  at  once  the  breath  seemed  to 
cease.  It  was  a  terrible  moment.  A  slight  spasm  passed 
through  the  limbs — then  a  violent  sigh  or  gasp,  followed  by 
a  sadly-mournful  sound — and  all  was  still. 

"She  has  ceased  to  be!"  said  the  Colonel,  with  a  sup- 
pressed voice,  and  pressed  his  lips  upon  the  death-pale  brow. 

"  She   sees   now !"    said    Professor   L   ,    and  raised  a 
solemn  and  beaming  look  to  heaven. 

The  joyous  air  of  the  summer  evening  played  in  through 
the  open  window,  and  the  birds  sang  gaily  without  in  the 
honeysuckle  hedge.  A  gentle  rose  light,  a  reflection  of  the 
lately  descended  sun,  diffused  itself  through  the  chamber, 
and  spread  an  illuminating  glory  over  the  deceased. 

She  now  lay  still  and  free  from  pain !  She  who  so  long  had 
combated  and  despaired — so  calm,  so  still  now !  Her  rieli 
brown  hair  fell  over  the  white  pillow,  and  even  down  to  the 
floor.     On  her  lips  was  an  extraordinary  smile,  full  of  an  ex- 
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pi'tssion  of  sublime  knowledge.  I  have  seen  that  smile  upon 
the  lips  of  man}-  who  sleep  the  sleep  of  death.  The  angel  of 

eternity  "has  impressed  upon  them  liis  kiss. Peaceful  moment,  in  which  a  heart  which  has  so  long 
throbbed  with  disquiet  and  pain,  experiences  rest !  Peaceful 
moment,  which  reconciles  every  enemy  to  us,  which  draws 
near  to  us  every  friend,  casts  oblivion  over  every  error,  the 
beams  of  glory  over  every  virtue,  which  opens  the  blind  eyes 
and  releases  the  bonds  of  the  soul !  Beautiful  and  peaceful 
moment,  although  borne  upon  the  wings  of  a  nocturnal  angel, 
thou  smilest  towards  me  like  the  rosy  hue  of  morning ;  and 
when  I  see  thee  advance  towards  another,  I  have  many  a 
time  longed  thou  shouldst  come  for  me  also. 

THE  SKEIN  GETS  ENTANGLED. 

Elisabeth  was  no  more.  She  had  been  like  a  gloomy 
thunder-cloud,  and  darkened  the  bright  heaven  of  existence 
which  most  nearly  surrounded  her.  When  she  was  gone, 
all  experienced  a  sentiment  of  peace  and  security.  Many 
tears  were  consecrated  to  her  mournful  memory,  but  no 
heart  recalled  her.  Pitiable  Elisabeth!  thou  first  gavest 
peace  when  thy  own  heart  enjoyed  it  in  the  grave. 

We  see  every  day  that  the  most  insignificant,  the  least 
endowed  persons,  but  who  are  kind  and  gentle,  become  more 
beloved  in  the  world  and  more  lamented  tlian  the  distin- 

guished, richly  gifted,  who  misuse  their  talent ;  who,  with  all 
their  beauty,  their  mind,  their  warmth  of  heart,  have  not 
made  one  being  happy. 

The  Colonel  alone  retained  for  a  long  time  a  gloomy  state 
of  mind,  and  was  more  reserved  than  common  towards  his 
wife  and  children.  Their  tenderness  and  attentions,  how- 

ever, as  well  as  the  beneficial  operation  of  time,  by  degrees 
dissipated  this  gloom,  when  circumstances  connected  with 
his  domestic  circle  anew  shook  his  rest,  and  agitated  his 
naturally  powerful  feelings. 

One   day,  Arvid's  lather.  General  P   ,  burst  into  the 
Colonel's  room,  full  of  fury.  First  of  all,  he  relieved  his 
heart  by  a  salvo  of  cui-ses  and  oaths  ;  and  when  the  Colonel 
coldly  asked  what  it  all  meant,  he  stammered  forth,  almost 
beside  himself,  "  What  does  it  mean  ?     What  does  it  mean  ? 
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Thousand    d   Is  !      It    means    that    your — your — your 

daughter  is  a  cursed   " 
"  Greneral   P   !"  said  the   Colonel,  in  a  voice   which 

brought  the  angry  man  quickly  to  himself,  and  who  replied 

rather  more  quietly,  "  It — it — it — means  that  your  daughter 
plays  witli  truth  and  faith,  that  she  befools — fetch  me  seven 
thousand ! — that  she  will  break  off  with  Arvid,  will  return  to 
him  the  betrothal  ring.  Fetch  me  seven  !  that  Arvid  is  be- 

side himself,  that  he  Avill  shoot  himself  through  the  head,  so 
violent  and  frantic  as  he  is  ;  and  that  I  shall  be  a  miserable, 
childless  old  man  !"  Here  a  few  tears  rolled  down  the  old 

gentleman's  cheeks,  and  he  continued  in  a  voice  in  which  anger 
and  pain  contended:  "She  sports  with  my  son's  peace — 
sports  with  my  grey  hairs.  I  loved  her  so  tenderly ;  as  a 
father,  brother,  as  a  father.  I  had  set  my  hope  of  happiness 
in  the  evening  of  my  life  upon  her.  It  will  be  the  death  of 

me.  She  says  directly  to  my  Arvid' s  face  that  she  Avill  not 
have  him  ;  directly  in  my  son's  face  !  Fetch  me  seven  thou- 

sand !  He  will  be  a  laughing-stock  to  the  whole  country. 
He  will  shoot  himself,  brother ;  he  will  shoot  his  brains  out, 

I  say ;  and  I  shall  be  a  childless,  miserable  old  man," etc.  etc. 

The  Colonel,  who  had  heard  all  this  in  the  most  perfect 
silence,  now  rang  the  bell  violently.  I  was  in  the  next  room, 
and  went  in  to  the  Colonel,  in  order  a  little  to  reconnoitre, 
and  to  prepare  Julie  for  that  which  awaited  her. 

The  Colonel's  countenance  betrayed  anger  and  severitv. He  desired  me  to  tell  Julie  to  come  down  to  him. 

I  found  Julie  in  the  greatest  anxiety ;  but,  from  the 

General's  visit  to  her  father,  prepared  for  tliat  which  was before  her. 

"I  know — I  know,"  said  she,  growing  pale  at  my  message, 
"  it  must  come  out — it  cannot  be  helped." 

"  But  hast  thou  actually,"  I  asked,  "  broken  off  with  thy 
bridegroom  ?" 

"  I  have — I  have  probably,"  answered  she,  troubled  and 
full  of  anxiety  ;  "  I  cannot  now  tell  all — yesterday  evening  a 
word  escaped  me  against  Arvid — he  was  cold  and  scornful — 
I  was  violent,  he  was  in  a  passion  and  rode  away  in  auger." 

Again  we  heard  the  Colonel's  bell. 
"  Grood  heavens!"  said  Julie,  and  pressed  her  hands  i) 
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her  heart,  "  now  I  must  go— and  must  have  courage.  Ah  ! 
if  it  were  not  for  his  contemptuous  look — tell  me,  Beata — 
did  papa  look  very  solemn  ?" 

I  could  not  say  no ;  prayed  her  not  to  hurry  herself — to 
consider  well  her  own  promise,  once  so  solemnly  given,  the 

Colonel's  strict  principles  regarding  the  sanctity  of  such  a 
promise. 

"  Ah,  I  cannot — I  cannot!"  was  all  that  Julie  was  able  to 
say,  wliile  trembling  and  pale  she  went  down  stairs  to  the 

Colonel's  room.  AVhen  slie  came  to  the  door  she  paused, 
as  if  to  strengthen  her  resolve,  said  "  I  must!"  and  went  in. In  the  course  of  about  half  an  hour  Julie  came  into 

Helena's  room,  where  I  also  was,  and  looked  quite  incon- 
solable. She  threw  herself  upon  the  sofa,  laid  her  head 

upon  Helena's  knee,  and  began  sobbing  loudly  and  violently. 
Tiie  good  Helena  sate  silent,  but  sympathetic  tears  ran 

down  her  cheeks,  and  fell  like  pearls  upon  Julie's  golden 
plaits  of  hair.  "When,  after  a  little  time,  Julie's  suffering 
seemed  somew'hat  to  allay  itself,  Helena  said  tenderly,  as  she 
passed  her  fingers  between  lier  sister's  rich  curls,  "  I  have 
not  arranged  thy  hair  to-day,  sweet  Julie.  Sit  up  a  moment, 
and  it  shall  soon  be  done." 

"  Ah,  cut  off  my  hair! — I  will  be  a  nun!"  replied  Julie; 
but  for  all  that  rose  up,  dried  her  eyes,  let  her  sister  arrange 
her  hair,  assisted  Helena  with  hers,  and  was  calmer. 

So  certain  is  it,  that  the  little  occupations  of  every-day  life 
possess  a  wonderful  power  to  dissipate  troubles. 
When  we  inquired  what  had  really  happened,  Julie  re- 

plied— "  This  has  happened,  that  I  am  condemned  for  the 
whole  remainder  of  my  life  to  do  penance  for  the  thought- 

lessness of  one  moment — and  to  be  a  wretched  being — that 
is  to  say — if  I  submit  to  the  sentence — but  I  will  not — rather 

papa's  displeasure — rather   " 
"  Ah,  Julie,  Julie !"  interrupted  Helena,  "  think  well  about 

what  you  say !" 
"  Helena,  you  know  not  what  I  suffer,  how^  I  have  struggled 

with  myself  for  a  long  time.  Tou  know  not  how  clearly  I 
see  the  lamentable  and  the  miserable  part  of  my  fate,  if  I 
must  be  Arvid's  wife.  Ah !  I  have  hitherto  been  as  if 
asleep,  and  sleeping  I  gave  him  my  hand, — now  I  am  awake 
— and  should  not  withdraw  it  if  I  saw  that  I  gave  it  to 

u   " 
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"  ArA'id  is  a  good  young  man,  Julie  !" 
"What  do  you  call  good,  Helena?  Those  who  merely 

are  not  bad  ?  Arvid  (I  have  tried,  I  have  proved  it)  seemed 
good,  because  he  has  not  been  tempted  to  be  bad ;  calm  and 
collected,  because  he  troubled  himself  about  nothing  but  his 
own  convenience ;  reasonable,  because  he  sees  no  farther 
than  his  nose  extends.  Ah !  he  is  merely  a  collection  of 
negatives — why  should  one  fear  to  add  to  his  collection,  and 
make  him  a  present  of  another  no!  Do  not  imagine  that  it 
will  trouble  him  long — he  does  not  love  me — he  cannot  love, 
he  has  no  feeling !  Ah !  he  is  a  bit  of  damp  wood,  which 
my  little  fire  would  in  vain  strive  to  kindle  ;  the  flame  would 

by  degrees  vanish  in  smoke,  and  in  the  end  quite  go  out." 
"  If  even,  sweet  Julie,  Arvid  be  not  the  man  whom 

you  deserve,  and  who  would  make  you,  as  your  hus- 
band, happy,  why  should  not  your  fire  nevertheless  burn 

clearly  ?  Arvid  is,  indeed,  not  bad  ;  he  would  never  become 
a  spirit  of  torment  to  you.  How  many  wives  are  there  united 
to  husbands  who  beyond  all  comparison  stand  far  below  them, 
yet  who  develop  themselves  as  noble  and  excellent  beings  ; 
create  happiness  and  prosperity  around  them,  and  enjoy  hap- 

piness through  the  beautiful  consciousness  of  fulfilling  their 
duty.     See  our  cousin,  Mrs.  M   ,  how  estimable  and  how 
amiable  she  is  !     And  what  a  man  is  her  husband  !     Look  at 

Emma  S   ;  look  at  Edda  E   ." 
"  Yes,  and  look  at  Penelope  and  sisters  and  company— ah, 

Helena,  these  women  have  my  high  esteem,  my  reverence,  my 
admiration.  I  would  resemble  them  ;  but  one  thing  I  know 
clearly — that  I  cannot  do  so.  That  independence  in  opinion 
and  judgment,  that  calmness,  that  clearness,  that  certainty 
and  perspicuity  of  principle,  which  are  so  necessary  when  in 
married  life  one  would  take  the  lead — this  I  have  not — not  at 
all !  I  am  exactly  one  who  requires  to  be  guided — I  am  a 
vine-branch,  and  need  the  oak  for  support.  At  this  moment 
my  understanding  has  developed  itself — I  feel  a  better 
being  arising  within  me — a  new  world  opening  itself 
for  me !  Would  that  I  might  wander  through  it  on 
the  hand  of  a  husband  whom  I  could  love  and  esteem  ; 
whose  heart  would  reply  to  the  purifying  fire  within  mine  ; 
who  with  the  light  of  his  clear  understanding  would  illumine 
the  twilight  in  my  soul ;   (behold  Professor  L   ,  thought 
I) — oh,  how  much  better  a  being  should  I  then  be ! — and 
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arrive  at  a  goal  wliich  I  now  rather  imagine  than  see.  But 

M-ith  Arvid,  see  Helena,  with  Arvid — ray  world  would  be  Like 
a  store-room — I  myself  like  a  bit  of  mouldy  cheese." 

"  AVhat  a  comparison,  dear  Julie !" 
"  It  is  truer  tlian  you  think.  Ah,  it  is  a  mournful  affair, 

this  marrying.  There  are  a  great  many  with  whom  it  has 
happened  as  it  now  might  happen  with  me — they  have 
hoisted  tlie  sail  of  matrimony  in  foolishness — have  fancied 
they  should  reach  the  island  of  bliss — and  have  been  stranded, 
and  fixed  for  the  whole  of  their  lives  upon  a  sand-bank.  Like 
the  oyster  in  its  shell,  they  have  crept  about  and  sought  for 

a  little  sunshine,  till  the  merciful  wave  came   " 
"  Julie!  Julie!" 

"  Helena  !  Helena !  It  is  a  sketch  from  every-day  life ; 
every  day  strengthens  its  truth.  How  many  noble  natures 
have  been  ruined  in  this  way  ?  And  so  will  mine  be,  if  I  am 

not  able  in  time  to  sail  past  the  sand-bank." 
"  Julie  !  I  fear  that  this  cannot  be  done.  Papa's  prin- 

ciples are  immovable  ;  and  among  these  stands  foremost 
firm  adherence  to  a  promise.  And  I  think  that  he  is  per- 

fectly right.  Besides,  as  regards  the  annulling  of  a  betrothal, 
the  taking  back  of  a  given  promise  of  marriage,  there  lies  in 
it  a  something  so  deeply  wounding  to  female  delicacy,  that  I 

consider   " 

"  Delicacy  here,  and  delicacy  there !  I  consider  it  quite 
indelicate,  and  in  particular  quite  absurd,  that  a  whole  life's 
happiness  should  be  sacrificed  to  delicacy." 

"  Could  you  be  happy,  Julie,  if  you  lost  the  affection  of 
your  friends — of  your  father — the  esteem  of  the  world  r" 

"  The  esteem  of  the  world — I  would  not  give  many  stivers 
for  it!  but  the  esteem  of  those  whom  I  love — ah,  Helena, 
Beata — is  it  indeed  possible  that  I  could  lose  that  ?  Then 
it  certainly  would  be  better  that  I  condemned  myself  to  be 

unhappy   " 
"  Ton  shall  not  be  unhappy,  Julie,"  said  Helena,  as  with 

tearful  eves  she  clasped  her  sister  in  her  arms  — "  vou 

shall   
''' 

"  Of  that  you  know  nothing,  Helena,"  interrupted  Julie, 
with  irritable  impatience;  "  /  know  that  I  should  be  so. 
There  is  a  something  still,  besides  Arvid's  uuworthniess, 
which  would   make  me  so ;  it  is  the  certainty  that  I  have 
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missed  my  goal — the  certainty  that  I  might  have  had  a 
nobler,  a  happier  lot — that  I  might  have  lived  upon  earth  for 

the  happiness  of"  a  superior  and  excellent  being.  Ah,  I  feel 
it.  I  might,  like  a  lark,  have  winged  myself  on  high  in  free- 

dom, light,  and  song ;  and  now,  now  I  shall,  as  I  feared, 
crawl  about  on  the  sand-bank  of  life,  like  an  oyster,  dragging 

along  with  me  my  prison  !" 
By  the  repetition  of  this  horrible,  but  no  less  correct  com- 

parison, a  new,  vehement  grief  overcame  Julie :  she  threw 
herself  again  down  on  the  sofa,  and  remained  the  whole  day 
without  eating,  or  being  willing  to  hear  any  consolation. 
Her  Honour,  partly  herself,  and  partly  in  my  person,  ran 
incessantly  up  and  down  stairs  with  drops  and  smelling- 
waters. 

Julie  was  really,  though  not  seriously,  unwell,  and  re- 
mained two  days  in  her  chamber,  during  which  she  did  not 

see  her  father.  Neither  Lieutenant  Arvid  nor  the  General 

were  heard  of  during  these  days,  to  the  great  comfort  of 
Julie. 

Her  Honour  had  always  had  her  own  little  tactics,  or 
domestic  policy,  whenever  any  misunderstanding  occurred 
between  her  husband  and  her  children  ; — namely,  when  she 
talked  with  the  first,  her  words  were  always  on  the  side  of 
the  latter ;  and  with  the  latter  she  asserted  and  proved  to 
them  that  the  first  was  in  the  right.  Her  heart  was,  I 
fancy,  often  a  deserter  to  the  side  of  the  weaker,  because 
when,  in  certain  cases,  everything  was  obliged  to  yield  to 
the  iron  will  of  the  Colonel,  her  Honour  always  caressed  her 
children  with  redoubled  tenderness.  She  had  now  also 

talked  with  her  husband  in  Julie's  behalf,  and  for  the  re- 
leasing her  from  her  engagement,  but  found  him  inflexible 

("  Impossible !"  said  her  Honour)  ;  and  when  she  now  saw 
Julie  so  wretched,  she  was  imperceptibly  towards  him — not 
unfriendly — Grod  forbid  ! — but,  nevertheless,  a  little  less 

friendly ;  in  appearance  (I'll  answer  for  it  that  it  was  not  so 
in  reality)  somewhat  less  anxious  about  his  comfort  and  satis- 

faction in  a  many  little  things.  A  certain  unpleasantness, 
hitherto  altogether  foreign  to  the  family,  prevailed  in  the 
house  for  some  days. 

"  If  the  mountain  will  not  come  to  Mahomet — Mahomet 

must  go  to  the  mountain,"   said  the  Colonel  to  me,  cue 
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morning,  -with  a  good-tempered  smile,  as  lie  was  about  to  go 
up  the  stairs  wliicli  led  to  Julie's  room. 

At  that  very  moment  a  traAelling-carriage  drove  into  tlie 
court,  and  Cornet  Carl,  witli  a  flushed  and  almost  bewildered 
countenance,  sprang  out  and  up  the  steps,  embraced  with 
silent  fervency  his  parents  and  sisters,  and  besought,  after 

this,  a  moment's  conversation  with  his  father. 
The  moment  extended  to  an  hour,  when  the  Cornet,  with 

a  pale  and  disturbed  countenance,  came  alone  out  of  his 

father's  room.  As  if  unconsciously,  he  went  through  the 
drawing-room  and  dining-room  into  her  Honour's  boudoir, 
without  seeming  to  be  aware  either  of  her  or  me,  and  seated 
himself  silently  Avith  his  elbows  rested  upon  a  table,  and 
covered  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  as  if  the  daylight  distressed 
him. 

Her  Honour  observed  him  with  maternal  anxiety ;  at 
length  she  rose,  stroked  his  cheek  with  her  liand  caressingly, 

and  said  to  him,  "  My  good  boy,  what  is  amiss  with  thee  ?" 
"  Xothing !"  answered  the  Cornet,  with  a  low  and  sup- 

pressed voice. 
"Nothing?"  repeated  her  Honour.  "  Carl,  thou  makest 

me  anxious — thou  art  so  pale— thou  art  unhappy!" 
"  Yes,"  replied  the  Cornet,  in  the  same  low  voice. 
"  Mv  child,  my  sou !    What  ails  thee  ?" 
"Everything!" 
"  Carl !  and  thou  hast  a  mother  who  would  give  her  life  ' 

for  thy  happiness !" 
"My  good  mother!"  exclaimed  the  Cornet,  and  clasped 

her  in  his  arms  ;  "  forgive  me  !" 
"  My  best  child !  tell  me  what  I  can  do  for  thee  ?  Tell 

me  what  thou  wantest — tell  me  all !  It  must  have  an  outlet 

some  way — I  cannot  live  and  see  thee  unhappy !" 
"  I  must  be  unhappy,  if  I  cannot  obtain,  or  raise  on  bond, 

the  sum  of  ten  thousand  rixdollars.  If  I  do  not  get  them 
to-day,  Hermina  is — my  Hermina  is  in  a  few  days  the  wife 
of  another  !  Good  heavens !  the  happiness  of  my  whole 
life,  and  that  of  anotlier,  I  would  purchase  with  this  beg- 

garly money — and  it  is  denied  me !  I  have  spoken  with  my 
fatlier — opened  to  him  my  heart — told  him  all.  He  has  this 
Bum  —  I  know  it — and  he   " 

"And  be  has  denied  ihee  ?" 
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''  Positively,  decidedly.  He  says  tliat  it  is  the  inlieritance 
of  the  unhappy  and  the  needy ;  and  for  the  sake  of  these 

suffering  strangers  he  makes  his  own  son  wretched !" 
"With  this  the  Cornet  started  up,  and  went  with  greab 

strides  up  and  down  the  room,  as  he  exclaimed,  "  What  low 
being  has  dared  to  blacken  Hermina  to  my  father — this 

God's  holy  angel  ?     She  would  deceive  me  !     She — she  loved 
the  detested  Gr   !     He  only,  or  his  emissaries,  have  been 
able   " 

Here  the  Cornet  massacred  a  carriage  with  its  accompany- 
ing horses  (the  equipage  of  the  little  Dumplings)  ;  and  her 

Honour,  terrified,  removed  from  her  son's  neighbourhood  a 
vase  with  flowers,  whilst  she,  attentive  to  his  complaints, 

asked  anxiously, — "  But  why  ?     But  how  ?" 
"  Do  not  ask  me  now !"  said  the  Cornet,  impatiently. 

"  I  can  say  only  this  now,  that  my  life's  weal  or  woe  rests 
upon  my  obtaining  to-day  the  specified  sum  of  money.  I 
may  become  the  happiest  being  on  the  earth,  or  the  most 

unhappy;  and  not  I  alone   " 
"Carl!"  said  her  Honour,  solemnly,  "look  at  me!  Grod 

bless  thy  honest  eyes,  my  son !  Yes,  I  know  thee.  Thou 
wilt  not  let  me  take  a  step,  the  consequences  of  which  I  may 

repent." 
"  My  mother !  wouldst  thou  repent  having  effected  the 

happiness  of  my  life  ?" 
"  It  is  enough,  my  child.  I  go  now  to  speak  to  thy  father. 

Wait  for  me  here." 
The  Cornet  awaited  the  return  of  his  mother  in  a  violently 

excited  state  of  mind.  I  saw  that  in  a  moment  he  was  in 

that  delirium  of  youth  which  makes  it  appear  incredible  that 
any  one  can  oppose  their  vsdshes  or  their  wills.  Tn  such 

moments  people  cannot  bear  the  word  "impossibility." 
They  seem  to  themselves  as  if  they  could  command  the  sun 
even,  seem  as  if  they  could  tear  up  the  roots  of  the  moun- 

tains ;  or,  which  is  ail  the  same,  tear  up  the  principles  from 
a  firm  humaa  breast. 

It  was  a  long  time  before  her  Honour  returned.  Julie 
and  Helena  accompanied  her.  She  was  pale ;  tears  glittered  on 

her  eyelids,  and  her  voice  trembled  as  she  said,  "  Thy  father 
will  not ;  he  has  his  reasons ;  he  thinks  that  he  does  right, 
and  does  quite  certainly  what  is  best.  But,  my  good  child, 
thou  canst  be  assisted,  nevertheless.     Take  these  pearls  and 
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jewels.  They  are  mine  —  I  can  dispose  of  tliem  —  take 
them.  In  Stockholm  thou  wilt  receive  a  considerable  sum 

for  them." 
"  And  here,  and  here,  best  Carl,"  said  Julie  and  Helena, 

whilst  with  the  one  hand  they  offered  him  their  treasures, 

and  threw  the  other  aftectionately  around  his  neck ;  "  take 
these  also,  Carl ;  we  pray  thee,  take,  sell  all,  and  make  thyself 

happy!" A  dark  crimson  flushed  the  countenance  of  tlie  young 
man,  and  tears  streamed  down  his  cheeks.  At  that  moment 
the  Colonel  entered,  stood  in  the  doorway,  and  riveted  a 
keen  glance  upon  the  group  which  occupied  the  background 
of  the  room.  An  expression  of  anger,  mingled  with  scorn, 

lighted  up  his  face.  "  Carl!"  exclaimed  he,  with  a  strong 
voice,  "  if  thou  art  sufficiently  unworthy  to  take  advantage 
of  the  weakness  of  thy  mother  and  sisters  to  satisfy  thy 
blind  passion,  then  /  despise  thee,  I  will  not  acknowledge 

thee  as  my  son." 
Deeply  unhappy,  and  now  so  deeply  misjudged,  the  bit- 

terest indignation  poured  its  gall  into  the  heart  of  the  young 
man.  He  was  deathly  pale,  his  lips  convulsively  compressed. 
He  stamped  his  foot  violently,  and  was  out  of  the  door  like 
lightning.  A  few  minutes  afterwards,  he  mounted  his  horse 
and  galloped  across  the  court. 

THE  COENET !   THE  CORNET  I   THE  COENET ! 

"  Halloa !  it  sounds  through  the  wood." 

Halloa.  !  it  sounds.  The  hunted  fly,  and  the  hunters  follow. 
What  is  the  game  ?  An  unhappy  human  being.  And  the 
hunters  ?  The  furies  of  anger,  of  despair,  and  frenzy.  How 
they  drive  I  An  unexampled  chase  !  The  hunted  fly,  and 
the  hunters  follow.  Halloa !  halloa !  They  lose  not  the 
scent — they  follow — they  follow,  through  the  thickest  wood, 
over  the  dancing  billows,  over  hill,  over  dale,  with  gaping 
jaws — will  swallow  their  prey — it  goes  bound  after  bound — 
but  runs  wearily  on  its  course.  Halloa  1  halloa  I  it  will  soon 
be  ended ! 

Onward  !  onward  !  the  pursued  spurred  his  snorting  horse, 
which  flew  foaming  over  hedges  and  ditches.     Wild  tumults 
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raged  in  his  soul.  "Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  he  posted  over 
the  road  through  gloomy  and  wood-overgrown  tracts,  whilst 
he  sought  to  stupify  every  feeling,  every  thought  in  his  soul, 
and  listened  only  to  the  admonitory  forward  !  forward  !  which 
rung  in  every  throb  of  his  fever-wild  pulse. 

The  peaceful  inhabitants  of  the  cottages,  which  he  rushed 
past  like  a  storm-wind,  sprang  in  astonishment  to  their  door, 
and  asked  in  wonder,  "  What  horseman  is  that  who  is  run 

away  with  ?" 
And  one  of  them  (Stina  Ander's  daughter  at  Eorum)  de- 

clared that  she  had  seen  a  hound  and  a  hare  come  forth ;  the 
one  out  of  the  cottage,  and  the  other  out  of  the  wood,  and 
sitting,  the  one  opposite  the  other  with  stariug  eyes  ;  saw 
the  wild  rider ;  after  whicli,  quite  bewildered  and  out  of 
sorts,  they  had  sprung  past  each  other ;  the  hare  into  the 
cottage,  the  dog  into  the  wood. 

The  wild  rider.  Cornet  Carl,  made  no  halt  till  he  pulled 
up  at  the  gates  of  the  Wood-house,  so  well  known  to  us, 
threw  himself  from  his  horse,  and  sprung  up  the  steps.  All 
the  doors  in  the  upper  story  were  fastened ;  all  was  still. 
He  sprang  down  the  steps.  All  the  doors  in  the  lower  story 
were  fastened;  all  was  still  and  dead.  He  sprang  across 
the  court  to  a  little  outbuilding,  and  pushed  open  a  door. 
There,  humming  a  psalm,  and  spinning  flax  upon  a  whistling 
wheel,  sate  within  the  cottage  a  little,  wrinkled,  old  woman. 

"  Where  are  the  gentlefolks  ?  Where  is  Miss  Hermina  ?" 
exclaimed  the  heated,  almost  breathless  Cornet. 

"  Ha  ?"  answered  the  little  old  spinning- woman. 
"  Where  are  the  gentlefolks  ?"  cried  the  Cornet,  with  an 

annihilating  voice  and  look. 

"  What  d'ye  Bay  ?"  replied  the  old  woman,  as  she  poked 
her  nose  comfortably  into  a  little  snuff-box. 

The  Cornet  stamped.  (A  mended  cup  fell  down  from  the 

shelf,  three  crippled  glasses  jingled  together.)  "  Are  you 
stone-deaf?"  shrieked  he  at  the  highest  pitch  of  his  voice. 
"  I  ask  which  way  the  gentlefolks  from  here  are  gone  ?" 

"  Which  way  ?  To  Thorsborg,  does  the  gentleman  mean  ? 
Ay,  then,  go  over  the  fields,  and   " 

"  I  ask,"  screamed  the  Cornet,  very  loudly,  in  despair, 
'*  where  the  gentlefolks  are  gone  to  from  here  ?" 

"  To  Wresta  ?     Yes,  yes — then  you  must  go   " 
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"  It  is  beyond  all  patience  !"  said  the  Cornet,  in  despair, 
"  it  is  euougli  to  drive  one  mad  !" 

"  Ay,  ay,  indeed  !"  sighed  the  little  old  woman,  perplexed 
and  terrified  at  the  appearance  of  the  Cornet's  anger,  and 
went  quickly  to  pick  up  the  pieces  of  the  broken  cup. 

A  small  piece  of  money  upon  this  flew  under  her  nose, 
and  the  stranger  had  vanished. 

"  God  preserve  me ! — God  bless  !"  stammered  the  as- 
tonished and  pleased  old  woman. 

Another  door  on  the  same  floor  now  flew  open  before  the 

powerful  gi'asp  of  the  Cornet's  hand. 
On  the  hearth  sate,  beside  her  pig  (that  is  to  say  her 

child),  a  fat,  dear  mother,  feeding  her  little  bristly-haired  boy 
"with  hasty-pudding. 

The  Cornet  repeated  here  his  questions,  and  received  for 
answer — 

"  Tes,  they  are  set  ofi"." 
"  But  where  ?  sa}'  where  ?  Did  they  leave  no  message — 

no  letter  for  me  ?" 
"  Letter  ?     Tes  ;  I  have  one  that  was  left  for  the  Cornet 

H   ,  and  I  was  just  thinking  of  setting  out  with  it  to 
Thorsborg,  as  soon  as  I  have  put  a  drop  of  gruel  into  the  boy, 

poor  thing — eat,  boy  !" 
"  In  heaven's  name  give  me  here  the  letter  directly — haste, 

go  this  moment,  I  say,  after  it,  go   " 
"  Tes,  yes — I'll  go  as  soon  as  I  have  put  these  drops  of 

gruel  into  the  boy.  He  is  hungry,  poor  creature — eat, 

boy!" "  I  will  feed  the  boy,  give  me  the  spoon — only  go  and 
fetch  the  letter  here  directly  !" 

At  length  the  woman  went  to  her  chest.  The  Comet 
stood  on  the  hearth,  took  gruel  out  of  the  pot  with  the  spoon, 
blew  it  with  anxious  countenance,  and  put  it  into  the  little 

fellow's  open  mouth.  The  woman  tumbled  the  things  about 
in  her  chest,  sought  and  sought.  Snuft-box  and  butter-pot, 
stockings  and  uuder-petticoats,  hymn-book  and  bread,  came 
one  after  another,  and  lay  all  about  tlie  floor — the  letter  not. 

The  Cornet  tramped  and  stamped  in  painful  impatience. 

"  Be  quick  there  !     No,  is  it  not  there  ?     Ah  !" 
"  Directly,  directly  !  wait  only  a  bit,  wait — here,  no,  here, 

— no,  wait  a  bit— wait." 
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"Wait!  One  may  imagine  to  oneself  whether  the  Corjiet was  inclined  now  to  "  wait!" 
But  the  letter  was  not  forthcoming.     The  woman  put  by 

her  things,  and  muttered  between  her  teeth — 

"  It's  gone — it's  not  to  be  found  !" 
"  Not  to  be  found  !"  repeated  the  Cornet,  and  poked  in 

his  impatience  a  spoonful  of  hot  gruel  into  the  throat  of  the 
boy,  who  set  up  a  loud  roar. 

The  letter  was  not  to  be  found.  "  The  boy  must  certainly 
have  picked  it  up,  have  torn  it  in  two  or  else  have  burned 

it ;"  and  the  dear  mother,  who  was  more  concerned  about 
her  boy's  trouble  than  the  Cornet's,  said  angrily  to  the 
latter,  "  Go  to  Lofstaholm,  there  you  can  say  good-by.  The 
gentlefolks  are  gone  there,  and  Miss  Agnes  was  here  to-day 
with  Miss  Hermina." 

The  Cornet  left  a  rixdollar  as  a  plaster  for  the  scalded 
throat,  and  cursing  half  aloud  the  goose  and  the  gosling, 
mounted  Blanka  again,  who  in  the  mean  time  had  been 
cropping  the  yellow  autumn-grass  which  grew  here  and  there 
in  the  court. 

Now  to  Lofstaholm.  Six  miles  had  to  be  got  over.  Blanka 
felt  the  spurs,  and  sprang  off  at  a  full  gallop. 

A  river  divides  the  road.  The  bridge  was  broken  down 
and  was  under  repair.  There  is  yet  another  way — but  that 
makes  a  bend  of  a  mile  and  a  half.  Blanka  soon  snorted 
courageously  in  the  waves,  which  washed  the  foam  from 
neck  and  nose,  and  kissed  the  feet  of  the  rider  as  he  sate  in 
his  saddle. 

Two  travellers  at  some  little  distance  began  to  talk. 

"Do  you  know,  mother,"  said  the  one  thoughtfully  to  the 
other,  "  I  think  that  it  is  the  Neck  himself,  who  has  ridden 
on  the  black  mare  through  the  river." 

"  Do  you  know,  father,"  said  tlie  other,  "  I  think  it  is  a 
bridegroom  who  rides  to  his  beloved." 

"  Trust  me,  my  old  woman  !" 
"  Trust  me,  my  old  fellow  !" 
And  "  trust  me,  my  reader,"  the  rider  stands  now  on  the 

opposite  shore ;  and  forwards,  forwards  speeds  he  again 
through  w^ood  and  field. 

Poor  Blanka  !  when  the  white  walls  of  Lofstaholm  shone 

forth  amid  the  green-yellow-brown  trees  thou  wast  not  vt»iy 
2f 
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far  from  being  knocked  up,  but  at  the  sight  of  them  the  rjfl-r 
somewhat  relaxed  his  speed,  and  when  come  into  the  court, 
Blanka  was  able  to  rest,  and  to  draw  breath  by  the  side  of 
three  other  .riding-horses,  which  proved  that  Lofstaholm  had 
guests  at  this  moment. 

The  ironmaster  and  knight,  Mr.  D   ,  sate  in  his  room  and 
contemplated  with  the  mien  of  a  satisfied  connoisseur  a  head 
in  black  chalk,  done  by  the  promising  daughter  Eleonora. 

The  iron-master's  lady,  Mrs.  Emerentia  D   ,  whose  maiden 
name  was  J   ,  stood  beside  him  reading  with  delighted  at- 

tention a  poem  on  the  pleasure  of  "  Eural  Life  and  Simpli- 
city," written  by  her  most  hopeful  son  Lars  Anders  (whom 

the  family  called  "the  little  Lord  Byron"),  as  Cornet  Carl 
stepped  violently  into  the  room,  and  after  a  slight  apology, 
witliout  troubling  himself  as  to  what  people  thought  of  him, 
his  state  of  mind,  and  his  questions,  prayed  to  know  what 
was  known  here  of  the  hasty  departure  of  Baron  K   and 
his  family. 

"Nothing  more  than  this,"   said  Ironmaster  D   ,  and 
■wrinkled  up  his  brow,  "  that  they  passed  by  here  yesterday 
afternoon,  and  that  Baron  K    was  pleased  to  come  up 
here  and  say  rude  things  to  me,  and  to  pay  me,  it  may  be,  a 
fourth  part  of  the  sum  which  I  have  lent  to  him  out  of  pure 
kindness,  an  eternity  since. — A  Dido, — Cornet  H   ,  by 

my  Eleonora   " 
Mrs.  D   took  up  the  word.     "  The  Baroness,  or  what 

must  one  call  her  (for  I  have  the  idea  that  she  is  no  more  a 
Baroness  than  I  am),  was  not  pleased  once  to  move  to  me 
from  the  carriage.  Yes,  yes,  one  gets  beautiful  thanks  for 
all  the  politeness  one  shows  to  people.  No,  she  sate  as  bolt 
upright  and  stiff  as  a  princess  in  her  carriage, — her  carriage 

say  I — yes,  very  pretty — young  G   's  equipage  it  was, 
he  himself  sate  in  it  like  a  caught  bird  in  a  cage, — and  that 

perhaps  made  her  so  proud." 
"G   's    carriage?     G      with    them?"    cried   the 

Cornet,  "  and  Hermina  ?" 
"  Sate  there,  and  looked  straight  before  her  like  a  turkey- 

hen.  Yes,  I  have  been  quite  mistaken  in  that  girl.  I 
was  quite  sorry  for  her,  and  allowed  my  daughters  to  take 
a  little  trouble  about  her  and  encourage  her  musical  talent. 
Theresa,   in  particular,   was  actually  bewitched  with   her. 
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But  T  soon  found  that  I  had  committed  an  imprudence,  aud 
that  neither  she,  nor  her  family,  were  in  any  respect  fit 
society  for  my  daughters.  All  kind  of  strange  reports  are  in 
circulation  respecting  these  high-bred  gentry — they  are  gone 
off  in  a  manner   " 
A  servant   now  came   in  with   tobacco-pipes,  which   he 

arranged  in  a  corner  of  the  room.     The  Ironmaster  D   
thought  it  as  well  to  continue  the  conversation  in  French. 

"  Oui,  c'est  une  vrai  scandale,"  said  he,  "  une  forgerie  de 
tromperie!  Un  vrai  frippon  est  la  lille — ^je  sais  9a — et  ie 
plus  extremement  mauvais  sujet  et  sa  pere." 

^^  Son  pere,"  corrected  Mrs.  D   ,  "  et  le  pire  de  toute 
chose  c'est  son  mere.  Un  conduite,  oh  !  Ecoute,  cher  Cornet, 
dans  Italie,  le  mere  et  le  fille  et  la  pere   " All  at  once  there  occurred  in  the  next  room  a  fearful 

noise,  a  screaming,  a  laughing,  a  tumult,  a  jubilation  beyond 
all  comparison.  There  was  scraping  on  fiddles,  there  was 
jangling  with  shovels  and  tongs,  there  was  singing,  yelling, 
piping ;  and  in  the  midst  of  this  din  were  heard  all  kind  of 
exclamations,  of  which  this  alone  was  intelligible  : 

".  Papa !  papa !  now  we  know  the  piece !  Now  the  scene 
is  in  order!     Hurra,  hurra !" 

The  jubilant  herd  rushed  now  like  a  foaming  torrent  into 
the  room ;  but  when  the  wild  young  people  beheld  Comet 
Carl,  their  delight  was  beyond  all  bounds.  A  universal  cry 
was  uttered : 

"  Iphigenie,  Iphigenie !     Hurra,  hurra !     Comet   H   
Cornet  Carl,  will  be  our  Iphigenie !  Hurra !  Long  live 
Iphigenie  the  Second,  long  live  Cornet  Iphigenie !  Long 

live   " 

"Death  and  the  devil!"  thought  the  Comet,  as  the  wihl 
crowd  regularly  fell  upon  him,  and  endeavoured  to  drag  hiui 

with  them,  amid  the  cry,  "  Come,  Iphigenie  !  Come,  Cornet 
Carl,  hence,  hence !  We  will  have  a  rehearsal  immediately  ! 
The  Cornet  may  hold  his  part  in  his  hand — come,  come, 

only!" 
"Hocus-pocus  over  Cornet  Carl!  Fall  down  on  your 

knees,  and  rise  up  as  Iphigenie." 
This  last  was  basooned  forth  by  the  sweet  little  Agnes 

D   ,  who  stood  on  tiptoes  to  hang  a  veil  over  Cornet 

Carl's  head,  but  could  not  reach  up  to  his  ears.  Lieutenant 2  i  2 
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!Kuttelin  came  to  her  assistance.     Eleouora  D    and  Mina 

P   had  already  swung  a  large  shawl  over  his  shoulders, 
and  three  vouug  gentlemen  endeavoured  to  wrap  him  round 
with  a  sheet,  which  should  be  a  gown.  Among  the  seconds 
of  the  Misses  D   ,  Lieutenant  Arvid  was  also  to  be  seen. 

The  Cornet  resisted ;  it  was  in  vain  ;  he  raised  his  voice, 
shouted  to  and  with  them, — in  vain — he  could  not,  amid  the 
noise  around  him,  either  make  himself  understood,  or  heard. 

Actual  despair,  the  result  of  pure  vexation,  overcame  him, 
and  brought  him  to  a  desperate  resolution  Making  use  of  his 
strength,  not  in  the  most  polite  manner,  he  pushed  with  both 
arms  right  and  left  the  people  from  him,  tore  off  the  sheet, 
and — ran — ran  through  an  open  door,  which  he  saw  before 
liim,  and  striking  into  a  long  row  of  rooms,  looked  neither  to 
tlie  right  nor  the  left,  but  ran,  ran,  ran  !  Kan  over  a  servant- 
girl,  three  chairs,  two  tables,  and  came  at  length  from  room 
to  room,  out  into  a  great  dining-room,  on  the  other  side  of 
whicL  was  a  porch.  This  the  Cornet  knew,  and  was  just 
about  hastening  there,  when  he  was  aware  of  the  jubilant 
herd,  with  the  loud  cry  of  Iphigenie,  Iphigenie  !  who  were 
coming  through  the  porch  to  meet  him.  The  Cornet,  in  the 
greatest  distress  of  mind,  was  just  about  to  turn  round,  when 

he  saw  near  him  a  half- open  door  which  led  to  a  little  -n-ind- 
iug  staircase. 

He  shot  down  this  like  an  arrow.  It  was  dark  and  narrow 

— tiu-ned  and  turned.  And  when  at  length  his  feet  reached 
firm  land,  the  head  of  the  Cornet  itself  began  to  turn  round 
too.  He  stood  in  a  little  dark  passage.  Prom  an  iron-door 
which  stood  ajar  gleamed  a  stripe  of  light.  The  Cornet  passed 
through  this  door  also.  Through  an  opposite  window,  de- 

fended with  stout  iron-bars,  shone  a  feeble  and  descending 
autumn  sun,  and  lit  up  the  white-grey  stone  walls  of  the 
vaulted  room.  Tho  Cornet  found  himself — in  a  prison? — no, 
in  a  larder. 

The  Cornet  sought  after  a  way  of  escape.  There  was  in- 
deed in  the  little  passage  a  door,  opposite  to  the  door  of  the 

tault,  but  it  must  be  opened  with  a  key,  and  no  key  was 
there.  The  Cornet  sought  and  sought — in  vain.  He  sate 
iown  on  a  bread  chest  in  the  vault,  freed  himself  from  his 
^hawl  and  veil,  and  heard  with  satisfaction  how  the  wild  chase 

-"^shed  forth  overhead,  and  seeking  traces  of  him,  drove  about 
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m  the  neighbourhood  ;  but  he  heard  them  always  sufficiently 
near,  to  prevent  him  from  coming  up.  Unhappy,  indignant, 
weary,  angry  with  the  whole  world,  he  stared  before  him 
almost  without  the  power  of  thinking.  A  dish  of  con- 

fectionery, the  remains  of  a  pasty,  of  veal  cutlets,  and  currant- 
cream,  standing  in  the  sunshine  on  a  table,  met  his  eye 
kindly  and  invitingly. 

The  Cornet  experienced  a  strange  emotion ;  in  the  mi  st 
of  his  despair,  plagued  with  a  thousand  tormenting  thoughts, 
he  felt — hunger. 

Poor  human  nature  !  Oh  man,  crown  of  creation  !  Dust- 
king  of  the  dust !  Is  it  heaven  or  hell  which  storms  within 
thy  breast  ?  Eat  must  thou  nevertheless  !  One  minute  an 
angel,  another  an  animal !     Poor  human  nature  ! 

And  on  the  other  side : 

Happy  human  nature !  Happy  duality,  which  alone  pre- 
serves the  unity  of  the  being.  The  animal  comforts  the 

spirit,  the  spirit  the  animal,  and  thus  alone  can  the  human 
being  live. 

The  Cornet  lived — was  hungry — saw  food,  and  did  not 
long  delay  to  satisfy  his  hunger  therewith.  The  pasty  was 
soon  added  to  more  substantial  stuff. 

Forgive  !  forgive,  young  lady  reader  !  I  know — a  lover,  a 
hero  of  romance  in  particular,  ought  not  to  be  so  prosaic,  so 
earthly — and  our  hero  is  perhaps  in  danger  of  losing  all  your 
kind  sympathy.  But  reflect,  reflect,  charming  creatures,  who 
live  on  rose-odour  and  feelings,  he  was  a  man — and  worse — 
a  Cornet ;  he  had  had  a  long  ride,  and  had  not  eaten  a  morsel 
the  whole  day,     Eeflect  on  that ! 

"  But  is  it  becoming  to  eat  in  this  way  in  other  people's 
larders  ?" 

Ah,  my  most  gracious  Chief-mistress-of-ceremony !  when 
a  man  is  very  unhappy  and  very  much  embittered,  very  heart- 
inwardly  weary  of  the  world — then  people  tliink  that  every- 

thing is  becoming  to  them,  which  in  any  way  is  becoming  in 
itself,  and  does  not  overturn  anything  but  convenances.  One 
has  then  an  actual  delight  in  trampling  upon  these,  as  upon 
other  kind  of  weeds,  and  is  often  in  that  kind  of  state  of  mind, 
a  beautiful  cosmopolitan  spirit,  which  makes  one  capable  of 

saying  "  Get  out  of  the  way  !"  to  the  whole  world. 
Cornet  Carl  had  just  clecired  the  pasty  out  of  the  way, 
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when  a  tumult,  increasing  in  strength,  renewed  its  slirill 

cries  after  the  unlucky  "  Iphigenie  !"  and  a  rattling  and  noise 
on  the  top  of  the  stairs  made  known  to  him  that  the  hunting- 
herd  spied  out  and  were  upon  his  track.  Quite  beside  him- 

self, he  sprung  to  the  window,  seized  with  all  his  might  one 
of  the  iron-bars,  with  the  intention  of  loosening  it,  and,  cost 
what  it  would,  of  making  his  escape. 

Oh  ray  of  deliverance  !  The  Cornet  seized  the  key,  it  went 
into  the  keyhole ;  and,  as  if  chased  by  furies  (the  Comet 
thought  in  this  moment  of  bewilderment  that  all  the  sweet, 
accomplished  Misses  D   had  Medusa-heads),  flew  through 
a  long  passage  out  into  the  porch,  down  the  steps,  over  the 
court,  and  upon  the  back  of  Blanka.  Scarcely  was  he  in  the 
saddle,  before,  like  a  swarm  of  bees  streaming  out  of  the 
mouth  of  the  beehive,  the  raging  herd  burst  forth  from  the 
gate,  singing,  nay,  screaming  in  chorus : 

Ipliigi'nie !  Iphigenif ! 
Heavens,  wliat  gross  poltroonery  ! 
Lovely  maid,  where  art  thon,  then? 
Come  again,  oh  come  again  ! 

The  Comet  dashed  off,  and  soon  vanished  from  the  eyes  of 
the  chorus,  behind  the  trees.  Three  young  gentlemen,  who, 
in  the  joyousness  of  their  hearts,  believed  nothing  else  than 
that  all  this  was  merely  a  madly  merry  frolic,  mounted  their 
horses  in  a  twinkling,  and  followed  the  fugitive. 

"When  the  Cornet  saw  himself  again  pursued,  he  suddenly rode  more  slowly,  to  the  great  astonishment  of  the  chasing 
triumvirate,  who  speedily  overtook  him,  and  surrounded  him 
with  shrill  laughter  and  cries. 

"  Aha  !  aha  !     Xow  we  have  the  Cornet  fast — now  there  is 
no  more  help.    Give  yourself  up  captive.  Cornet  H   ,  and 
turn  round  directly  with  us."  And  one  of  them  seized  upon 
his  horse's  bridle. 

But  the  arm  was  rudely  struck  back  ;  and  looking  stiffly 
and  proudly  upon  his  pursuers,  the  Cornet  said  with  warmth  : 

"  If  the  gentlemen  had  tlie  least  grain  of  sense,  they  must 
liave  seen  directly  that  I  am  in  anything  but  the  humour  to 
play  and  to  be  played  with.  They  would  now  also  see  that 
all  these  frolics  are  disgusting  to  me.  I  wish  them  at  the 

devil,  and  you  with  them  !     Leave  me  in  peace." 
"The  deuce,  that's  very  abusively  said!"  said  one  of  tue 
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triumvirate,  and  put  Lis  horse  at  the  same  pace  as  Cornet 

Carl's;  AvMlst  tbe  other  two  gentlemen,  standing  rebuffed 
and  taking  counsel  together  for  a  moment,  galloped  back 
again  amid  loud  laugliter. 

The  Cornet  rode  gently,  and  looked  with  a  keen,  angry, 
and  inquiring  glance  at  his  unbidden  companion,  who  ob- 
ser\^ed  him  with  a  pair  of  large,  clear,  light  blue  eyes  with  a 
kind  of  ironical  quietness. 

The  two  silent  riders  now  reached  a  cross-road.  Here  the 
Cornet  turned  himself  proudly  to  his  companion,  and  said  : 

"  I  presume  that  we  part  here  ;  good  night,  sir." 
"  No,"  replied  the  other,  carelessly  and  ironically,  "  I  have 

now  a  few  words  to  say  to  you." 
"  When  and  where  you  please,"  said  the  Cornet,  firing 

"  Hoho !  hoho  !"  said  the  other,  ironically  ;  "  do  you  take 
the  matter  so  ill  ?  Where  and  when  you  please,  are  indeed 
Avords  which  we  may  use  as  a  kind  of  challenge — when  and 
where  one  pleases  to  take  one  another's  lives.  Now,  for  niy 
part,  that  can  certainly  be  when  and  where  you  please  ;  but 
this  time  I  do  not  mean  it  to  be  so  serious.  I  only  ac- 

company you  to  hold  a  little  conversation,  to  see  whether  I 
can  enliven  you  a  little,  excite  you  a  little — to  converse  wdth 

you."  _ 
"  With  certain  people,"  said  the  Cornet,  "  I  converse  most 

willingly  with  the  sword  in  my  hand — that  keeps  at  a 
distance." 

"  Sword?"  said  his  opponent,  carelessly;  "why  a  sword? 
— why  not  rather  with  a  pistol  ?  That  talks  louder,  and 
serves  also  to  keep  folks  at  a  distance.  I  don't  fight  will- 

ingly with  the  sword." 
"  Perhaps  with  pins  rather,"  said  the  Cornet,  disdainfully. 
"Yes,  pins;  or  rather  hair-pins,"  replied  his  opponent, 

smilingly,  as  he  took  off  his  hat,  and  from  the  richest  plaits 

of  hair  which  ever  adorned  a  lady's  head,  drew  a  large  hair- 
pin, to  which  he  (or  rather  she)  fastened  a  little  note,  which 

she  reached  to  the  Cornet,  with  these  words,  which  she  uttered 
in  a  very  different  tone  : 

"  If  you  find  this  more  painful  than  the  point  of  a  sword, 
forgive  those  who  must  bring  it  to  you  against  their  Avill." 

With  this  tli3  blue-eyed  horsewoman,  Theresa  D   ,  gave 
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the  Coruet  a  friendly,  compassionate  look,  saluted  him  lightly, 
turned  round  her  horse,  and  vanished  quickly  from  his  won- 

dering eyes. 
But  these  soon  expressed  another  feeling,  for  he  recognised 

in  the  address  of  the  note  the  liandwriting  of  Hermina. 
With  feelings  which  one  can  easily  imagine,  the  Cornet 
opened  the  letter  and  read  the  following : — 

"  My  only  friend  upon  earth  !  Farewell !  farewell !  If 
thou  come,  it  is  too  late.  I  have  been  compelled  to  yield  to 

my  mother's  despairing  prayers.  To-day  1  set  off  to  Stock- 
holm. To-morrow  I  am  Geuserik's  wife — if  I  live  till  then. 

My  brother,  my  friend,  my  all — ah,  forgive  me !     Farewell ! 
"  Hermina." 

"Now  to  Stockholm!"  said  the  Cornet,  with  desperate 
and  firm  determination  to  win  her — or  die  !  "  Thanks,  eter- 

nal Heaven  ! — there  yet  is  time." 
The  evening  began  to  be  stormy  and  dark.  The  Cornet 

felt  nothing  and  cared  for  nothing  around  him,  but  rode  at 
full  speed  to  the  inn. 

"  This  moment,  a  stout  active  horse  !"  cried  the  Comet, 
in  a  thundering  voice ;  "  I  will  pay  what  you  will !" 

In  a  short  time  a  snorting  steed  neighed  merrily  under 
the  wild  rider,  wlio  witli  voice  and  spur  still  more  excited  his 
courage,  and  with  the  blind  fury  of  impatience  sped  onward, 
onward,  over   ;  but  let  us  take  breath  for  a  moment. 

"  KLA-WHIT  !    KLA-WHIT  !" 
The  Corpse-Owl. 

It  was  night.  The  moon's  silver  flood  streamed  quietly 
down  over  the  castle  of  Thorsborg,  where  all  seemed  still, 
because  no  light  shone  from  the  deep  windows,  speaking  of  a 
waiceful  human  eye,  of  a  heart  which  knew  no  rest.  Ah  ! 
— and  yet   

Tlie  clear  lamp  of  night  shone  into  the  Colonel's  room,  and 
lighted  up,  one  after  another,  the  gilded-framed  family  por- 

traits, whose  forms  seemed  by  the  pale  bluish  beams  to 
come  again  to  life,  and  from  the  night  of  antiquity,  in  whose 
shadows  their  joys  and  pains,  hatred  and  love,  prayer  and 
glances,  had  long  been  extinguished,  now  looked  forth  with 
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quiet  dreamy  smiles  upon  the  combats  of  their  living  de- 
scendants with  the  dark  powers  of  life,  and  in  the  spirit  of 

these  thoughts — which  thought  alone  perceives — whisper, 
Thou  wilt  forget,  wilt  be  forgotten  quite — 
The  combat  of  the  day  be  hid  in  night ; 
Repose  will  follow  when  thy  strife  shall  cease. 
Spirit,  keep  this  in  mind — and  have  thou  peace ! 

Peace  ?  Quiet,  apparitions  ! — you  wish  to  comfort.  But 
there  are  moments  when  thoughts  upon  this  word  of  the 
grave  and  of  heaven  make  us  shed  bitter  tears. 

The  Colonel  stood  in  his  window  and  looked  out  into  the 

moonlight  night.  His  lofty  brow  was  paler  than  common, 
and  dark  fire  beamed  in  his  deep-set  eyes. 

A  storm-wind  raged  now  and  again  through  the  court- 
yard, and  carried  along  with  it  heaps  of  yellow  leaves,  which 

struck  up  a  whirling  dance  before  the  old  rock-firm  building, 
and  reminded  one  of  courtiers,  who  tried  to  amuse  their  dark 

glancing  prince.  The  flag-staff  on  the  tower  swung  round 
gratingly,  and  an  uneasy,  anxious  whistling,  such  as  in 
stormy  weather  one  hears  in  great  buildings,  passed  lament- 
ingly  here  and  there  through  the  castle.  This  sound  was 
worthy  to  be  the  messenger  of  misfortune  ;  it  distressed  the 
hearer  like  melancholy  forebodings.  White  clouds,  of  strange, 
fantastical  shapes,  were  driven  over  the  heavens,  and  resem- 

bled hosts  flying  forth  with  torn  banners.  They  wrapped  a 
storm-sail  over  the  queen  of  night,  who  nevertheless  quickly 
broke  through  it  with  conquering  beams,  and  at  length  they 
assembled  themselves  in  dark  grey  masses  lower  down  on  the 
horizon. 

The  colonel  contemplated  with  uneasy  and  gloomy  feelings 
the  wild  conflicts  of  nature.  He  bitterly  felt  that  the  spirit 
of  discontent  with  his  poisonous  breath  disturbed  also  the 
peace  of  his  hitherto  so  happ}^  and  united  family.  He,  who 
loved  his  own  family  so  dearly,  who  was  so  tenderly  beloved 
by  them  in  return,  he  was  now  all  at  once  become  as  it  were 
a  stranger  to  them.  Wife,  children,  removed  themselves 
from  him — turned  their  faces  away  from  him  ;  and  it  was  his 
fault ;  he  had  refused  their  prayers ;  they  were  unhappy 
through  him  ;  and  at  this  moment,  when  his  conscience  bore 
witness  that  he  had  firmly  adhered  to  his  principles  of  right 
—that,  without  wavering,  he  had  acted  up  to  his  severe  but 
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lofty  ideas — in  this  moment  painful  feelings  arose  in  his 
heart,  which  seemed  to  accuse  him  of  having  erred  in  their 
application,  and  thereby,  that  he  had  caused  suffering  which 
he  might  have  prevented — that  he  had  embittered  the  days 
of  those  beings  "whom  he  was  called  ujjon  to  make  happy  and 
to  bless.  A  physical  sensation  of  pain,  which  was  peculiar 
to  him,  and  which  he  mostly  perceived  when  his  soul  was 
painfully  excited — a  spasm  of  the  chest,  which  made  breathing 
difficult,  was  now  more  than  commonly  acute  during  these 
gloomy  thoughts.  He  felt  himself  solitary ;  no  one,  at  this 

moment,  felt  tenderness  towards  him  ;  nobody's  thoughts 
hovered  above  him  on  the  peace-bringing  dove-wings  of 
])rayer ;  he  was  solitary  !  A  tear  forced  itself  to  his  manly 
eye,  and  he  looked  up  on  high  with  a  dark  wish  soon  to  leave 
a  world  where  pain  ruled. 

A  white  cloud,  which  bore  the  form  of  a  human  being  with 
outstretched  arms,  floated  alone,  along  the  starry  vault ;  it 
appeared  to  descend  lower  and  lower,  and  the  outstretched 
misty  arms  seemed  to  approach  the  Colonel.  He  thought 
upon  Elisabeth  —  upon  her  love — on  her  promise  to  be 

witli  him  after  death.  "Was  it  not  as  if  her  spirit  would now  embrace  him  ?  Was  it  not  her  apparition  which  now, 
when  every  affectionate  voice  was  silent  around  him,  de- 

scended that  she  might  solitarily  call  to  him  through  the 

night,  "  I  love  thee  !  I  love  thee !" 
Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  ghost-like  appearance ;  the 

eye  of  the  Colonel  followed  it  with  melancholy  longing,  and 
almost  unconsciously  he  raised  his  arms  towards  it.  Then 
was  it  suddenly  suatclied  up  by  the  storm-wind — the  ex- 

tended arms  were  rent  from  the  misty  body,  and  in  broken, 
wild  flames,  like  a  mvsterious  fantasy,  the  white  cloud  passed 
by  above  the  turrets  of  the  tower.  Space  was  desolate.  The 
Colonel  laid  his  hand  upon  his  breast— it  was  desolate  there. 
Some  deep  sighs  laboured  forth  from  its  painful  recesses. 
At  this  bitter  moment  some  one  approached  him  with  soft 
footsteps — an  arm  stole  under  his,  a  hand  was  laid  familiarly 
and  tenderly  upon  his  hand,  and  he  felt  a  head  lean  softly 
upon  his  shoulder.  He  looked  not  around — he  questioned 
not — he  knew  that  she  now  was  near  him,  who  for  so  many 
years  had  shared  with  him  joy  and  pain ;  she  alone  could 
divine  his  hidden  pain — she  alone  in  the  silent  night  came  t<l 
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him  witli  consolation  and  love.  He  laid  his  arm  quietly 
around  the  companion  of  his  life,  and  held  her  closely  to  hia 
breast,  when  soon  both  the  inward  and  outward  pain  allayed 
themselves.  Thus  stood  the  wedded  pair  for  long,  and  saw 
the  storm  travel  over  the  earth  and  chase  amid  the  clouds. 

They  said  not  one  word  in  explanation  of  that  which  had 
occurred,  not  one  word  of  excuse.  What  need  was  there 
of  it  ?  Heconciliation  clasped  them  to  its  heavenly  breast. 
They  stood  heart  throbbing  to  heart,  they  were  one. 

The  storm,  which  increased  every  moment,  moved  with 
raging  wings  the  tower-bell,  which  had  just  struck  twelve. 
The  dull  strokes  of  the  bell  were  perceived.  The  Colonel 
held  his  wife  closer  to  his  breast,  who  at  this  moment  was 
thrilled  by  an  involuntary  tremor.  She  looked  up  to  her 
husband.  His  eye  was  immovably  riveted  upon  one  single 
])oint,  and  hers,  following  in  the  same  direction,  remained 
stdl  and  immovable  like  his. 

On  the  road,  which  was  visible  from  this  side,  almost  in  a 
straight  line  to  a  considerable  distance  from  the  building,  a 
black  body  was  moving  along,  wliich,  as  it  approached  the 
castle,  assumed  every  moment  a  larger  size  and  a  more  ex- 

traordinary form.  Before  long  they  could  distinguish  by  the 
light  of  the  moon  that  it  consisted  of  several  persons,  who 
in  a  particular  manner  seemed  held  together,  and  as  it  were 
moved  together  very  slowly,  but  altogether  in  a  body.  Now 
it  was  hidden  by  the  trees  oF  the  avenue — now  again  it  was 
in  sight  and  much  nearer.  Several  men  seemed  to  be  carry- 

ing something  heavy  with  great  care. 

"  It  is  a  funeral  procession  !"  whispered  her  Honour. 
"Impossible  !  at  this  hour  !"  replied  the  Colonel. Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  dark  mass.  Now  it  entered 

the  court.  The  wind  blew  wildly  and  bestrewed  it  with 
withered  leaves,  and  took  with  it  the  hats  from  the  heads  of 
several  of  the  bearers,  but  none  of  them  went  to  seek  after 
them.  The  procession  advanced  right  forward  to  the  principal 
building.  Now  it  ascended  the  steps — so  softly,  so  care- 

fully ;  blows  thundered  at  the  door — all  was  silent  and  still 
for  a  moment — the  door  opened,  and  the  train  entered  the 
bouse.  Witbotit  saying  a  word,  the  Colonel  left  his  wile 
and  went  hastily  out  of  the  room,  the  door  of  which  he 
locked,  and  sprang  down  stairs      The  bearers  had  set  down 
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tlieir  burden  between  the  pillars  of  the  hall.  It  was  a  bier. 
A  dark  cloak  coA'ered  it.  The  bearers  stood  around  with 
uncertain  and  dejected  countenances. 

"  AVho  have  you  there  ?"  asked  the  Colonel,  in  a  voice 
wliich  as  it  seemed  that  he  had  not  the  power  to  prevent 
trembling.  Xo  one  replied.  The  Colonel  went  nearer,  and 
lifted  up  the  covering.  The  moon  shone  through  the  lofty 
gotliic  windows  down  upon  the  bier.  A  bloody  corpse  lay 
there.     The  Colonel  recognised  his  son. 

Oh  paternal  pain  !  Cover  with  your  wings,  ye  angels  of 
heaven,  your  smiling  countenances,  look  not  down  upon  a 

father's  pain !  Be  extinguished,  extinguished,  ye  beaming 
lights  of  the  firmament !  Come  dark  night,  and  with  thy 
holy  veil  hide  from  all  eyes  that  pang  which  has  no  tears, 

has  not  a  word.  Oh  never  can  human  eye  penetrate  a  father's 
pain  ! 

Noble  and  unfortunate  father!  when  we  saw  thy  eyes 
fixed  upon  thy  son,  we  turned  away  ours  ;  but  thou  hadst  our 
fervent  prayers. 

All  the  domestics  were,  together  with  myself,  put  in 
motion  by  the  arrival  of  the  message  of  misfortune  ;  we  all 
stood  dumb  around  the  bier.  At  a  motion  of  the  Colonel, 

and  the  words,  "  a  surgeon!"  every  one  was  in  activity.  A 
messenger  set  off  directly  to  the  city  to  fetch  a  skilful  sur- 

geon, one  well  known  to  the  farail}-,  and  the  lifeless  body 
was  lifted  from  the  bier,  and  carried  to  a  chamber.  The 
tears  of  the  bearers  fell  upon  the  body  of  their  beloved  young 
master.  The  Colonel  and  I  followed  the  slow  mournful  pro- 

cession. I  dared  not  look  at  him,  but  heard  the  deep  almost 
rattling  sighs  by  which  he  breathed  with  the  greatest  diffi- 
culty. 

AVhen  the  body  was  laid  upon  a  bed,  they  began,  almost 
witliout  hope,  eagerly  to  make  use  of  all  means  which  are 
availabh  to  revive  a  fainting  or  swooning  person.  The  feet 
were  brushed,  the  breast,  the  temples,  and  palms  of  the 
hands,  were  rubbed  with  spirit.  Blood  now  began  to  run 
slowly  from  a  wound  in  the  head  ;  it  was  bound  up.  Busied 
with  the  feet,  I  ventured  an  anxious,  inquiring  look  at  the 
Colonel,  but  turned  it  away  again  hastily  with  horror.  He 
was  the  colour  of  death — a  spasm  had  drawn  together  and 
disfigured  his  features.  The  lips  were  closely  compressed, 
the  eyes  fixed. 
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All  at  once  I  felt,  as  it  were,  a  light  tremor  pass  through 
the  stiffened  limbs  which  my  hands  touched.  I  scarcely 
breathed.     It  was  repeated ;  I  looked  up  to  the  Colonel. 

He  held  one  hand  tight  upon  his  breast,  the  other  he  laid 
on  his  son's  mouth.  He  seized  mine  and  led  it  there.  A 
faint  breath  was  perceptible.  A  feeble  throbbing  moved  the 
temples ;  a  sigh,  the  first  salutation  of  reviving  life,  heaved 
the  breast,  and  a  faint  tinge  of  life  spread  itself  over  the 
face.  The  Colonel  looked  up  to  heaven.  Oh  with  what  an 
expression  !  Oh  fatherly  gladness  !  thou  art  worth  being  pur- 

chased with  pain.  Look  down,  oh  angels  of  heaven,  into  the 

blessed  fixther's  heart !     It  is  a  sight  for  you. 
JSTow  the  slumbering  eyes  opened,  and  mirrored  themselves 

in  the  father's  look,  wliich,  with  the  highest  expression  of 
anxious  gladness,  rested  upon  him.  They  remained  thus 
fixed  for  a  moment,  and  then  softly  closed  again.  The 

Colonel,  terrified,  placed  his  hand  again  upon  his  son's 
mouth,  to  ascertain  if  the  breathing  were  weaker  than  be- 

fore ;  then  the  lips  moved  themselves  to  a  kiss  upon  the 
paternal  hand,  and  an  expression  full  of  peace  and  reconcili- 

ation spread  itself  over  the  young  man's  countenance.  He 
continued  to  lie  immovable,  with  his  eyes  closed  as  of  one 
sleeping.  The  breath  was  drawn  feebly,  and  he  made  no 
effort  to  speak. 

When  the  prudent  and  affectionate  Helena  sate  beside  me 

by  her  brother's  bed,  the  Colonel  left  us  to  seek  for  his  wife. 
He  beckoned  to  me  to  follow  him,  and  I  sprang  up  stairs, 
pinching  my  cheeks  the  while  that  I  might  not  look  like  a 
messenger  of  death.  Her  Honour  sate  motionless,  with  her 
hands  clasped  together ;  and,  in  the  moonlight,  was  not  un- 

like one  of  the  pale  ghosts  of  antiquity  which  glanced  around 
her  in  a  silent  family  circle.  When  we  entered,  she  said  to 

us  with  quiet  anguish,  "  Something  has  happened !  What 
has  happened  ?     Tell  me — tell  me  everything !" 

With  admirable  calmness,  with  inward  tenderness,  the 
Colonel  prepared  his  wife  for  that  which  awaited  her  ;  and 
endeavoured,  at  the  same  time,  to  inspire  her  with  a  con- 

solation and  a  hope,  greater,  certainly,  than  he  himself 
cherished.  After  this,  he  led  her  into  the  sick-room.  With- 

out speaking  a  single  word,  without  uttering  a  sound,  with- 
out letting  fall  a  tear,  the  unhappy  mother  went  up  to  her 
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son,  who  now  appeared  to  me  nearer  death  than  at  first. 
Tlie  Colonel  stood  now  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  preserved 
his  manly,  powerful  deportment ;  but  when  he  saw  his  wife 

softly  lay  her  head  down  upon  her  son's  bloody  pillow,  and 
with  all  a  mother's  love  and  a  mother's  indescribable  ex- 

pression of  pain  kiss  his  pale  lips,  and  the  uncommon  like- 
ness of  both  countenances  became  now  more  striking  amid 

the  mournful  shadow  of  death,  which  seemed,  as  it  were,  to 

rest  upon  both, — then  he  bowed  down  his  head,  hid  his  face 
with  his  hands,  and  wept  like  a  child.  Ah !  we  all  wept 
bitterly.  It  seemed  to  us  as  if  the  spark  of  hope,  which  was 
just  kindled,  was  extinguished,  and  nobody  thought  that  the 
mother  could  survive  the  son. 

And  yet,  human  cares,  gnawing  pain,  sharp  sword,  which 
pierces  through  the  inmost  of  the  soul — you  kill  not.  The 
wonderful  seed  of  life  can  nourish  itself  even  with  sorrow — 
can,  like  the  polypus,  be  cut  asunder  and  grow  together 
again,  and  endure,  and  suffer.  Sorrowing  mothers,  wives, 
brides,  daughters,  sisters — womanly  hearts,  which  sorrow 
always  strikes  deepest  and  breaks,  you  bear  witness  to  this. 
You  have  seen  your  beloved  die — have  believed  that  you 
died  with  them — and  yet  you  lived,  and  could  not  die.  But 
what  do  I  say  ?  If  you  live,  if  you  are  able  to  submit  your- 

selves to  life,  is  it  not  because  a  breeze  from  a  higher  region 
has  infused  comfort  and  strength  into  your  soul  ?  Can  I 
doubt  of  it,  and  think  of  the  noble  Thilda  H   ,  the  mourn- 

ing bride  of  the  noblest  husband  ?  Thou  didst  receive  his 
last  sigh — with  him  thou  lost  all  upon  earth — thy  future 
was  dark  and  joyless, — and  yet  thou  wast  so  resigned,  so 
gentle,  so  friendly,  so  good  !  Thou  didst  weep ;  but  saidst 

consolingly  to  sympathising  friends,  "  Trust  me — it  is  not  so 
difficult."  Oh,  then  they  understood  that  there  was  a  con- 

solation which  the  world  gives  not.  And  when  thou,  endea- 

vouring to  mitigate  thy  pain,  saidst  "  I  will  not  make  him 
uneasy  by  my  grief,"  who  could  doubt  that  he  whose  happi- 

ness on  the  other  side  of  the  grave  thou  soughtest  to  pre- 
serve, was  near  thee,  and  surrounded  thee  with  his  love,  and 

strengthened  thee,  and  comforted  thee  ? 

"  And  there  appeared  to  her  an  angel  of  heaven,  and 
strengthened  her." 

Patient  sufferers,  hail  to  you      Tou  reveal  the  kingdoiu 
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of  God  upon  earth,  and  show  us  the  way  to  heaven.  From 
the  crcmi  of  thorns  upon  your  heads  we  see  eternal  rosea 
bloom  forth. 

But  I  return  to  the  inconsolable  mother,  whom  the  first 

unexpected  blow  of  misfortune  had  overpowered.  She  col- 
lected herself — to  go  through  a  long  time  of  trial,  for  lier  be- 

loved wavered  a  long  time  between  life  and  death.  She  her- 
self failed  of  strength  and  resolution  properly  to  attend  upon 

him.  Had  it  not  been  for  Helena,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
Colonel,  and  had  it  not  been  (I  shame  to  say  it)  for  me — 
then ; — but  now  we  were  all  there,  and  therefore  (through 
the  mercy  of  Grod)  the  Cornet  remained — alive. 

In  times  of  sorrow  and  mourning,  souls  become  united. 
When  outward  misfortunes  assail  us — then  we  draw  one 
towards  another,  and  it  is  for  the  most  part  when  watered  by 
the  tears  of  pain,  that  the  most  beautiful  flowers  of  friend- 

ship and  devotion  grow  up.  Within  the  family,  a  common 

misfortune  mostly  eff"aces  aU  little  contentions  and  mis- 
understandings, to  unite  all  minds,  all  interests  in  one  point. 

In  particular  when  death  threatens  a  beloved  member,  then 
are  silenced  all  discords  in  the  family  circle,  then  only  har- 

monious, even  if  they  be  mournful  feelings,  move  all  hearts, 
attune  all  thoughts,  and  form  a  happy  garland  of  peace, 
within  whose  bosom  the  beloved  invalid  reposes. 

After  this  occurrence  with  Cornet  Carl,  and  during  the 
course  of  his  illness,  all  unpleasantness,  all  constraint  in  the 
H    family  vanished  ;    every  care,    every   feeling,  every 
thought,  united  themselves  around  him,  and  when  his  life 
was  out  of  danger,  when  he  began  to  enjoy  himself — oh  how 
vividly  they  felt ;  how  highly  they  loved  one  another  ! — and 
what  an  indescribable  necessity  there  was  to  make  one 
another  happy ;  how  they  feared  in  any  way  to  darken  the 
brightening  heaven ! 

It  was  extremely  affecting  to  me, — but  I  cannot  imagine 
what  is  come  to  me  to-day  that  I  wish  to  touch  the  heart  so 
much — and  to  make  my  readers  weep,  both  at  my  sorrow 
and  at  my  joy, — as  if  there  did  not  fall  useless  tears  enough 
^n  the  urn  of  sensibility, — or  as  if  I  myself  had  become  regu- 

larly Icvv-spirited  with  the  H   family.     Let  us  therefore 
pay  a  flying  -^isit  to  the  D   family,  and  see  whether  we 
caunot  amuse  ourselves  a  little.     Through  the  power  of  my 
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magie-w-and- (the  most  miserable  goose-quill  on  earth),  we 
will  now  betake  ourselves,  that  is  to  say,  my  reader  and  me, 
for  a  moment  to 

LOFSTAHOLM. 

Breakfast  was  in.  The  table  was  full  of  people.  Upon 
the  table  stood  bowls,  and  skals  were  proposed. 

"The  deuce  take  me!"  said  a  voice  (which  the  reader 
perhaps  recognises),  "  if  I  have  not  a  desire  to  drain  the  cup 
to  the  very  dregs  once  more  in  a  skal  to  Miss  Eleonora!" 

A  lively  neighbour,  as  red  as  a  peony,  said,  kindly  ad- 

monishing, "  "U^hat  would  Julie  H   say  to  it  ?" 
"  Julie  H   .     The   deuce   take   me !    I    don't   trouble 

myself  about  that  which  Julie  H   says.     Miss  Julie  may 
see  what  she  has  occasioned  with  her  caprices.  It  woidd 
please  me,  the  deuce  take  me !  some  fine  day  to  send  back 

her  betrothal-ring.     Yes,  yes  !" 
"Skal — Ai-vid!"  cried  Lieutenant  Euttelin,  "  a  skal  for 

independent  men !" 
"  And  for  their  friends  !"  cried  the  little  Lord  Byron.  "  I 

mean  their  lady  friends,"  whispered  he  to  Eleonora — "  but 
it  -ndll  not  do  for  the  rhyme's  sake — do  you  understand?" 

"  Tes,  I  don't  trouble  myself  much  about  that,"  she 
replied. 

"Lieutenant  Arvid!     Lieutenant  Arvid  P   ,  I   have 

the  honour  to  drink  skal  to  you ! "  exclaimed  the  Ironmaster 
D   . 

"  And  I,  and  I,  and  I ! "  repeated  many  voices. 
"  Fill  up  youi"  neighbour's  glass,  Eleonora  ! " 
"  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  !  I  propose  a  skal  for  Lieutenant 

Arvid's  bride — that  she  may  bethink  herself,  and  consider 
what  belongs  to  her  happiness — and  take  him  again  into 

favour." CHOBT78. 

"  Yes,  that  she  may   " 
A    VOICE. 

"  Ladies  and  Gentlemen — the  deuce  take  me  I  ladies  and 

gentlemen — that  is  an  affair  about  which  I  don't  trouble 
myself.  I  have  a  great  desire  not  to  be  taken  into  favour 
again — I — but — but  to — yes,  to  send  back  her  betrothal- 
riug — the  deuce  take  me ! " 
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"  Skal  for  independent  men  !   Skal  for  Li^t^nam  Arvid !" 
"  And  skal  for  girls  without  caprices  ;  skal  for  ray  Eleonora 

and  her  sisters!"  cried  the  Ironmaster  D   . 

CHOBUS, 

"  Sk§l,  Ska] '" 
"  Drain  the  bowl!"  added  the  little  Lord  Byron,  with  a 

grimace. 
TEA  AND  SUPPEE. 

I  HAVE  just  had  the  honour  of  seeing  my  readers  at  a  little 
dejeuner ;  I  now  pray  for  the  honour  of  entertaining  thera 
at  a  little  supper.  Nay,  nay,  do  not  be  frightened !  It  will 
not  be  great,  nor  grand ;  nor  will  it  be  like  a  rousing  up  of 
his  Excellency  Ennui,  nor  will  keep  you  up  in  wakeful  pain 
beyond  midnight. 

I  cover  a  little  round  table  in  the  blue  boudoir  at  Thora- 
borg.  In  the  middle  of  the  table  Helena  has  placed  a  large 
basket  of  grapes,  and  wreathed  it  with  asters,  gilliflowers, 
and  other  flowers  which  stUl  retain  their  hues  under  the 

pale  beams  of  the  autumn  sun,  Ai-ound  the  Bacchus  crown 
are  arranged  those  simple  dishes,  of  which  one  finds  mention 
made  in  the  legend  of  Philemon  and  Baucis,  as  well  as  in  all 
idyls  where  suppers  are  talked  of.  I  shall  waste,  therefore, 
no  paper  by  the  enumeration  of  milk  and  cream  and  other 

pastoral  dishes.*  Her  Honour  would  perhaps  not  forgive 
me  for  passing  over  in  silence  a  dish  of  honey-cake,  from 
which  flowed  an  aromatic  juice,  as  well  as  a  great  tart  (to 
the  perfecting  of  which  she  had  lent  a  hand)  filled  with 
plums — more  light,  enticing,  and  delicate  than  one  can — the 
Colonel,  it  is  true,  declared  that  when  he  had  eaten  a  piece 
it  lay  rather  heavy  on  his  stomach  ;  but,  as  her  Honour,  after 

a  little  vexation,  said,  "  One  does  not  know  what  oppresses 
some  folks.     Gentlemen  have  such  curious  ideas !" 

At  that  very  moment,  for  which  I  pray  the  attention  of 
my  kind  reader,  her  Honour  left  off  rubbing,  for  the  fifth 
time,  a  speck  from  a  water-bottle,  which  in  the  end  she  dis- 

*  Ah,  heaven  have  mercy  on  me!  It  comes  now  clearly  into  my  mind  that 
Baucis,  when  the  unexpected  strangers  arrived,  ran  out  in  order  to  sacrifice  to 
their  entertainment  her  only  goose.  And  I,  who  have  invited  so  many  strangers 
to  supper,  can  treat  them  neither  with  goose,  calf,  nor  turkey  !  I  am  ashamed 
of  myself,  up  lo  the  eves ! 2g 
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covered  to  be  a  peculiarity  in  the  glass  itself,  and  therefore, 
alas,  immovable !  At  this  moment  there  assembled  by  de- 

grees, in  the  room,  lighted  mildly  by  a  lamp,  Julie  (without 
the  betrothal-ring),  Professor  L   ,  the  Magister  with  his 
pupils,  and  last  of  all,  entered,  between  his  father  and  Helena, 
Comet  Carl,  who  for  the  first  time  since  the  fall  from  his 
horse  joined  the  family  circle  during  the  evening  hours.  Her 
Honour  went  to  meet  him  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  kissed  him, 
and  allowed  herself  no  rest  till  she  had  seated  him  on  the 

sofa,  between  the  Colonel  and  herself,  comfortably  supported 
by  soft  cushions,  which  she  even  would  place  around  his 
head  in  such  a  manner  as  if  it  could  only  be  sustained  by 
the  help  of  winged  cherubs.  The  Colonel  observed  too,  with 

sweet  roguish  pleasure,  and  a  laconic  "  Ay !  ay!"  how  the 
cushions  tumbled  to  right  and  left.  Her  Honour  declared 

that  the  Colonel  blew  them.  "When  she  had  settled  them  to 
her  mind,  she  seated  herself  silently,  and  contemplated,  with 
a  tender,  pensive  smile,  the  pale  countenance  of  her  son, 
whilst  tears,  which  she  herself  did  not  observe,  rolled  slowly 
down  her  cheeks.  The  Colonel  looked  at  her  so  long  with  a 
mild  serious  eye,  that  at  length  she  was  aroused  by  its  ex- 

pression to  attention  to  herself,  and  she  immediately  con- 
quered her  emotion,  that  she  might  not  disturb  the  rest  of 

her  beloved  invalid. 

It  was  delightful  to  see  how  the  little  Dumplings,  with 
looks  full  of  appetite,  and  open  mouths,  brought  to  their  sick 
brother  something  of  all  the  good  things  with  which  Helena 
had  loaded  the  table,  and  how  indescribably  difficult  it  was  for 
them  to  resign  the  plates.  Julie  knelt  before  her  brother, 
and  chose,  from  a  dish  which  she  had  set  upon  the  sofa,  the 
largest  and  most  beautiful  grapes,  which  she  gave  to  him. 

I  had  almost  a  mind  to  ask  Professor  L   what  book  it 
was  which  he  read  so  devotedly  and  with  such  attention. 

He  would  either  have  answered  "  Julie,"  or  he  would  have 
looked  a  little  confused,  and  have  turned  to  the  title-page  of 
the  book,  which  would  have  looked  very  suspicious — namely, 
as  regarded  the  reading  of  the  book. 

In  the  looks  of  the  greater  part  of  the  little  company,  thia 
evening,  there  was  a  something  very  unusual, — a  constraint, 
a  liveliness,  a  something,  in  a  word,  like  that  which  sparkles 
in  the  eyes  of  children  when  they  on  Christmas-eve  expect 
the  arrival  of  the  Chrigtmas-goat. 
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Comet  Carl  alone  was  dejected  and  silent :  the  indifferent, 
feeble  expression  of  his  eyes  testified  of  a  joyless  heart ;  and 
although  he  replied  mildly  and  kindly  to  all  the  evidences  of 
affection  which  were  heaped  upon  him,  there  was  a  some- 

thing so  mournful,  even  in  his  smile,  that  it  called  forth  tears 
afresh  in  the  eyes  of  her  Honour. 

In  the  mean  time  the  Magister  went  fishing  about  for  some- 
body who  would  play  chess  with  him.  He  had  more  than  once 

set  out  the  chess- pieces  on  the  board,  and  turned  it  round, 
and  coughed  at  least  seven  times,  to  give  a  sort  of  signal 
that  opponents  desirous  of  battle  might  now  announce  them- 

selves. But  as  no  combatant  presented  himself,  he  set  out  now 
on  a  crusade  to  seek  for  such,  and  challenge  them.  Profes- 

sor L   ,  who  saw  himself  first  threatened  with  a  challenge, 
stuck  his  nose  so  solemnly  into  his  book,  that  the  Magister  had 
no  courage  to  venture  the  attempt,  and  turned  to  Julie,  who 
fled  to  the  other  end  of  the  room.  After  that,  he  was  about 
to  try  Helena,  but  she  was  so  occupied  with  serving  at  table  ; 
— at  last  he  came  up  to  me  with  a  determined  countenance. 
"  I  must,"  I  said,  "  go  and  see  whether  we  shall  have  moon- 

light this  evening."  We  had  last  night  the  moon  in  the wane. 

The  poor  Magister  at  last,  with  a  deep  sigh,  threw  a  glance 
on  the  little  Dumplings,  who  were  just  now  seizing  upon  the 
tart,  and  admonished  them  to  make  good  speed,  as  he  was  think- 

ing of  showing  them  the  movements  of  the  chess-pieces. 
The  Colonel,  who  blew  his  tea,  and  who  with  a  smile  ob- 

served the  movements  of  the  little  company,  now  raised  his 
voice,  and  said,  giving  to  every  word  an  unusual  emphasis, — 

"  I  have  been  told  to-day  that  Lieutenant  Arvid  P   
has  sought  from  Eleonora  D   (and  has  found  it  too)  con- 

solation for  the  instability  of  a  certain  young  lady." 
Oh,  how  Julie  crimsoned.     Professor  L    dropped  his 

book  to  the  floor. 

"  I  fancy,"  continued  the  Colonel,  "  that  this  may  turn  out 
very  well.  EleonoraD   is,  I  believe,  a  clever  girl,  who  knows 
what  she  is  about,  and  understands  how  to  take  the  best  side 
of  others.     Arvid  P   is  a  good  match  for  her,  and  she  is 

a  good  match  for  Arvid.    I  wish  them  all  possible  happiness." 
"  I  too !"  said  Julie,  half-aloud,  and  stole  towards  her 

father,  delighted  to  discover  in  his  words  an  acquiescence  iu 
2  g2 
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the  dissolution  of  her  betrothal.  She  looked  at  him  a  mo- 
iiient,  with  an  expression  in  which  hope,  joy,  tenderness,  and 
doubt  alternated ;  but  when  his  eye,  full  of  fatherly  gentle- 

ness, met  hers,  she  threw  her  arms  around  his  neck,  and 
gave  him  more  kisses  than  I  could  count. 

Professor  L    threw  his  arms  around  himself  (with  the 
iiiiivd  probably  of  embracing  somebody),  and  contemplated 
the  beautiful  group  with  a  look — oh,  how  eloquent  is  a  look 
sometimes ! 

"  Give  me  a  glass  of  wine,  Beata!"  exclaimed  the  Colonel ; 
"  I  will  drink  a  joyful  and  joy-bringing  skal.  A  glass  of 
Swedish  wine  of  course  !" 

(Friendly  reader,  it  was  berry  wine  he  meant — and 
which  he  called  for  me  to  bring  him.  Forgive  this  little 
boasting.) 

I  gave  it  to  the  Colonel. 

"  Skal  to  thee,  my  son  Carl!"  cried  he,  with  a  beaming 
glance. 

At  this  moment  the  harmonious  sounds  of  a  harp  were 
heard  from  the  next  room.  An  electrical  thrill  seemed  to  go 

tlu-ough  everybody  in  our  room,  and  a  sort  of  illumination 
kindled  up  all  eyes.  The  Cornet  was  about  to  start  up,  but 
was  held  back  by  his  father,  who  laid  his  arm  round  him  ; 
whilst  her  Honour,  in  anxiety  of  his  evidently  violent 
emotions,  threw  upon  him  more  eau  de  Cologne  than  was 
reasonable  or  agreeable.  To  these  harp-notes  followed 
others,  and  yet  others.  Thus,  like  the  delicious  odours  of  a 
spring  morning,  there  gushed  forth  by  degrees  an  enchanting 
stream  of  beautiful  and  pure  melody,  which  now  rose,  now 
!>unk,  with  infinite  delight,  and  which  penetrated  so  beauti- 

fully the  inmost  of  the  heart,  that  one  might  have  said  that 

tlie*  finger  of  an  angel  touched  these  strings.  To  these tones  was  soon  united  a  voice  even  still  more  delight- 
ful. A  young  female  voice,  pure,  clear,  and  melodious, 

which  trembled  in  the  beginning,  but  by  degrees  acquired 
more  and  more  certainty,  and  sang  with  more  and  more 
enchanting  expression : 

Remember'st  thon  the  moment  when 
Tliy  heart  a  heart  had  founH, 

And  w;is  so  blessed — and  love's  flume  then 
u     .  Lit  up  life's  barren  ground  ? 
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It  was  so  sweet,  it  was  so  bright, 
The  world  was  all  so  fair, 

Eacli  thought  bore  up  to  heaven's  height 
Our  gratitude  and  prayer. 

Then  came  a  time,  whose  bitter  woe 
Did  soul  from  soul  compel. 

And  sadly  passed  irom  tongue  to  tongue 
A  trembling  fare,  thee  well! 

Farewell  all  joy  which  earth  can  give, 
Farewell  all  pleasure  here  ! 

Farewell,  my  friend  !     Oh,  care  is  o'er, 
See  all  again  is  clear ! 

See,  thy  beloved  is  near  to  thee ; 
Meets  thee  with  blissful  heart, 

And  whispers,  "  I  am  ever  thine, 
We  never  more  shall  part  I" 

"WTaat  did  the  Cornet  do  in.  the  mean  time  ?  A  firework 
of  joy  and  rapture  flashed  from  his  eyes.  His  feet  moved,  he 
stretched  forth  his  arms ;  but  withheld  by  the  arm,  by  the 
prayer  and  eye  of  his  father,  he  could  not  rise  from  the  sofa. 
The  soul  also  soothed  its  vehemence  during  the  song ;  feel- 

ings of  quiet  happiness  seemed  to  possess  his  soul,  and  he 
looked  up  to  the  ceding  with  a  look  as  if  he  saw  heaven 
open. 

Her  Honour,  who  in  the  mean  time  had  gone  out,  returned 
at  the  close  of  the  song,  leading  by  the  hand  the  enchanting 
singer — the  angelically  beautiful  Hermina.  The  Colonel 
rose,  and  went  to  meet  them.  With  real  fatherly  afiection 
he  embraced  the  charming  creature,  and  presented  her 
solemnly  to  the  company  as  his  fourth  beloved  daughter. 

Let  nobody  blame  the  Cornet  that  he  did  not  instantly 
spring  up  and  throw  himself  on  his  knees  before  his  beloved. 
He  really  could  not  do  it.  The  feeling  of  transporting  hap- 

piness was  too  strong  for  his  exhausted  strength,  and  a  tran- 
sient faintness  overcame  him  at  the  moment  when  he  saw, 

on  the  hand  of  his  mother,  that  beloved  being  enter  the  room 
whom  he  had  believed  to  be  lost  for  ever.  Her  Honour 

now  emptied  over  him  her  vs^hole  bottle  of  eau  de  Cologne. 
As  he  again  opened  his  eyes  he  met  those  of  Hermina, 

which  full  of  affection  and  tears,  rested  upon  him.  The 
Colonel  took  the  hands  of  the  young  lovers  and  united  them. 
The  whole  family  closed  in  a  circle  around  the  happy  pair. 
Words  were  not  spoken  ;  but  those  looks,  those  smiles,  full 
of  love  and  bliss — oh,  how  much  better  they  are  than  words 
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"PBOBXBLC  CnOKl'S  OF  MT  EEADEKS. 

BLT^ov^?  But  what  ?  But  why  ?  But  when  ?  How 
came  it  about  ?     How  did  it  go  ou  ? 

I  shall  liave  the  honour,  methodically  and  orderly,  as  is 
becoiuing  to  a  House-counselloress,  on  this  subject  to  give 
my 

EXPLANATION. 

When  a  jelly  has  nearly  finished  boiling,  one  throws  into 

it  "white-of-egg  (as  is  said  in  artistic  phrase)  to  clear  it.*  So, 
also,  when  a  novel,  little  story,  or  literary  composition  of  any 
kind,  approaches  its  completion,  then  one  throws  in  an  ex- 

plication or  explanation,  to  get  rid  of  the  sediment ;  and  this 
is  generally  much  of  the  quality  of  white-of-egg,  namely,  is 
sticivy  and  cementing,  clear  and  clarifying,  and  tolerably  in- 
sipid. 

I  see  already  what  faces  -will  be  made  over  my  white-of- 
egg  chapter,  and  am  myself  rather  uneasy  and  anxious  about 
it,  and  think  it  will  be  best,  instead  of  my  own  written  word, 
to  give  my  reader  part  of  a  conversation  which  one  fine  Xo- 
vember  afternoon  took  place  between  Mrs.  D    and  Mrs. 

Mellander,  who  was  hers,  as  well  as  th'e  whole  neighbour- 
hood's newspaper  and  advertising  gazette ;  but  in  order  to 

spare  my  reader  the  mistakes  and  conjectures  of  the  two 
ladies,  I  will,  unknown  to  Mrs.  M   and  Mrs.  D   ,  in- 

troduce a  prompter  on  the  scene  ;  that  is  to  say,  a  breath  of 
tlie  spirit  of  truth,  which,  whether  it  passes  over  the  field  of 
tlie  history  of  the  world,  or  through  the  smallest  chink  in  the 
door  of  domestic  life,  is  an  important,  always  dear-bought 
auxiliary  or  assistant.  My  prompter  is  besides  unlike  him 
w  ho  is  engaged  at  our  royal  theatres,  in  this  respect,  that  he 
prompts  not  the  actors,  but  the  spectators  to  the  right  track. 
But  to  the  aftair. 

The  scene  is  at  Lofstaliohn,  in  Mrs.  D   '«  boudoir. 
(Mrs.  D   sits  over  the  afternoon  cofiiee.  Mrs.  Mel- 

lander comes  in.) 
:^rRs.  d. 

Xay,  mv  sweet  Mrs.  Mellander,  nay  at  length — welcome ! 

•  The  reader  is  respectfully  reque.--ted  to  recollect  that  the  H»use-counselli)r*8 
pfKxl  fell  tniie,  or  ascent,  was  prepared  (ir  boiled  up  in  a  wine  ji-lly.  Now,  tln-re- 
f  ore,  in  grateful  memory  of  the  oflF»pring  of  hartshorn,  she  serves  up  therewith  » 
deioert. 
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I  have  waited  almost  half  an  hour.  The  coffee  is  almost  cold 

— I  must  certainly  have  it  warmed. 
Mes.  M. 

Heaven  forbid  !  my  little,  your  Honour — cold  or  warm  is 
good  enough  for  me. 

Mes,  D.  («s  slie  serves  Tier). 
Now,  Mrs.  Mellander,  now  what  news  ? 

Mes.  M. 

Ay,  your  Honour,  now  I  am,  thank  God,  clear  about  all — 
a  bit  more  sugar — if  you  please. 

Mes.  D. 

Nay,  tell  me,  tell  me,  then  !     I  have  heard  say  that  the 
little  wood-bird  yonder, — Hermina,  is  adopted  by  the  H   
Family  as  their  own  child — that  she  and  Cornet  Carl  are  be- 

trothed— and  that  there  soon  will  be  a  wedding. 
Peomptee. 

Not  for  three  years,  says  Colonel  H   .     The  Comet 
must  first  travel,  and  look  about  him  in  the  world  ;  and  Her- 

mina (her  Honour  says)  must  first  learn  Swedish  rural  eco- 
nomy, and  that  of  itself  will  require  three  years. 

Mes.  M. 

It  seemed  to  me  that  somebody  was  talking  near  us ; — are 
we  alone  ? 

Mes.  D. 
Not  a  Christian  soul  can  hear  us. 

Mes.  M. 

Nay,  then  I  shall  tell  your  Honour  a  horrible  story — but 
see — I  will  not  have  it  said  that  I  told  it. 

Mes.  D. 
Not  a  Christian  sovd  shall  know  of  it. 

[^The  prompter  whistles. Mes.  M. 

"Well  then  !     It  runs  so.     In  the  beginning,  the  present 
Baroness  K   was  in  foreign  parts  married  to  a  Swedish 
nobleman,  who  was  called  something  of  Stjern — and  had  by 
him  a  daughter — no  other  than  that  handsome  young  Her- 
niiiia  ;  about  whom  neither  father  nor  mother  troubled  them- 
B.-lves  greatly — because,  do  you  see,  they  wished  to  have  had 
a  son,  and  the  girl  must  have  had  a  sad  time  of  it  at  home 
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Now— in  the  mean  time  comes  Baron  K   there  abroad — 
into — Taly — or  whatever  the  country  is  called — and  sees  the 

handsome  lady,  Hermiua's  mother — falls  madly  in  love  with lier,  and  she  is  over  head  and  ears  in  love  Avith  him.  Her 
husband  was  aware  of  it — there  was  a  horrible  disturbance 
in  the  house,  and  the  two  gentlemen  got  to  fighting. 

Peomptee. 
A  duel. 

Mes.  M. 

The  end  of  it  was  that  Baron  K   was  obliged  to  leave 
tlie  country.  He  returned  now  to  Sweden,  and  lived  there 
for  a  while  a  godless  life,  gambled  and  rioted  till  all  his 
affairs  fell  into  disorder.  One  day  he  heard  that  the  hus- 

band of  the  handsome  lady  abroad  was  dead ;  and  set  off 
speedily,  and  tliought  to  get  a  handsome  wife,  and  with  the 

handsome  wife's  money  to  pay  his  debts.  ]S^ow — he  courted 
the  widow — she  said  yes  to  him — married  him  in  privacy, 
thinking  afterwards  to  get  the  forgiveness  of  her  old  father ; 
—  but  he  (a  rich  and  high-bred  personage)  became  raging 
mad  against  her,  and  disinherited  her.  Yes ;  the  new- 
married  folks  had  nothing  to  live  upon  in  foreign  lands. 
Xay — then  they  came  handsomely  hither,  and  on  the  very 
morning  the  trading-house  in  which  was  the  remainder  of 

K   's  property  became  bankrupt :  and  now  the  creditors 
from  all  sides  sprang  upon  him,  and  he  was  obliged  regu- 

larly to  hide  himself  from  them  ;  therefore  he  lived  in  that 
little  Wood-house  there,  and  would  let  neither  dog  nor  cat 
see  him  ;  and  when  perchance  people  came  there,  he  was  as 
mad  as  a  wild  bull ;  and  was  angry  with  his  wife,  whom  he 
fancied  had  enticed  the  people  there.  Tes, — it  must  have 
been  an  unhappy  and  miserable  life. 

Mhs.  D. 

But  how  came  young  H   there  ? 
Mrs.  M. 

Tes,  heaven  knows  that ! — that  I  have  not  been  able  rightly 
to  get  at — but  there  he  came  —  and  the  two  young  folks  fell  in 
love  with  each  other.     About  the  same  time  also  there  came 

there  the  handsome,  rich  Law-commissioner  Gr   ,  and  fell 
in  love,  too,  with  the  little  Hermiua. 
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Mes.  D. 

That  is  altogether  incomprehensible !     The  girl  is  alto- 
gether not  handsome — no  fraicheur,  no  colour. 

Mks.  M. 
Ah  !  what  is  she  beside  the  sweet  Miss  D   s  ?     Like  a 

radish  beside  beetroots. 

Mes.  D.  (of ended). 
Mrs.  M   means  probably  roses. 

Peomptee. 
Peonies. 

Mes.  M. 

Yes — I  mean  so  exactly, — of  course.     "Where  was  I  just 
now  ?     I  have  it.     IN' ay  ;  the  young  H   travelled  in  the 
mean  time,  and  remained  away  the  whole  summer,  and  the 

Law-commissioner  w^ent  continually  to  K   's,  and  made 
himself  agreeable.  One  fine  day  he  was  there  courting  ;  and 
what  do  you  think  ?  Hermina  would  not  have  him ;  and 
gave  him  a  direct  no.  ISIay,  there  w^as  a  disturbance  in  the 
house ! 

Mes.  D. 

The  girl  always  seemed  to  me  a  romantic  fool. 
Mes.  M. 

In  the  autumn  all  Baron  K   's  creditors  set  upon  him 
and  would  have  money,  or  would  take  him  to  prison.  Tour 
Honour  sees  the  aftair  was  this,  that  he  during  the  summer 
had  secretly  visited  Stockholm,  and  gambled  and  won,  and 
therewith  had  maintained  the  housekeeping  and  kept  off  the 
creditors  for  a  time.  Bat  all  at  ouce  his  luck  took  a  turn, 
and  he  came  into  horrible  difficulty.     He  then  swore  a  deej) 

oath,  and  said  to  Law-commissioiier  G   ,  "  Pay  for  me 
ten  thousand  rixdoUars,  and  you  shall  have  Hermina  for 

your  wife."  And  he  replied,  "  As  soon  as  she  is  my  wife,  I 
will  pay  the  money  on  the  morrow."  The  Baron  would  at 
first  terrify  Hermina  into  saying  "  Tes."  But  it  would  not do.  He  then  threw  himself  on  his  knees  before  her  and 

prayed,  and  the  Baroness  did  so  too — and  the  girl  cried,  and 

said  merely,  "  Grive  me  three  days'  time."  The  parents 
would  not,  but  were  obliged  to  submit ;  and  during  these 
days  she  wrote  to  Cornet  H   that  he  must  come  to  her 
hand-over-head   
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Prompter. 
Not  verbally  correct. 

Mrs.  D. 

  that  he  should  pay  the  sum  of  money,  and  have  her 
for  wife. 

Prompter. 
She  did  not  write  so. 

Mrs.  D. 

An  intriguing  thing ! 
Mrs.  M. 

Tes,  truly !     Nay — the  Cornet  came  home  quite  beside 
himself;    wished  to  have  the  money  from  his  father,   wlio 
said — no. 

Mrs.  M. 

Tes,  yes  ;  the  old  ones  are  all  covetous.     Nay,  the  rest  I 
know.     There  was  a  dispute  between  father  and  son.     Mrs. 
H   got  into  it — they  said  foolish  thiugs  to  one  another. 

Prompter. 
False ! 

Mrs.  M. 

Tes  ;   it  became  a  regular  family  quarrel.     The  Cornet 
rode  away  desperate — came  to  the  place  in  the  wood, — found 
the  K   s  gone,  was  as  if  out  of  liis  mind,  rode  hither  and 
thither  the  whole  day,  and  met  at  last  with  an  acquaintance 
whom  he  challenged. 

Prompter. 
Palse ! 

Mrs.  D. 

Tes — and  was  carried  home  at  night,  as  if  dead,  to  his 
parents.     But  which  way  had  K   s  taken  ? 

Mrs.  M. 

That  was  in  this  way.     There  came  people  out  who  posi- 
tively would  seize  upon  Baron  K   .     Then  he  and  the 

Baroness  assailed  Hermina  with  prayers — so  that  she,  out  of 
anguish  of  heart,  said  yes  to  anything.     Law-commissioner 
G   talked  to  the  creditors,  and  promised  to  pay  them  in 
a  few  days.  And  so  he  conducted  Hermina  to  Stockholm, 
that  there  on  the  following  Sunday  the  banns  might  be  pub- 

lished once  for  all,  and  directly  afterwards  tliey  be  married ; 
all  was  to  be  done  secretly,  and  in  haste,  because  every  one, 
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and   the    Law-commissioner   iu    particular,    was   afraid    of 

young  H   . 
Mrs.  D, 

But  how  came  it  that  there  was  no  marriage  ? 
Mes.  M. 

Ay,  because  Hermina  became  ill,  and  nearly  half  mad,  like 
Clamentina  in  Grandson  (a  novel,  your  Honoiir  knows),  and 
she  was  about  to  put  an  end  to  her  life. 

Pkompteb. 
False! 

Mes.  D. 
How  wicked ! 

Mes.  M. 

Her  mother  then  became  anxious,  and  sent  a  messenger^ 
to  Colonel  H   ,  with  whom   she  had  formerly  been  very 
well  acquainted. 

Peomptee. 
False!  false!  false! 

As  the  prompter  seems  of  the  three  speakers  to  be  the  one 
who  knows  best  the  progress  of  the  pair  (probably  because 
he  holds  the  manuscript  in  his  hands),  thus  he  may  step 
down  upon  the  stage,  and  endeavour  to  disentangle  that 
which  he  is  as  capable  of  describing,  as  the  others  of  relating 
falsely. 

Peomptee. 

My  gracious  ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  affair  is  this :  Her- 

mina's  suffering  of  soul,  against  which  she  had  so  long  com- 
bated, brought  on,  during  the  days  permitted  to  her,  a  sort 

of  still  insanity,  which  terrified  all  those  around  her.     Gen- 
serik   G   ,  who  discovered  in  Stockholm  how  desperate 

K-   's  affairs  were,  and  who  plainly  perceived  Hermina's 
dislike  to  him,  withdrew  from  the  game,  and  vanished  all  at 
once,  without  any  one  knowing  where  he  was  gone.     Baron 
K    saw  quickly  that  nothing  could  save  him  from  ruin, 
and  determined  to  fly,  and  his  wife  to  accompany  him.  It 
was  in  this  moment  of  hopelessness,  when  a  new  star 
ascended  for  the  unhappy  husband  and  wife.  They  approached 
each  other — they  wept  together — a  veil  of  oblivion  \\;is 
dropped  over  the  past — they  promised  to  support  one 
another  through  the  weary  journey  of  life — their  earlier  love 
awoke,  and  allowed  them  to  hope,  that  if  they  preserved  its 
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fire,  they  might  eveu  in  the  depths  of  misery  find  some  hap- 
piness. Tlie  heart  of  the  Baroness,  whose  ice-suflering 

appeared  to  have  broken,  bled  for  Hermina,  and  shuddered 
for  her  fate,  of  having  to  wander  around  the  world  with  her 
unhappy  parents  as  a  prey  to  want  and  misery.  One  evening 
as  she  sate  observing  the  lovely,  pale  girl  consumed  with 
care  and  suffering  of  mind,  who  now  lay  in  a  quiet  slumber, 
she  knew  that  her  heart  was  breaking,  and  subduing  her 
feeling  of  pride,  she  seized  her  pen  and  wrote  the  following 

lines  to  Colonel  H   's  lady: 
"  A  despairing  mother  calls  iipon  the  mercy  of  a  mother. 

In  four-and-twenty  hours  I  shall  leave  Stockholm,  to  fly  out 
of  Sweden.  My  daughter  I  cannot  and  will  not  take  with 
me.  I  will  not  see  her  become  a  prey  to  misery — for  it  is 
misery  which  I  go  to  meet.  Your  estimable  character,  the 
kindness  which  I  have  myself  seen  beam  from  your  counte- 

nance, has  given  me  courage  to  turn  myself  to  you  with  this 
prayer.  Oh!  (if  you  heard  my  trembling  lips  utter  it— if 

you  saw  in  my  breast  the  broken  and  repentant  mother's 
heart — ^you  would  listen  to  my  prayers)  ;  receive,  receive  my 
child  into  your  house,  into  your  family  I  In  mercy  receive 
her !  Take  my  Hermina  under  your  protection — take  her  as 
maid  to  your  daughters — for  that,  at  least,  the  grand-daughter 
of  the  Marquis  Azavello  might  be  suitable.  Xow  she  is 
V  eak  and  ill — weak  in  body  and  mind — she  is  not  good  for 
n.uch  now — but  have  patience  with  her.  Ah  I  I  feel — I 
become  bitter,  and — I  must  be  humble  I  Forgive  me  !  and 
if  you  will  save  me  from  despair — hasten — hasten  hither  like 
an  angel  of  consolation,  and  clasp  my  child  in  your  protect- 

ing arms.  Then  will  I  bless  you  and  pray  for  you  ;  oh,  may 
you  never  know  a  moment  as  bitter  as  this ! 

"Eugenia  A   ." 

This  letter  was  received  by  Mrs.  H    some  days  after 
her  son's  accident.  She  showed  it  to  the  Colonel.  Both  of 
tliem  immediately  set  off  to  Stockholm,  and  returned  with 
Hermina,  who  from  this  moment  received  from  them  the 
affection  of  parents,  and  who  soon  in  the  atmosphere  of 
peace  and  love  which  surrounded  her,  bloomed  forth  as  lovely 
as  she  was  happy. 

lExif  PiiOMPTER  to  make  room  for  Beata  Hvah- 
DAGSLAG,  who  looks  veri/  much  disposed  to  talk. 
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Tew  people  upon  the  theatre  of  life  love  the  dumb  parts. 
Every  one  wishes  to  come  forward  in  his  place  to  say  some- 

thing, even  were  it  nothing  more  than  "I  am  called  Peter," 
or  "  I  am  called  Paul,  look  at  me  !  or  listen  to  me  !"  and  as 
I,  Beata  Hvardagslag,  will  not  do  myself  the  injustice  to 
appear  more  discreet  than  I  am,  therefore  I  again  step  for- 

Avard  and  say,  "  Listen  to  me." 
Baron  K   vanished  hastily  with  his  wife  out  of  Sweden. 

They  took  their  way  towards  Italy,  where  the  Baroness 
wished  to  make  another  attempt  at  a  reconciliation  with  her 
father.  They  expected  during  this  journey  to  have  to  struggle 
with  every  difficulty  which  want  and  poverty  can  occasion ; 
but  it  was  otherwise  for  them.  In  many  places  on  the  way 
they  found,  quite  incomprehensibly,  that  they  were  provided 
for  by  some  person  quite  unknown  to  them.  In  different 
cities  lay  sums  of  money  ready  for  them  to  take  up — a  good 
angel  seemed  to  attend  and  watch  over  them.  The  Baroness's 
letter  to  her  daughter  contained  these  tidings. 

"  It  is  all  my  husband's  work,"  said  her  Honour  to  me  one 
day,  with  a  beaming  expression  of  pride,  affection,  and  joy. 

"  K   was  his  enemy  during  his  youth,  and  had  done  him 
many  wrongs.  Although  since  that  time  they  have  been 
altogether  separated,  I  know  that  my  husband  has  not  for- 

gotten it,  because  he  cannot  forget  it ;  but  such  is  his  re- 

venge.    He  is  a  noble  man — Grod  bless  him !" 
I  said  "  Amen !" 

THE    LAST    SCHEME. 

August,  1830. 

The  widowed  Archdeaconess,  Mrs.  Bobina  Bult,  sate  in 
her  travelling  carriage,  with  the  reins  and  whip  in  her  firm 
hands.  Eound  about  her  were  packed,  in  hay,  a  mass  of 
eatables  in  bags  and  tubs ;  in  the  middle,  among  these,  her 
good  friend,  C.  B.  Hvardagslag. 

The  August  evening  was  mild  and  beautiful,  the  way  was 

good,  tlie  horse  cheerful;  and  yet  Mrs.  Bobina's  set-out 
looked  shabby ;  for  before  her  went  an  empty  cart,  driven  by 
a  young  peasant  lad,  who  seemed  to  have  made  up  his  mind 
to  try  her  patience,  as  he  drove,  step  my  step,  with  her 
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carriage,  preventing  us  from  passing  liiin ;  because,  when 

■vre  turned  to  the  right,  he  tui-ned  to  the  right ;  and  when 
we  to  the  left,  and  tried  to  get  past  him,  he  was  there 
before  us.  And  all  the  while  he  sang  with  a  full  throat, 
songs  on  most  disagreeable  subjects ;  looked  often  round  at 
us,  and  laughed  scornfully.  I  looked  up  to  Mrs.  Archdea- 
coness  Bobina  Bult — for  I  am,  alas !  a  little  lady,  and  she  is 
tall  grown,  and  straight  and  powerful  as  a  house-beam — and 
I  remarked  how  her  under-lip  projected  in  a  manner  which 
I  knew  to  betide  anger.  I  saw  her  chin  and  the  point  of 
her  nose  grow  of  a  crimson  colour,  and  her  little  grey  eyes 
shoot  out  arrows  of  vengeance.  Many  a  time  did  we,  both 
by  good  and  bad  words,  admonish  the  boy  to  leave  the  road 
free,  but  in  vain.  Archdeaconess  Bobina  bit  her  lip,  gave 
me  the  reins  without  saying  a  word,  jumped  out  of  the  car, 
took  some  prodigious  strides,  and  stood,  one,  two,  three, 
beside  our  tormentor;  seized  him  with  a  strong  hand  by  the 
collar,  dragged  him  out  of  his  cart,  laid  him  on  the  ground 
before  he  had  time  to  think  about  resistance,  and  gave  him, 
with  the  heavy  handle  of  her  whip,  some  blows  upon  the 
back,  while  she  asked  him  whether  he  would  beg  pardon 
and  mend,  or  prove  still  further  the  strength  of  her  arm. 
Probably  he  was  already  sufficiently  convinced  of  its  unusual 
strength,  for  he  was  speedily  humble  and  repentant,  and 
promised  all  that  one  wished.  Archdeaconess  Bult  allowed 
him  now  to  get  up,  and  gave  him  a  short  but  powerful 
penance-sermon ;  the  conclusion  of  which  was  so  beautiful 
that  it  moved  me,  moved  herself,  and  even  the  peasant  lad, 

who  wiped  the  tears  from  his  eyes  with  his  hat-brim.  "  I 
know  thee,"  added  Mrs.  Bobina,  "thou  art  from  the  parish 
of  Aminne  ;  thy  father  has  long  been  sick  ;  thou  canst  come 
to  me  at  Lof  by  on  Monday  morning,  and  have  something  for 

him." We  now  drove  on  uninterruptedly,  but  had  now  and  then 
a  detention  by  the  way.  In  one  place,  we  helped  an  old 
woman  who  had  been  upset  with  her  cart ;  in  anotlier  place, 
the  Lady  Archdeaconess  dismounted  to  release,  with  much 
difficulty,  a  great  pig  which  had  set  itself  fast  in  a  hedge, 
and  whose  lamentable  cry  went  to  the  very  innermost  of  the 
heart. 

Towards  sunset  we  saw  Lofby.     Small  columns  of  smoke 
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rose  corkscrew-like  from  the  cottage  chimneys,  dispersed 
themselves  in  the  clear  evening  air,  and  united  themselves 
in  a  light  transparent  cloud,  which,  like  a  rose-coloured  gauze 
veil,  floated  over  the  village,  which,  with  its  pretty  houses, 
green  gardens,  and  its  murmuring,  clear  river,  presented  a 
charming  view,  as  we  slowly  drove  dovm  an  easily-descending 
hill,  which  quickly  branched  out  into  two  arms;  one  of 
which  carried  us  to  our  home,  lying  some  fifty  paces  from 
the  village. 

The  cows  came  in  long  rows  from  the  pasture  meadows  to 

be  milked,  with  jingling  bells  and  peaceful  lowing.  "Wood- horns  sounded,  peasant  girls  sang  with  clear  and  shrill 
voices ;  and  to  this  sound  was  united  the  bing-bong  of  the 

church  bells,  which  sung  on  the  Saturday  evening,  "  Good 
night"  to  the  week,  and  announced  the  day  of  rest.  Mrs. 
Bobina  Bult's  countenance  was  joyful  and  solemn.  Every- 

body greeted  her  kindly  and  reverentially,  and  kindly  did 
she  greet  everybody.  When  we  had  arrived  at  our  little 
school,  the  swarm  of  children  broke  forth  from  the  house 
amid  sounding  cries  of  joy,  and  embraced  her  with  unbounded 
rapture  and  affection.  Caresses  and  gingerbread  were  divided 
among  all. 

Many  things  now  took  up  the  time  of  Archdeaconess 
Bobina.  One  girl  had  just  began  to  w^eave  a  web,  another 
had  just  finished  hers — these  the  Archdeaconess  must  see. 

A  servant  man  had  cut  his  leg ;  the  Lady  Archdeaconess 
must  bind  it  up :  a  little  sick  boy  in  a  neighbouring  yard 
could  not  rest  (so  his  mother  said)  till  he  had  seen  the  Lady 
Archdeaconess.  A  dear  married  couple  had  fallen  out,  and 
agreed  that  the  Lady  Archdeaconess  should  settle  things 
between  them  ;  and  so  on,  and  so  on. 

First  of  all  Mrs.  Bobina  talked  with  all  her  scholars ; 

prayed  with  them  all ;  wept  with  one  little  one  deeply  re- 
pentant for  a  serious  oversight  in  the  course  of  the  day  ; 

admonished  another  ;  praised  a  third ;  and  kissed  and  blessed 
them  all,  and  went  to  look  after  her  duties  out  of  doors. 
When  the  clock  struck  eleven  she  had  bound  up  the  wound  ; 
mightUy  scolded  at  first,  and  then  reconciled  the  married 
pair ;  comforted  the  little  boy,  and  so  on.  When  she  re- 

turned he  looked  at  the  prices  of  weaving ;  arranged  about 
the  work  and  housekeeping  for  the  morrow;  eat  in  haste 
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two  potatoes  with  a  little  salt,  and  then  went  to  the  othef 
end  of  the  village  to  convey  to  an  anxious,  sick,  and  unhappy 
mother  the  joyful  tidings  of  a  child  now  turned  from  the 
paths  of  vice. 

I  sate  in  the  mean  time  in  my  room.  Four  little  girls  lay 
in  beds  around  me,  with  rosy  cheeks  and  snow-white  sheets, 
sleeping  quietly. 

The  calm  beautiful  August  night,  which  was  so  warm  t>>ny 
I  could  have  my  window  open  ;  the  sileuce  and  repose  arfind 
me  ;  the  light  breathing  of  the  slumbering  children,  hji  in 
them  something  delightful  and  pacifying,  and  awoke  ii  nie 
tiiat  still,  pensive  feeling  which  spreads  calmness  ove?  the 
present,   and  often  fans  the  remembrance  of  former  ̂ ars 
within  us.     The  moon,  that  friend  of  the  days  of  my  cild- 
hood  and  youth,  arose  and  looked  kindly  and  pale  ove  the 
birch-groves  into  my  room.     Its  light  stole  caressingly'ver 
the  closed  eyelids  of  the  children,  then  shone  quietly  upu  a 
face  which  the   days   of  life  had  withered — upon   a  heast 
whose  feelings  years  have  not  yet  been  able  to  calm.  Oh, 
how  wonderfully  floated  forth  upon  the  friendly  bear  all 
those  beloved,  mournful,  and  joyous  memories  of  my  pa  life 
— how  clearly  they  ascended  from  the  night,  and  crowi^  to 

my  heart,   so    animated  and  warm!     All  the   peophR'ith 
whom  during  my  life  I  had  come  in  contact,  and  wl  had 
become  dear  or  important  to  me,  seemed  as  if  they  'uld 
assemble  around  me,  and  revive  their  influence  by  woiand 
glance.     The  H    family,  from  whom  I  now  hadeen      s 
separated  for  nearly  a  year,  came  at  this  moment  so  ne  to  al 
me  that  I  seemed  as  if  I  could  talk  with  its  amiable  I'li-  rcl 
hers,  ask  them  how  all  stood  within  their  home — wh^r  ̂ Te 

they  were  happy,  whether  they  yet  called  me  to  mind  ?  n-s  ̂ ^'^ 
— whether  ?  Por  I  had  not  received  for  a  long  timb.e  Fi 
least  token  of  remembrance,  not  a  line,  not  a  word  \^ray 
childish  anxious  feeling  of  being  forgotten — of  righthn-P^^t 
longing  to  nobody — of  being  to  persons  whom  we  esteld'*''"!* 
so  highly  and  loved  so  much,  so  little — so  nothing  at  e,  their 
overcame  my  heart  for  a  moment.  I  could  not  help  wedi  "."^ 
— I  sate  with  my  handkerchief  before  my  eyes,  when  .■e,-''^'pl' 
deaconess  Bult,  who  had  seen  me  at  the  window  froiieP^^'" 
court,  came  in.  She  questioned  me  seriously,  full  turn* 

solved  to  fathom  the  mystery,  and  I  confessed  my  le*"®  ' 
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ness  with  humilit}'.  She  blamed  me  with  warmth,  admo- 
nished and  kissed  me  with  motherly  tenderness,  and  bade 

me  to  go  to  bed  directly,  and  for  her  sake  to  take  care  of  my 
health  for  a  long  time. 

She  left  me  ;  but  I  did  not  obey  her  just  then — struck  a 
light,  lighted  my  candle,  and  sate  down  to  write  a  lecture — 
to  myself.  At  that  moment  I  heard  the  clock  strike  half- 
paat  twelve.  All  at  once  there  was  a  noise  in  the  house,  and 
directly  afterwards  somebody  sprang  up  stairs,  and  came  to 
my  room.  My  door  opened  softly,  and  the  widow  Lady 
Archdeaconess  Bobina  Bult,  in  nightcap  and  slippers,  with 
her  bed-cover  over  her  shoulders,  stood  there  with  joy- 
kindling  eyes,  and  a  thick  letter  in  her  hand,  w^hich  she 
reached  to  me.     "  From  the   H   s  !    the  H   s  !"    she 
whispered.     "  I  would  not  wait  any  longer   for   the  city- 
inessenger ;    but  just   as   I  was   lying  down  I  heard   him 
coming.    I  had  a  presentiment !     Good  night !    Good  night ! 

God  give  thee  joy  !"     And  forth  was  Mrs.  Bobina  Bult. 
I  had  joy.     Julie's  letter  was  as  follows  : 

August  13, 1830. 

It  is  a  clergyman's  little  wife  who  writes  to  you.     It  is 
two  months  since  I  was  no  longer  Julie  H   ,  but  Julie 
L   .     I  had  not  courage  to  Avrite  before.     I  have  been 
bewildered  in  my  head,  and  properly  anxious  for  some  time. 
The  causes :  first,  the  horrible  respect  I  had  for  my  dear 
husband — yes,  I  actually  did  not  know  for  a  time  how  I 
should  behave  with  all  my  admiration  of  Professor  L   , 
feelings  of  my  inferiority  and  my  precious  self-love,  which 
would  not  allow,  under  any  condition,  Julie  H   to  go — 
how  shall  I  say  it — under  her  true  value.  And  then — this 
blessed  country  house-keeping ! — cows  and  sheep,  and  eggs 
and  butter  and  milk,  and  so  on,  and  a  deluge  of  small 
things — and  then  mamma,  who  was  so  uneasy,  and  would 
help  me  ;  but  now,  by  degrees,  everything  is  come,  for  all 
that,  into  wonderful   order.     The  little  god  with  arrow  and 

bow"  helped  me.     My  good  L   is,  I  fancy,  more  solicitous 
to  please  me  than  I  him — yes,  he  was  and  is,  God  be 
thanked,  properly  in  love  with  me.  After  I  saw  this,  there 
was  no  need — I  took  courage.  Cows,  calves,  and  hens  throve ; 
under  the  great  kettle  of  the  liouse-keepmg  there  was  a 

2  H 
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brisk  fire, — and  mamma  was  easy,  thank  God.  And  my 

husband — oi'  course  he  \vas  pleased,  because  1  was  pleased with  him. 

Beata,  do  you  know  what  I  pray  for,  morning  and  evening 

• — ^^•es,  every  hour — with  all  the  fervency  of  my  heart  r — "  O 
God,  make  me  worthy  of  my  husband's  love.  Give  me  ability 
to  make  him  happy  !"  And  I  have  received  much  ability — 
for  be  is  (so  he  says  and  seems)  very  happy ;  ifyoukuew 
how  fresh  he  looks — how  gay !  It  is  because,  do  you  see,  I 
look  after  him  ;  he  does  not  look  any  longer  so  shabby  as 
formerly  ;  and  then — he  does  not  sit  up  at  night ;  that  he 
has  left  otF.  And  nevertheless  he  thinks  and  writes  (as  he 
himself  confesses)  more  freely  and  more  powerfully  than 
formerly.  Besides  this,  I  take  good  care  not  to  disturb  or 
trouble  him  when  he  is  in  his  study,  writing  and  reading. 
Oh ! — when  I  wish  very  much  to  see  him  for  a  moment  (he 
is,  after  all,  handsome,  Beata !),  I  steal  softly  in,  play  him 
some  little  trick,  lay  a  flower  iu  his  book,  or  kiss  his  forehead, 
or  such  like,  and  then  go  quite  softly  out,  and  receive,  when 
I  turn  myself  round  to  shut  the  door,  always  a  glance,  which 
follows  me  as  it  were  secretly. 

For  the  rest  I  endeavour  to  form  myself  into  a  right  esti- 

mable clergyman's  wife.     I  wish  people  to  call  L   's  wife 
a  pattern  for  all  the  wives  of  his  congregation.  Don't 
imagine  that  with  all  this  I  forget,  or  neglect,  my  little  outer 
man  :  oh  no !  I  take  counsel  very  often  in  the  glass,  but  do 
you  know  which  glass  I  most  frequently  consult  ?     Ay,  that 

which  I  see  in  L—   's  eyes — it  is  so  charming  to  see  oneself en  beau. 
Oh  Beata !  how  much  m.ore  noble  it  is  to  be  united  to  a 

person  whoui  one  highly  esteems  and  honours,  and  who  is,  at 

the  same  time,  so  good!  As  Arvid's  wife,  what  a  nonentity 
I  should  have  remained,  what  a  life  of  nothingness  I  should 
liave  led  !  Xow  I  feel  with  inward  joy  that  every  day  I  ascend 
liigher  in  my  own  esteem,  and  that  of  my  husband.  It  is  a 
happy  feeling — to  ascend. 

Do  you  know  that  Arvid  is  married — has  been  so  for  three 
months.     His  wife,  Eleonora  D   ,  always  looks  very  wide 
awake — and  he  looks — one  may  say — almost  obliged  to  be 
cheerful.  I  fear  that  his  good  rest  is  a  little  disturbed. 
Poor  Arvid  !     The  young  couple  iu  the  mean  time  give  mag- 
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nificent  feasts  and  entertainments.    Old  Mr.  P    (certainly 
intentionally)  almost  every  day  drives  past  here  with  hia 

"  swans"  and  his  daughter-in-law  in  the  handsome  landau,  and 
drives  quite  slowly,  as  if  he  fancied  he  was  driving  the  funeral 
procession  of  my  good  luck ; — ^but  I  feed  my  ducks  with  joy 
and  with  a  heart  free  from  care ;  nod  kindly  to  Eleonora, 
and  thank  the  Eternal  Goodness  for  my  lot. 

It  is  Saturday  evening.  I  expect  my  husband  home.  In 
the  arbour  outside  my  window  I  have  set  out  our  little  supper 
table ;  asparagus  from  our  garden,  beautiful  raspberries  and 

milk — L   's  favourite  dishes — complete  our  supper.     The 
angelic  Hermina  Linnaea  decorates  at  the  moment  the  table 
with  flowers.  How  lovely  she  is,  how  good  she  is,  how  inde- 

scribably amiable  no  one  can  imagine !  She  has  almost  sup- 
planted us  with  our  parents — and  yet  one  forgives  her  so  will- 
ingly. Ah  !  brother  Carl !  thou  hast  found  a  beautiful  pearl. 

He  will  soon  leave  the  shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  to  find 

again  in  his  beloved  North  his  life's  pearl,  and  to  shut  it  up 
in  the  muscle-shell  of  marriage.  Ha !  how  did  I  hit  lapon 
that  narrow  simile  ?  Tet  it  must  stand.  If  the  sun  of  love 

only  beams  into  the  mother-of-pearl  habitation  it  will  float 

forth  upon  life's  stream,  a  little  island  of  bliss.  Carl  writes 
home  such  amusing  and  interesting  letters.  His  soul  is  like 
a  museum,  among  whose  jewels  Hermina  will  live.  Thus, 
indeed,  of  a  truth,  like  a  pearl  in  gold.  Do  you  know  what 
happened  to  Carl  before  he  left  us  ?  One  fine  evening  he 
went  to  sleep — a  Cornet,  and  woke — a  Lieutenant !  Was  it 
not  charming  ? 

To-morrow  my  beloved  parents  and  sisters  come  here  to 
dinner.     It  will  be  a  happy  day. 

I  have  told  you  how  happy  I  am,  and  yet  I  cherish  now  one 
<vish  and  one  right  vividly,  the  fulfilment  of  which  will  com- 

plete the  measure  of  my  happiness.  My  good  friend,  there  is 
in  our  house  one  little  room,  pretty  and  comfortably  papered 
with  green,  and  with  white  curtains  (precisely  such  as  you 
like),  looking  out  on  meadows  where  fat  cows,  which  give  the 
most  beautiful  milk,  graze  pleasantly ;  in  the  room  is  a  book- 

case, a — ^yet  it  is  so  tiresome  to  describe  ! — come  and  see  it, 
and  if  it  please  you,  and  you  think  you  can  be  at  home  Avith 
your   entertainers — then — call   it  yours.     My   good  friend, 

come  to  us — come.    'Now  I  hear  L   coming  at  a  distance. -  -  2  H  2 
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He  comes  into  my  room.  I  shall  pretend  that  I  neither  se€ 
nor  hear  him.  One  must  not  spoil  these  men,  and  make  them 

t'ancv  that  one  listens  to  their  steps.  Tes— congh — embrace 
me — I  shall  not  stir,  nor  drop  my  pen.  One  must  not  always 
Kubmit ;  one  must  not  spoil  his   

(Z   icrites) 
Avife  ;  and  therefore  Julie  must  give  me  the  pen,  and,  sitting 
upon  my  knee,  see  me  write  that,  for  which  she  will  inwardly 
be  sorry. 

Our  good  friend,  Beata,  come  to  us.  We  expect  you  with 
open  arms.  In  our  home  you  will  find  yourself  well  off. 
Come  and  see  how  I  hold  Julie  in  check.  In  order  to  give 
you  a  proof  of  this,  she  shall  not,  spite  of  her  zeal,  write  one 
word  more  to-day. 

I  will  -wri — i4th  of  August. 

I  cry,  I  laugh,  I  am  beside  myself — and  yet  I  must  write. 
Do  you  know  who  is  here  ? — who  is  just  come  ?  Guess, 
guess !  Ah,  I  have  not  time  to  let  you  guess.  Emilia  is 
here,  mv  sister  Emilia !  Emilia  the  good,  Emilia  the  gay, 
Emilia  the  handsome — the  happy  Emilia  !  And  Algernon  is 
here,  and  the  little  Algernon — tlie  most  magnificent  little  boy 
en  the  earth !     Mamma  dances  with  him,  papa  dances  with 

liim,  Emilia  dances,  Algernon  dances,  L    dances.     "Wait, wait,  I  will  come  and  sing,  and  cannot  write  a  word  more,  so 
sure  as  I  am  called  Julie. 

P.S. — Beata,  come  back  to  us ! Prays 

The  H   Family. 

Amiable  and  happy  family,  I  thank  you ;  but  Beata  will 
not  come.  I  shall  write  tliis  answer  to-morrow.  Innocent 
children,  who  slumber  around  me,  I  shall  remain  with  you, 
because  I  can  be  useful  to  you.  Happiness  resigned  often 
gives  contentedness  of  a  higher  kind — it  gives  peace.  Oh 

might  I  only  know  that — whilst  every  day's  quiet  billows  uni- 
formly, but  silently,  bear  me  onward  and  towards  that  silent 

shore — and  every  day  will  be  blessed. 

IS^iglitly  mists  rise  up  from  the  meadows  announcing  the morning,  and  admonish  me  to  rest.  Around  the  hillock  of 
my  life  ascends  also  a  cold  mist.  If  it  come  nearer,  I  will 
write  at  once,  and  take  leave  of  the  H   Family. 
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Courteous  Public, 

A  book  is  a  traveller  who  betakes  himself  into  the 

world,  and  is  commonly  provided  vrith  a  letter  of  recom- 

mendation, either  in  the  form  of  a  Preface,  ia  which  the 

Author  modestly  steps  forward,  and  prays  to  find  accept- 

ance ;  or  in  a  Postscript,  by  which  the  Author  recommends 

himself  If  the  book  be  its  own  letter  of  recommendation, 

it  is  indeed  the  very  best  of  all.  In  the  very  easily  compre- 

hensible anxiety  that  it  may  not  be  the  case  here,  one 

hasten?  fii"st  of  all,  to  send  in  a  little  note,  which  may,  ia  the 

jvarniest  manner,  recommend  to  the  considerate  kindness  of 

the  public  this  little  book,  and,  at  the  same  time,  its  little 

AUTHOEESS. 



AXEL  AND  AXXA- 
OR, 

CORRESPOXDEXCE  BETWEEN  TWO  LOVERS. 

Axel  to  A>'Xa, 
Feom:  hencefortli  let  the  February  storm  roar  at  ray 

■windows,  destroy  them,  burst  into  my  chamber,  and  cover 
me,  and  everything  that  is  to  be  found  there,  with  his  ice- 
mantle  ;  henceforth  let  my  uncle  thunder  and  curse,  let  the 
maids  scold,  the  dogs  howl,  the  parrots  scream.  In  my  heart 
is  spring — the  world  is  an  Eden,  human  beings  are  angels ; 
and  1  am  happy.  Anna  loves  me !  Oh  tell  it  me  once 
again  !  Is  it  then  really  true — is  it  possible  ?  Anna,  do  you 
love  me  ? 

Ay>'A  TO  Axel. 

I  was  yesterday  at  a  ball — I  daiiced — heard  compliments 

— nothing  pleased  me.  "Wherefore  ?  Axel  was  not  there ! Is  not  this  an  answer  to  your  question,  Axel  ? 

AXEL  TO  ANNA. 

WITH  A  rose:. 

Take  the  Rose !     In  it  so  fair 
Is  thy  charming  visage  beaming; 

In  the  rose's  crimson  gleaming 
Shines  lore's  image  also  there. 
Yet  I  would  not  see  displayed, 

Tvpe  of  our  love  in  it  either ; 
Roses  fade  away  and  wither, 

But  our  love  will  never  fade. 

From  the  days  of  Adam  even, 
Were  they  different  from  each  other; 

Earth  is  but  the  mse'.s  mother, 
Love,  it  is  the  child  of  heaven. 

A^XA  TO  Axel. 

The  rose  is  placed  in  water,  your  poem  rests  on  my  heart ; 
and  yet  I  am  not  content.     What  then  does  this  heart  de- 

•  The  original  title  is  literally  "  Correspondence  between  two  Stories ;"  which, 
however,  convevs  no  idea  to  an  English  reader.  Tiie  Swedes,  like  most  of  the 
continental  nations  and  the  Scotch,  live  several  families  in  one  liouse,  each  oc- 

cupying a  story,  or  suite  of  apartments.  These  lovers,  as  will  be  seen,  lived  thus, 

and  carrifd  oii'their  correspondence  frum  different  stories  of  the  same  house. ^  n.  H. 
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sire  ?  To-day  it  is  five  days  since  I  have  seen  you.  If  you 
could  only  persuade  your  uncle  to  call  upon  us — ^but  I  know 
that  is  impossible.  Therefore,  peace,  peace,  spirit  of  dis- 

quiet ! 
Axel  to  Anna. 

Oh  that  I  could  cause  an  earthquake,  so  that  the  two 
stories  should  fall  together — that  I  could  stamp  the  floor 
through,  and  suddenly  descend  to  where  my  thouglits  and 
feelings  always  dwell !  These,  Anna,  are  simple  possibilities 
in  comparison  with  the  impossibility  of  making  the  wilful  old 
man  move  one  step.  I  have  stood  a  whole  hour  arguing 
with  him.     One  must  live  tvith  the  world,  whilst  one  lives  in 

the  world.   "  No  !"     "  Uncle,  you  look  rather  unwell  r" 
"  No !"  "  Uncle,  you  must  take  some  relaxation."  "  Xo  !" 
"  Talk  politics  with  lively  neighbours."  "  No  !"  "  Uncle, 
you  become  a  hermit."  "No!"  "  Dear  Uncle."  "No!" 
"  My  dear,  best  Uncle."     "  No,  and  no,  and  no  !" 

After  considering  this  chain  ot"  denials,  which  is  more  in- 
surmountable than  the  Alps  or  Pyrenees,  I  proposed  to  my- 

self several  questions.  "  Wilt  thou  fall  into  a  consumption 
from  shere  longing  ?"  "  No  !"  "  Or  the  jaundice,  from  pure 
vexation?"  "No;  at  least  not  in  this  instance."  "  Wilt 
thou  make  thyself  happy  ?"  "  Yes."  "  See  Anna  ?"  "  Yes." 
"  Make  the  essay  now  ?"     "  Yes," — Hurrah ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 
Did  not  succeed.     Closed  doors.     Your  aunt  has  a  cold — 

receives  no  visit.    But  now  I  will  and  shall  see  you.    I  know 
what  I  will  do.     I  will  go  and  place  myself  in  the  street, 
directly  opposite  your  window.     And  should  you  not  come 
to  the  window,  I  will  stand  there  until  I  turn  to  stone. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Now,  in  the  rain?     That  I  forbid.     Do  you  not  see  that 
the  rain  pours  down  in  streams  from  heaven. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Wet  as  a  sea-god,  but  happy  as — as  myself  (there  is  no 
happier  one),  I  sit  again  iu  my  room  and  wTite  to  you  upon 
a  thick  pile  of  paper,  which  I  should  copy  for  my  uncle. 
But  now  I  am  content  with  all.  I  have  seen  you.  I  lind 

everything  beautiful — even  my  uncle's  style.  How  charming 
you  are,  Anna  !  You  have  really  more  than  one  point  of  re- 

semblance with  the  Crown  Princess-  without  which,  now,  no 
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one  can  be  pretty.  She  lias  large,  heavenly  blue  eyes.  Tours 
are  certainly  smaller,  but  equally  heavenly.  Truly  she  has 

dark-hTov,-n  hair,  and  you  light-brown  ;  but  the  form  of  the 
little  head — of  the  bewitching  little  head — ^is  completely  the 
same ;  and  when  I  only  think  of  your  little  nose — like  hers, 
60  fiue,  small,  and  enchanting — oh  I  fall  into  ecstasy  ! 

A>'XA  TO  Axel. 

But  I  am  not  in  ecstasy,  I  am  not  charmed ;  I  am  dis- 
satisfied, anxious.  Tou  have  certainly  taken  cold  ;  you  will 

have  a  cold  in  the  head — catarrh — fever — will  perhaps  die  ! 
To  stand  a  whole  hour  in  the  cold  and  heavy  rain  !  Axel,  I 
cannot  pardon  you ! 

Axel  to  Axxa. 

TVe  come  to-day,  towards  evening,  to  call  upon  you — we 
come  to  call,  my  most  dear  uncle,  and  his  most  obedient 
nephew.  God  bless  the  old  man  for  his  heavenly  idea  ! 
Only  take  care  that  the  door  of  the  drawing-room  be  not 
locked — that  we  can,  unobserved,  enter  so  far  that  we  are 
not  met  with  the  eternal  untruth,  that  "  The  family  is  not  at 
home." 

Cold  in  the  head — catarrh  !  Yes,  I  sneeze  and  cough — 
but  only  from  impatience.  I  have  fever — but  it  is  a  fever 
of  joy. 

Axel  to  Axxa. 

I  could    die   from   vexation.     Did   not   Mr.   P   ,  the 
eternal,  unbearable  IMr.  P   ,  step  in  at  the  door  just  as 
we  would  go  out  ?     Mv  uncle   turns   back  ;  I   gnash   my 

teeth.  _  Mr.  P   seats' himself.     I  double  my  fist.     "We 
would  just  pay  a  visit,"  I  began  (God  knows  in  what  tone). 
"  We  must   "     "  "We  must  put  that  out  of  our  minds," 
said  the  uncle,  interrupting  the  words  of  the  nephew ;  "  we 
can  call  another  time."  I  banged  the  door  to,  with  such 
violence  that  Mi-.  P   started  up  from  his  chair. 

A>->'A  to  Axel. 

Recipe  for  a  Cold  and  Fever. 
Drink  three  glasses  of  cold  water,  one  after  the  other. 

^•B- — Only  one  every  quarter  of  an  hour.     Between  each 
walk  three  times  up  and  down  the  room.     X.B.  — Only  one 
step  is  made  in  a  minute ;  and  at  every  step  repeat  — 

Be  pi  'lis  and  good, 

lie  patient  ot  mood. 
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Axel  to  Anna. 

A  bad  cure ;  does  no  good.  I  have  thought  of  oue  for 
myself.  Send  me  a  lock  of  hair;  only  one,  a  single  <.ne 
from  among  the  hundred  which  you  have ;  only  one — a 
single  one.  I  vs'ill  press  it  to  my  lips,  to  my  forehead,  my 
eyes,  or  my  heart.  Oh  do  not  refuse  it  me !  Otherwise  I 
shall  fall  most  seriously  ill.  A  lock  of  hair,  good  Anna,  a 
single  one ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

[_An  hour  later. 
A  curl !     Can  you  really  be  so  cruel,  and  refuse  it  me  ? 

See,  I  lie  on  my  knees  and  pray  for  it. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

\_IIalf  an  hour  later. 
A  curl,  a  curl,  a  curl ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

\_A  quarter  of  an  hour  later. 
I  beg  most  humbly  pardon  for  being  thus  often  trouble- 

some.    This  time  shall  certainly  be  the  last ;  if  not   sliall 
I  have  a  curl,  or  not  ? 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Here,  you  have  it — bad,  impatient  man !  I  subjoin  a 
small  fragment  of  a  couversation  which  was  held  betw"een 
my  aunt  and  me,  by  the  light  of  two  sleepy,  pale  candle- 
flames. 

Aunt. — ^Men  are  tyrants. 
I. — Tes,  truly,  that  they  are. 
Aunt. — Despots  who,  by  flatteries  or  by  power,  accom- 

plish their  wishes. 
I. — Tes,  yes ;  alas,  it  is  so  ! 
Aunt. — Never  marry,  my  child. 
I. — No  ;  God  forbid,  dear  aunt. 
Sleep  well,  Axel. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Command  me,  Anna,  to  stand  six  hours  in  heavy  rain  just 
under  your  window;  command  me  to  go  six  miles  for  a 
flower  which  you  wish  to  have ;  command  me  to  kneel  four- 

teen days  ;  command  me  to  have  all  my  hair  cut  ofl"  to  stuft 
your  pillow ;  command  me  at  the  next  ball,  after  the  heart's- 
waltz,  to  dance  eight  times,  one  after  the  other,  with  the 
full-rigged  man-of-war,  the  dry  Mrs.  N. ;  command,  beau- 
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tiful  tyrant !  I  obey.  Command  me,  above  all,  that  I  conie 
up  every  evening  to  snuff  your  candle.  Its  weak  dame 
seems  to  exercise  a  darkening  influence  upon  the  otherwise 
clear  lights  of  your  understanding. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

I  command  you  to-day,  between  twelve  or  one  o'clock,  to 
stand  in  tlie  doorway,  or  to  walk  up  and  down  before  tlie 
house.  Ton  can  then  greet  us,  and  see  my  beautiful  new 
bonnet,  which  my  cousin.  Lieutenant  Emil  Papperto,  has 
assured  me  is  very  becoming  to  me. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

The  bonnet  suits  you  very  ill.  The  crown  is  too  large, 
the  poke  too  small.  Tour  face  looks  in  it  as  large  and  round 
as  tlie  full  moon.  I  beg  you  to  make  Lieutenant  Papperto 
a  present  of  the  bonnet,  and  for  his  good  taste  let  him  wear 
it  himself. 

If  vou  will  step  this  afternoon  to  the  window  you  shall  see 
me  ride  past  on  my  new  horse,  my  beautiful  Hercules,  which 
1  received  yesterday  as  a  present  from  my  uncle.  I  am  very 
well  satisfied  with  the  horse,  since  the  five  charming  Miss 

MuUitous  assured  me  (when  I  waited  upon  them  this  morn- 
ing) that  they  had  never  seen  such  a  beautiful  animal. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

If  the  beauty  of  a  horse  consists  in  having  thick  legs,  a 
thick  neck,  a  large  head,  large  ears,  and  in  galloping  like  a 

cow,  Hercules  is  certainly  unusually  beautiful,  quite  un- 
usuallv  beautiful !  If  my  advice  may  be  followed,  I  would 
beg  Mr.  Axel  W.  to  make  the  five  charming  Miss  Mullitons 
a  present  of  the  horse,  and  for  their  good  taste  let  them 
make  use  of  him. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

If  !Miss  Anna  L.  were  somewhat  gentler,  and  less  caustic, 
it  would  be  far  more  becoming. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

If  Mr.  AielW.  think  of  paying  a  visit  on  the  story  below 
him,  I  must  inform  him  herewith  that  the  family  is  not  at 
home. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

If  Miss  Anna  L.  believed  Mr.  Axel  W.  had  any  such  in- 
tention, I  must  herewith  inform  her  that  she  was  mistaken. 

Axel  to  Anna.        [jTwo  days  later. 

Anna's  name-day!     I  have  ridden  six  miles  to-day  in  the 
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early  morning  to  fetcli  out  of  the  Baron  E.'s  hothouse  this 
bouquet,  which  Anna,  I  hope,  will  not  be  so  cruel  as  to  scorn. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

I  hope  that  you  have  received  the  bouquet.  It  was  cer- 
tainly not  particularly  beautiful ;  but  in  this  season  flowers 

are  difficult  to  get. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

For  three  nights  I  have  not  closed  my  eyes.  I  really 
believe  that  animal  Hercules,  which  1  have  ridden  several 
days,  shakes  me  too  much.  To-day  I  have  spoken  with 
Franz  Kunuinger,  and  he  will  take  the  creature  off  my 
hands,  although  perhaps  for  only  half  the  sum  he  cost.  But 
I  do  not  trouble  myself  about  that  if  I  can  only  get  rid 
of  him. 

Axel  to  Anna. 
Anna! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Axel !  I  have  thrown  my  new  bonnet  into  the  fire.     I 
think  my  aunt  would  receive  a  visit  this  evening,  if  any  one 
came ;  that  is   to  say,  if  a  certain  old  gentleman  came — 
young  ones  she  cannot  endure.     Yet  I  am  of  the  opinion, 
that  a  certain  young  gentleman,  who  sliould  steal  in  behind 
the  back  of  a  certain  old  one,  would  produce  no  bad  effect. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

My  angel-girl,  what  a  fortunate  concurrence  of  circum- 
stances !     Tour  aunt  receives  visits  this  evening,  and  my 

excellent  uncle  wishes  this  evening  to  pay  visits.    He  brushes 
the  dust  off  himself  with  such  zeal,  that  I  could  kiss  him 
for  it. 

He  has  fully  determined  that  the  acquaintance  shall  com- 
mence to-day,  since  he  has  remarked  that  his  servant  is 

paying  court  to  your  aunt's  housemaid,  and  to  this  he  says 
he  will  put  an  end. 

I  have  given  the  old  gentleman  various  rules  for  behaviour. 
t  have  told  him  that  now  gentlemen  kiss  the  hands  of  the 
ladies.  He  answered  that  this  was  a  stupid  fashion  ;  J  find 
it  full  of  spirit.  Oh  Anna !  thus  I  can  once  more  kiss  your 
hand, — your  hand, — oh  joy  ! 

Should  Mr.  P   come  now  I  will  strike  him  dead. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

I  would  give  millions  of  years  for  an  evening  such  as  that 
of  yesterday. 
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Anna,  you  looked  like  an  angel  with  your  beautiful  hair  and 
white  dress — and  a  good  angel  were  you  to  me,  you  made 
me  the  happiest  of  those  beings  who  breathe  the  air  of  this 
earth.  How  happy  am  I,  and  how  happy  must  you  be, — you 
who  have  made  me  so  happy !  Oh  good  God,  what  heavenly 
moments  may  be  enjoyed  on  this  earth  agaiust  which  one 
rails  so  much !  My  uncle  and  your  aunt  did  not  dream  that 
whilst  they  on  the  sofa  by  lamp-light  were  working  to  dis- 

solve one  engagement,  we  in  the  twilight  at  the  window 
closed  another.  I  am  like  another  man  since  I  feel  your 
ring  on  my  finger.  Anna,  mine  !  ]\Iy  Anna  !  Oh  what  a 
good  and  noble  being  must  I  now  become ! 

Axel  to  A>'xa. 
How  clear  is  the  heaven,  how  fresh  the  air!  I  must 

breathe  fresh  air,  my  happiness  oppressed  me.  I  went  out, 
almost  danced  through  the  city,  sung  aloud,  behaved  in  such 
a  manner  that  every  one  stared  at  me,  and  I  had  the  desire 
to  embrace  every  one.  In  my  breast  is  a  happiness  which 
could  make  happy  half  a  world.  Anna,  how  I  love  you  ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

I  also  am  unspeakably  happy.  Men  love  more  passion- 
ately ;  but  whether  better,  whether  truer — Axel — tliat  we 

shall  perhaps  experience  iu  ourselves.  I  also  feel  myself 
better  and  nobler.  I  will  become  good,  gentle,  true, — in  one 
word,  a  really  amiable  wife,  and  make  Axel  happy.  Upon 
this  I  now  think,  whether  I  walk,  stand,  sit ;  whether  I  sew, 
play,  sing,  or  read ;  and  that  causes  nothing  to  be  either  done 

well,  or  at  the  right  time.  "  What  is  the  matter  with  thee, 
girl  ?"  demanded  my  aunt  a  short  time  since  ;  "  I  think  thou 
hast  a  fever,  thy  eyes  sparkle  so — dost  thou  feel  headache  ?" 
"  On  the  contrary,  I  feel  something  at  my  heart,"  answered 
I.  "  I  must  take  immediately  a  good  dose  of  Hotfmanu'a 
drops."     Thou  laughest  ?     I  also. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

"  "What  is  come  to  thee,  boy,  why  art  thou  so  absent?" 
asked  my  uncle  yesterday.  "  AVilt  thou  write  so  ?  The 
])aper  upside  down,  the  pen  upside  down  ?  Boy,  I  believe 

thou  art  quite  upside  down  thyself!"  "  Ah,  uncle — have 
you  ever  been  in  love  ?"  "  In  love,  boy  ?  Yes  ;  but  then  I 
thought  also  of  marrying."  "  Yes,  I  also  think  of  doing  so." 
"  Also  of  doing  so  ?  AVhen  one  has  nothing  to  live  upon  ? 
lias  ever  such  a  thing  been  heard  ?     Let  us  see ;  thou  hast 
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niontlily  thirty-six  shillings  from  me  ;  out  of  this  thou  wilt 
spend  twelve  shillings  to  hold  thy  wedding  ;  twelve  shillings 
to  commence  thy  housekeeping ;  there  yet  remains  to  thee 

twelve  shniings  and  God's  mercy  to  live  upon  the  remainder 
of  thy  life.  Nay,  I  congratulate  thee.  Sunshine  for  dinner, 
and  moonshine  for  supper ;  see,  one  shall  get  quite  fat 

upon  it!" Wretched,  when  people  to  whom  nature  has  denied  every 

kind  of  judgment  will  be  witty !     "Wretched  that  it  should 
j  ust  occur  to  him  to  speak  of  his  thirty-six  shillings  ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Did  you  see  the  poor  woman  with  the  children  in  the  street 
just  opposite  ?     How  miserable  they  were  !     I  cannot  help 
them,  I  have  nothing  now  ;  but  you  ? 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Just  now  I  received  the  money  for  Hercules,  and  more 
than  I  expected.  For  what  do  I  want  a  horse  ?  I  can  walk. 
I  hasten. 

Axel  to  Anna.  [A  day  later. 
They  are  assisted  ;  not  alone  for  the  moment,  I  hope,  but 

for  ever.  They  have  a  dwelling,  clothes,  food,  work.  They 
can  and  will  work.  I  do  not  speak  of  their  joy  ;  in  its  excess, 
it  almost  resembled  sorrow.  I  prayed  her  to  bless  you.  I 
am  most  sincerely  happy. 

Anna  to  Axel. 
A  basketful  of  flowers  and  fruit,  and  undermost,  five  rows 

of  Roman  pearls,  was  brought  me  this  morning  by  a  little 
unknown  girl.  From  whom  she  did  not  know — she  had  only 
received  the  command  to  deliver  it  to  me.  Axel,  it  is  from, 

you — that  I  know  !  Axel,  Axel,  such  presents  from  you,  who 
have  little  for  yourseK  !     I  cannot  receive  it. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

If  you  will  cause  me  a  bilious  fever,  you  will  say  no.  Good 
Anna,  that  you  accept  these  trifles  is  my  recompense — (mine, 
do  you  hear) — for  wandering  about  the  whole  day,  more  like 
a  beast  than  a  man,  out  of  pure  philanthropy,  without  enjoy- 

ing a  single  mouthful  as  big  as  a  pin's  head ;  and  for  ulti- 
mately being  obliged,  at  supper,  to  listen  to  a  severe  curtaia- 

lecture  from  my  uncle. 
Regarding  my  finances,  be  quite  easy.  And  the  money 

for  Hercules — should  that,  perhaps,  lie  by  unused  ?     I  have 
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ijionev   reinaining.      I   can   establish    myself,   my   gracxoui 

lady. 
' 

Anna  to  Axel. 

In  order  to  preserve  you  from  a  bilious  fever,  I  will  cer- 
tainly accept  tins  time  your  gift.     But  make  me  no  more,  I 

pray  you  ;  and  at  least,  not  again  so  soon. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

"When  will  that  time,  that  happy  time  come,  when  I  shall have  the  right  to  give  you  everything,  and  you  no  longer 
have  the  right  to  refuse  ?  When  will  the  time  come  when  I 
sliall  no  longer  require  the  pen  as  the  interpreter  of  my 
feelings?  AVhen  shall  I  speak  with  you — when  dare  to  see 

you? This  is  for  me  the  Grordian-knot  which  I  in  vain  strive  to 
unloose.  I  have  the  greatest  desire  to  do  like  Alexander, 

and  at  one  stroke  to  cut  it  through  by  carrying  you  oft'. 
After  many  fruitless  attempts,  I  have  perceived  the  impossi- 

bility of  comiog  to  you  by  any  usual  and  natural  means. 
Kow  I  have  the  most  desperate  designs  in  my  head.  Ton 
have  certainly  heard  speak  of  the  ingenious  man,  who,  in 
order  to  embrace  his  mistress,  set  her  house  on  fire.  What 
do  you  think  of  him  ? 

Anna  to  Axel. 

That  he  was,  is,  and  remains,  an  incendiary;  and  of  such  a 
one  I  entertain  the  greatest  horror. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

To  place  a  ladder  at  a  window,  and,  upon  the  wings  of  love, 
float  up  and  in  at  the  window,  is  and  looks  so  strangely  thief- 

like. But  Anna,  to  make  a  visit  in  a  balloon  has  never,  I  be- 
lieve, taken  place  since  the  time  of  that  Turk  who,  according 

to  the  Persian  legend,  thus  Adsited  his  fair  one  under  the 
name  of  Mahomet.  This  would  not  be  an  impossibility  ; 
and  I  see  possibilities  in  everything,  except  in  being  longer 
able  to  live  without  seeing  you. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

To  all  heathenish  visitors,  let  them  enter  even  by  ladders 
or  in  balloons,  I  am  not  at  home.  I  declare  that  such  a  one 
I  will  not  know,  much  less  love. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

AHiv  do  vou  never  show  yourself  at  the  window — wliy 
tie\  er  go  out — wliy  is  a  call  never  accepted  ?     Why  do  you 
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shut  yourself  up  thus  -wilfully,  thus  eternally  ?     Does  this 
happen  on  my  account  ? 

Anna  TO  Axel. 

My  best  Axel,  my  aunt  is  very  ill — you  know  this.  I  dare 
not  leave  her  a  moment.  I  steal  away  to  write  to  you  with 

the  greatest  difficulty;  and  beg  you,  for  God's  sake,  neither 
set  our  house  on  fire  nor  break  uiy  windows.  Do  you  think 
that,  among  phials  of  drops  and  recipes,  I  am  particularly 
comfortable  ?  But  the  only  thing  I  can  do,  the  only  thing 
also  which  you  must  do,  is  to  be  quiet,  and  await  the  proper 
time. 

Axel  to  Anna, 

To  be  quiet !  Ton  might  as  well  say  this  to  the  storm 
which  now  rages  till  the  whole  house  trembles.  I  could  wish 
tliat  it  would  overturn  it,  if  it,  with  a  breath  from  the  spirit 

of  love,  would  cast  you  into  my  arms.  Anna,  what  I  now 
say,  you  must  not  take  so  literally.  I  wrestle  with  Fate  and 
will  bring  her  to  yield,  let  this  cost  what  it  will. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Human  beings  have,  after  all,  neither  leopards'  nor  tigers' 
hearts  in  their  breasts,  my  Anna !  Do  you  not  believe,  that 
if  we  were  to  disclose  our  love  to  our  relatives  they  would 
allow  us  now  and  then  to  see  eacli  other  ?  Anna,  you  are 

my  sun,  the  light  of  my  eyes.  If  you  hide  yourself  longer, 
all  around  me  will  become  pitch-dark. 

Shall  we  dare  the  experiment  ?  "We  have  so  little  to  lose 
by  it,  so  mucb  to  win.     Say  yes  ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Tou  are  right,  Axel ;  we  must  make  the  trial.  Do  you 
speak  first  to  your  uncle ;  and  when  I  have  heard  what  he 
\ias  said,  I  shall  have  more  courage  to  reveal  myself  to  my 
auut.     She  is  now  somewhat  better. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

"  Speak  to  your  uncle  ;"  tliis  is  uncommonly  easily  said — 

but  done,  that  is  something  quite  difl'erent.  Do  you  know, 
my  uncle  is  a  man  who  has  quite  a  peculiar  humour,  and 
above  all,  peculiar  eyes.  AVith  these  he  can  fix  a  person 
who  is  going  to  say  something  that  does  not  please  him,  in 

s'.icli  a  man-ner  that  the  word  remains  sticking  in  the  poor 

fellow's  throat  to  all  eternity  ;  and  then  such  a  tempest  rises 
as  can  certainlv  be  compared  with  none  iu  Sweden,  but  only 
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witli  those  hurricanes  which  rage  in  the  West-Indian  islands 
In  the  mean  while  I  will  prepare  for  myself  a  garment  out 

of  Job's  patience  and  Solomon's  wisdom,  and  dare  the  at- 
tempt. 

Aj<>'a  to  Axel. 
Xo,  no  ;  be  cautious !     If  you  believe  that  it  will  displease 

him  so  much,  and  you  have  not  courage  enough,  it  is  the  best 
that  we  drive  the  whole  attempt  out  of  our  minds. 

Axel  to  Axxa. 

Also  quite  easily  said.     But  before  I  give  up  a  resolution 
which  I  have  once  taken,  may  hurricanes,  teu  times  more 
raging  than  the  oue  which  I  will  now  brave,  tear  me  into  a 
thousand  pieces,  and   blow  them  to  all  parts  of  the  world. 
Farewell ;  I  am  now  armed  for  the  fight,  and   1  go ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

AVait,  Axel,  wait !     Ah,  my  dear  friend,  I  fear  this  is  a 
precipitate  t^tep.     It  is  possible  they  may  not  consent  in  the 
least.     Besides,  we  are  both  of  us  still  so  young. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

I  am  in  my  twenty-second  year,  already  last  autumn  I  was 
one-and-twenty,  therefore  I  am   of  age.      Tou  are  turned 
seventeen. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

That  is  true — and  perhaps  we  are  old  enough.     But  ah, 
Axel,  this  is  the  least !     I  see  a  thousand  impossibilities  be- 

fore us.     It  is  possible  our  relatives  will  not  on  any  account 
give  their  consent  to  our  union.     We  really  have  nothing, 
my  friend !     Tou  have  no   situation,  no  money ;  I  equally 
am  entirely  without  fortune.  It  would  be — it  is,  really  foolish 
with  such  narrow  circumstances  to  wish  to  marry.     Let  us 

wait,  my  fi'iend,  and  well  consider,  before  we  risk  a  step  which 
I  now  begin  to  fear  might  separate  us  for  ever. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

I  will  soon  procure  a  situation  for  myself. 
Anna  to  Axel. 

"Wait,  therefore,  until  then. Axel  to  Anna. 

As  you  command.     I  must  admire  your  patience   and 
prudence. 

Anna  to  Axel. 
You  are  not  angry. 
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Axel  to  Anna. — Tes. 
Anna  to  Axel. — Wherefore;  best  Axel,  wherefore? 
Axel  to  Anna. — Ah,  nonsense ! 
Anna  to  Axel, — Axel,  you  really  grieve  me  extremely. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Do  not  detain  yourself,  young  lady,  by  writing  unmeaning 
words.     Lieutenant  Papperto  might  become  impatient.     I 
saw  him  more  than  half  an  hour  since  go  up  to  you. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

If  Lieutenant  Emil  Papperto  will  make  a  call  upon  my 
aunt,  and  she  will  receive  him,  I  cannot  turn  him  out.  My 
good  Axel,  be  quiet ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Ah,  what !  Be  quiet !  I  do  not  shoot  myself,  neither 
drown,  hang,  nor  poison  myself.  Oh,  I  am  quiet — quiet  and 
calm  like  you ;  I  only  think  what  waistcoat,  whether  a  red  or 
a  green  one,  would  best  suit  the  physiognomy  of  a  fortunate 
wooer.  I  grant  that  Nature  has  not  given  me  a  red  and 
white  porcelain  face  like  Lieutenant  Papperto,  and  ladies 
whom  such  a  one  pleases  must  think  a  brown  and  severe  one 
less  handsome.  But  fortunately  there  are  people  who  can 
like  a  countenance  of  this  kind  very  much.  1  will  now  go 
to  the  Midlitons  ;  Betty  Mulliton  is  really  a  most  lovely  girl. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

I  congratulate  you.  If  you  have  not  yet  decided  regard- 
ing the  waistcoat,  I  pray  you  to  make  use  of  the  one  con- 

tained in  this  packet,  which  I  have  embroidered  for  you,  or 
rather  have  bought  for  you,  since  every  stitch  has  cost  a 

second  of  my  night's  rest.  I  think  that  it  will  be  very  be- 
coming to  a  brown  and  severe  countenance.  My  love  to 

Betty  Mulliton ! 
Anna  to  Axel. 

For  the  love  of  God,  Axel,  what  has  happened  ?     Tou 
have  been  bled  !     Tou  are  ill !     I  also  am  almost  ill  through 
uneasiness.     Axel,  Axel,  how  wild  and  imprudent  you  are ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

In  somewhat  cooler  blood,  and  in  a  somewhat  quieter 
mood,  I  hasten  to  say  to  you  a  word  which  vainly  in  my 
childhood  they  endeavoured  by  cudgelling  to  wrest  from  my 
lips  ; — a  word,  to  escape  which  I  have  in  later  times  fought  a 
duel,  and  which  to  pronounce  at  thy  feet,  my  Anna,  my  angel 
of  goodness  and  patience,  I  now  vearn ; — paedon,  0  pakdonI 
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Anna  to  Axel. 
The  Doctor,  I  bear,  has  forbidden  conversatlou  aud  baa 

ordered  vou,  for  several  days,  silence  and  rest.  Be  obedient, 
my  best  Axel,  aud  show  in  this  way  tbat  you  love  nie. 

Do  not  think  about  anything  unpleasant.  I  make  myself 
your  invisible  sick-nurse.  I  come  and  seat  myself  upon 
your  bed,  in  my  white  dress,  and  with  my  fair  curls,  just  as 
I  pleased  you  so  much  lately.  You  may  not  look  at  me ;  I 
draw  the  green  curtains.  You  must  sleep,  and  there  will  I  sing 
a  little  cradle-song.  Listen— or,  rather,  do  not  listen, but  sleep! 

"  Young  Axle  is  beloved  by  me,"  Axel  to  Anna. 
Anna  sighed,  and  sung  this  ditty, 
Thinking,  "  He  is,  what  a  pity  ! 

Eaten  up  by  jealousy  !" 

"  If,  as  bridegroom,  thus  he  can 
Be  sc  stem,  so  crooked-pated, 
Hi)\v,  when  once  together  mated, 

Shall  we  act  as  wife  and  man? 

"  Sliall  we  say,  all  day,  in  strife, 
'  Wicked  Axel  V  '  Truthless  Anna !' 
All !  't«ixt  Axel,  then,  and  Anna, Wliat  an  enviable  life  ! 

"  Axel,  thou  to  me  art  dear; 
Yet,  ere  such  a  life  be  spending, 
Let  our  love  have  speedy  ending ; 

Trust  me  that  far  better  were !" 

Axel  heard  fair  Anna's  song; 
Would  not  mar  its  tuneful  mensure ; 
True,  to  hear  the  song  was  plciaure 

Yet  it  was  a  little  lono;. 

And  thus  sang  he:  "  Should  I  Mnd, 
Should  I  gentle  be  for  ever; 
Merry  jesting  were  I  never 

lu  my  heart's  warm  love  to  find. 
"  Who  is  it,  excepting  thre, 

Could  from  jealousy  defend  me, 
E\erbli-ssed  quiet  len<l  me? 

Anna,  thou  must  marry  me !" 
Anna  to  Axel. 

Anua  she  heard  Axel's  song ; 
How  impertinently  muttered, 
Scarcely  can  in  words  be  uttered; 

Hence  'twill  be  unanswered  long. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

N'ot  so,  good  Anna ;  not  so,  but  as  follows : This  advice  pleased  Anna  well ; 

She  followed  it,  as  reason's  plan. 
Became  good  wife  to  that  good  man. 

And  in  so  doing,  won  a  deal. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Nay,    as   you   will.     One   dare    not   contradict   invalids. 
Take  now  aud  then  a  spoonful  of  this  apple-jelly  that  I  have 
prepared  for  you  and  sent.     It  will  do  you  good. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Anna,  I  am  melancholy.     The  birds  twitter  outside  my 
window,  and  build  themselves  nests  under  the  roof.     I  must 
lie  in  bed ;  my  only  pleasure  is  to  say  rude  tilings  to  the 
Doctor,  and  break  his  medicine  bottles,  which  have  no  healing 
power  iu  them. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Amuse  yourself  rather  with  reading  this  book  that  I  send 
you  ;  there  is  a  deal  that  is  good  and  true  in  it.    Often  when 
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I  was  low  spirited,  and  in  a  state  of  mind  in  which  I  saw 
everything  black,  when  all  the  strings  of  my  soul  had  become 
inharmonious,  has  the  reading  of  a  good  book  again  tuned 
them,  and  listening  to  their  sweet,  ringing  harmony,  1  have 
thought : 

Now  heave  the  foaming  billows,  now  they  fall, 

Beneath  our  boat  upon  life's  stormy  flood; 
Let  never  gloomy  cowardice  appal ; 

Let  us  hope  ever !     God  is  wise  and  good  I 

Even  if  at  times  the  tempest  howleth  o'er  us, 
And  gloomy  niglit  encompass  us  with  fear — 

One  moment  wait ! — the  tempest  flies  before  us, 
And  the  still,  peaceful  heaven  smileth  clear. 

And  green-clad  shores,  eniiched  with  many  a  blossom, 
Beckon  the  sailor  o'er  tiie  peaceful  flood ; 

Tliither  he  steers  with  thankful  throbbing  bosom. 

And,  filled  with  joy,  says,  "  God  is  wise  and  good !" 
Axel  to  Anna. 

That  ia  He,  that  is  He,  and  you  are  an  angel,  Anna !  But 
the  spirit  of  melancholy  has  seized  upon  my  soul  as  well  as 
my  body  to-day.  I  think,  or  rather  I  beat  my  brains,  now 
too  much  to  be  able  to  read.  A  wretched  crowd  of  gloomy 
black  fancies  surrounds  me  in  my  solitude,  like  ghosts  which 
have  risen  up  from  Tartarus.  What  will  become  of  you  with 
this  penurious  and  severe  aunt,  who  will  not  open  her  doors 
to  young  and  respectable  men  ?  Are  you  to  sit  year  after 
year  with  her,  and,  like  her,  dry  up  and  become  hollow-eyed 
(which  would  be  nothing  to  wonder  at,  since  you  see  only 
her),  and  catch  her  cough  ?  What  will  become  of  me  with 
this  old  uncle,  who  makes  me  write  out  his  memoirs  and 
thoughts  until  my  own  become  quite  perplexed  ?  What,  tell 
me,  what  ? 

Anna  to  Axel. 
Let  us  become  whatever  we  may,  only  not  unworthy  and 

ungrateful  creatures.  Axel,  you  must  never  again  speak  of 
my  aunt  in  this  tone ;  she  has  her  less  amiable  qualities,  but 
she  has  also  her  good  ones ;  and  besides,  I  know,  intends  me 
so  much  good.  Sooner  than  make  her  infirmities  of  age 
ridiculous,  I  would  have  them  myself.  Tour  uncle,  as  you 
yourself  have  told  me,  has  shown  you  a  deal  of  kindness. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Oh,  they  are  both,  without  doubt,  angels,  true  angels  of 
light,  who,  however,  let  us  sit  in  utter  darkness.  I  am  ill, 
and  out  of  spirits. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

I  am  so  happy  to-day.     I  have  such  good  hopes.    Whence U  i2 
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and  wherefore  ?  Listen !  I  was  yesterday  in  the  church. 
The  air  was  cold,  the  wind  raged,  my  aunt  would  not  let  me 

go.  I  entreated  and  entreated,  until  the  "  Xo,  my  dear 
child!"  changed  itself  into  a  "  Nay,  go  then,  thou  self-willed 
thing!"  which  sounded  most  harmoniously  to  my  ear. 

For  whom  I  prayed  most  fervently  in  the  church  you  will 
be  able  easily  to  guess.  I  prayed  from  the  most  secret  re- 

cesses of  my  heart,  as  confidently  as  a  child  may  implore  an 
All-good  Father.  As  I,  in  deep  devotion,  rose  up  with  the 
congregation  to  sing  the  heavenly  hallelujah,  a  sunbeam, 
clear  and  wonderful,  streamed  thi'ough  the  church-window, 
and  illuminated  Westiu's*  glorious  altar-piece.  The  angels 
of  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity,  who  kneel  around  tlie  grave  of 
the  already  ascended  One,  stood  forth  at  once  so  living,  so 
supernaturally  true,  that  it  seemed  as  though  they  opened 
their  lips  and  joined  in  our  song  of  praise.  In  my  heart 
arose  powerful  and  inward  conviction,  that  all  will  yet  be 
well !  and  with  indescribable  emotion  I  bowed  myself  to  re- 

ceive for  us  both  the  solemn  blessing.  Axel,  all  will  yet  be  well! 
Axel  to  Anna. 

On  your  account,  my  Anna,  sweet  angel,  and  through  you, 
shall  I  become  blest. 

I  also  to-day  have  in  my  soul  only  joyful  feelings,  lovely 
hopes,  old,  good,  and  to  me  most  heartily  welcome  acquaint- 

ance I  was  up  and  sate  at  the  window ;  I  have  tasted  your 
excellent  apple-jelly,  and  saw  how  the  clear  March  sun 
melted  the  icicles  which  the  cold  night  had  laid  upon  our 

neighbour's  copper  roof.  Upon  this,  I  philosophised  some- 
what in  this  strain :  as  the  light  and  warmth  of  heaven  make 

the  ice-veil  of  niglit  to  disappear,  the  rays  of  a  better  fortune 
will  also  break  through  the  powerful  irost-mist  which  dims 
the  perspective  of  our  happiness.  I  gazed  so  long  and  so  full 

of  presentiment  at  the  sun's  actii'ity,  until  I  at  length  fancied 
I  saw  clearly  in  one  of  the  figures  which  the  victorious, 
piercing  sunbeams  formed  in  the  unresisting  ice,  the  ridge 
and  form  of  my  own  uose.  Somewhat  farther  on,  close  to 
the  side  of  the  chiirmey,  I  recognised  with  delight  the  form 
of  your  white,  softly-rounded  forehead,  which  seemed  mo- 

destly desirous  of  withdrawing  itself  from  tlie  kisses  of  the 
sun.  Oh,  Anna!  I  must  show  you  one  of  these  days  how 
lovely  this  looked — I  must  represent  the  sun. 

Anxa  to  Axkl. 

I  assure  you  that  I  am  not  at  all  curious.     Tou  have  then 
•  A  distinguished  Swedish  painter 
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got  up!  How  I  rejoice  at  it!  Tlie  most  unpleasant  thing 

niay  happen  to  me  to-day  (if  it  only  does  not  concern  you), 
and  I  shall  laugh  at  it. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  Do  you  know  at  ̂ Yhat  I  laugh  ?  At  myself, 
my  angel.  I  have  such  good  hopes  and  presentiments,  that  I 

should  find  it  quite  natural  if  now  a  good  friend  should  sud- 

denly step  in,  and  say  to  me,  "  Axel,  thou  art  become  an  exces- 
sively rich  man."  I  believe  also  that  I  should  not  be  astonished 

if  suddenly  little  Cupids  should  sail  in  at  the  window,  bring- 
ing a  poor  lover  a  talisman,  by  which  he  could  command  all 

the  gifts  of  fortune ;  neither  should  I  open  my  mouth  very 
wide,  if  suddenly  the  ceiling  of  my  room  were  to  open,  in 
order  to  let  a  shower  of  gold  stream  in !  Everything  seems 

to  me  possible  to-day,  nothing  would  surprise  me.  I  have 
opened  my  door  and  window  to  welcome  my  visitors ;  and 
whilst  I  wander  smiling  up  and  down  my  chamber,  I  now 
and  then  cast  a  glance  up  towards  the  ceiling. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Curs   draught!     I  beg  pardon  ;  but  I  am  in  a  very  bad 
humour.  I  have  been  obliged  to  close  doors  and  windows. 
I  became  numb  and  stiff  in  all  my  limbs  from  this  cold  and 
draught.  No  one  came.  And  instead  of  raising  my  looks 
towards  the  ceiling  I  have  carefully  examined  the  floor ;  so 
that  after  a  careful  examination  I  can  assure  you  that  he  who 
laid  it  down  must  have  been  an  arch  bungler,  for  not  one 
deal  is  like  another,  either  in  height  or  width.  I  must  now 
go  out  and  breathe  the  fresh  air.  I  am  well,  and  will  be 
well,  let  my  uncle  and  doctor  say  what  they  will. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Anna,  Anna!  my  Anna,  my  Anna!  good  Anna,  excellent 
Anna,  angel  Anna !  Anna,  my  Anna,   my  bride,   my  wife, 
sing,  leap,  shout  Victoria  ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Axel,   Axel,  incomprehensible  Axel!  what  is   the  matter 
with  thee  ?     What  has  happened  ? 

Axel  to  Anna. 

I  have  a  post — I  have  a  post !  He  came,  the  excellent 
friend,  through  the  door — the  angel  from  heaven.  I  had 
almost  knocked  him  down  as  I  went  out.  Oh,  what  a  friend  ! 
He  it  is  who  has  resigned  to  me  the  situation  with  its  ac- 

companying salary,  which  lias  been  offered  to  him,  because  he 
had  no  need  of  it.     He  is  rich,  he  has  made  me  alt^o  rich.    Oh, 
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ghow  me  a  mortal  who  is  liajipier  tlian  I !     A  lover  ■whose — 
yet  still  perhaps — if  he  were  already  married.     But  that  also 
in  a  short  time  I  will  become — if  you  will,  my  Anna — ^Anna ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Good  Axel,  is  it  possible  ?  Is  it  then  really  true  ?  I  can 
scarcely  believe  it.  Axel,  my  dear  friend,  shall  we  really  be- 

come happy  ? 
Axel  to  Anna. 

"We  shall.  My  whole  life  shall  be  consecrated  to  your 
happiness  ;  and  your  happiness  will  always,  as  now,  be  mine. 

"We  can  now  marry  when  it  is  agreeable  to  us.  I  have  a  re- spectable situation  ;  the  salary  is  certainly  not  large,  but  our 
wants  will  be  small.  The  comfortable  things  of  life  are 
mostly  only  for  old  people,  who  are  no  longer  able  to  enjoy 
the  happiness  of  the  heart— when  one  can  no  longer  love  and 
be  beloved.  Nay,  why  then  it  may,  perhaps,  be  the  best  to 

sleep  and  dream  on  a  soft  couch,  that  one  is  happy.  "We,  my Anna,  who  may  pluck  in  the  May  of  life  its  most  beautiful 
flowers,  we  will  waking  enjoy  our  felicity,  and  be  happy,  even 
were  we  poor ;  yes,  even  were  we  obliged  to  do  without 
everything.  Do  you  remember  with  what  emotion  we  once 
read  near  jNIedevi,  of  that  married  pair,  who,  after  living  to- 

gether five-and-twenty  years,  felt  themselves  so  unspeakably 
happy  ?    Oh,  my  Anna,  do  you  yet  remember  this  ? 

Anna  to  Axel. — In  truth,  my  best  Axel — ^no. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

Accompanied  by  a  friend,  Mr.  L   and  bis  wife  wan- 
dered througli  a  wood.     Here  they  encountered  some  gipsies, 

who  were  in  great  misery.     L   's  friend  pitied  these  poor 
creatures,  who  are  exposed  to  all  the  physical  calamities  of 

nature.     "  Well,"  said  Mr.  L   ,  "  if  in  order  to  pass  my 
life  with  her  (his  wife),  I  must  have  subjected  myself  to  a 
condition  such  as  this,  I  would  have  gone  about  begging 
these  thirty  years,  and  we  should  still  have  been  very 

happy!" "  Ah,  yes!"  cried  his  wife;  "  even  then  we  should  have 
been  the  happiest  of  human  beings." 

What  words,  my  Anna,  what  words!     They  were  spoken 

under  England's  heaven.     Let  us  become  worthy  to  speak 
them,  one  day,  under  Sweden's  heaven. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

For  heaven's  sake,  best  A  xel.  You  do  not  mean  ?  1  do 
not  rightly  understand  at  what  you  aim.     Yet  I  must  coufess 
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to  you,  that  to  me,  suffering,  hunger,  shivering,  and  begging, 
appear  less  attractive.  What  do  you  really  mean  ?  A  gipsy 
T  will  never  become  :  that  I  tell  you,  were  it  only  on  account 
of  the  friglitful  complexion. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

That  is  not  necessary.  Nothing  shall  prevent  my  -uife 
being  white,  as  well  in  lier  complexion  as  her  clothes. 

Oh,  my  beloved  Anna,  do  not  overthrow  my  temple  of  hap- 
piness with  your  cold,  calculating,  worldly,  and  trifling  spirit. 

Let  us  become  happy,  not  for  others,  but  for  oursel\es.  If 
you  desire  this,  we  certainly  can.  My  salary  certaiidy  ia 

small,  as  I  have  already  said — and  nothing  in  compariftoii  to 
that  which  I  should  wish  to  ofter  you.  Three  hundred  dol- 

lars is  our  yearly  income.  That  is  truly  little,  very  little ; 
but  your  prudent  housekeeping,  my  economy  and  order,  will 
make  every  penny  a  dollar.  A  man  requires  really  so  little, 

only  to  live — life  is  really  so  short.  AVho  has  not  much,  has 
not  much  to  care  about. 

The  boat  needs  but  little  ballast,  but  sails  lightly  and 
merrily  on,  now  over  rising,  and  now  over  sinkin;?;  waves. 

Let  us  courageously  step  in — the  wind  is  favourable — the 
shores  adorned  with  flowers — the  heaven  free  from  clouds — 

and  before  us  wanders  the  mild  star  of  love,  which  lights  us 
as  far  as  the  haven.  I  am  now  too  much  excited ;  later,  I 

will  unfold  to  you  my  plans. 
Anna  to  Axel. 

My  good  Axel,  zephyrs  seldom  blow  on  the  ocean  of  life — ■ 
but  very  wild  storms.     I  fear  greatly  that,  at  the  first  gust 
of  wind,  the  boat,  without  ballast,  might  be  upset. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

If  one  is  fearful  and  cowardly — yes — if  one  loses  one's  equi- 
librium in  the  slightest  gust  of  wind.  But  away  with  similes ! 

They  only  confuse.     I  will  dash  straight  into  the  affair. 
I  possess  (as  you  know)  a  small  farm  near  the  city.  This 

is  small,  quite  small,  and  scarcely  worth  three  hundred  dol- 
lars, but  still  one  could  live  very  well  there.  A  roof  over 

their  heads  was  all  that  our  forefathers  desired  when  thev 

built  their  homes.  And  what  a  hardy,  glorious  people  were 
they  !  We  are  less,  and  we  have  more.  Two  rooms  and  a 

kitchen  has  our  little  temple  of  happiness,  a  blooming  potato- 
field  surrounds  it,  and  a  garden,  where  the  most  beautiful 

fruit-trees  and  the  most  lovely  flowers  can  come  forth, 
changes  the  whole  place  into  a  real  paradise.  A  little  hen- 
liuuse.     Anna,  1  will  not  pardon  you.  if  you  should  laugh. 
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ANJf A  TO  Axel. — I  truly  do  not  laugb,  my  best  Axel. 
Axel  to  AifNA. 

A  little  hen-house,  I  would  say,  stands  close  by,  and  ita 
pretty  inhabitants  will  aflbrd  us  profit  and  pleasure. 

With  regard  to  the  fitting  up  of  the  interior — away  with 
the  luxury  and  cursed  superfluity  which  has  made  my  father- 

land poor  !  Away  with  the  Mse  ideas  of  what  is  becoming, 

proper,  respectable  ;  despicable  prejudices  which  only  repeat, 

"  One  should  do  as  others  do,"  away  with  you  !  To  you  I 
turn,  simple  manners,  honour  of  the  olden  time.  Temper- 

ance and  contentment,  the  doctrine  of  our  forefathers,  be 

welcome,  and  rule  in  my  quiet  house.  A  wooden  bencli  ap- 

pears soft  when  one  is  seated  upon  it  at  the  beloved  one's 
side ;  a  bowl  of  milk,  one  simple  dish  placed  by  your  hand 
upon  the  table,  at  which  a  friend,  a  friend  who  knows  how 

to  prize  what  is  offered  by  sincere  hearts,  will  not  refuse  to 
take  his  place — oh,  what  a  meal !  Kings,  emperors,  invite 
me  into  your  golden  halls !  Proud  and  disdainfully  will 

Anna's  happy  husband  answer,  "  No."  Oh,  my  sweet  Anna, 
how  quickly,  how  joyously,  must  our  days  pass  away  in  this 

little  earthly  paradise  !  JIand  in  hand*  we  wander  tlirough 
life,  and  die  at  length  so  sweetly  in  each  other's  arms  I  But 
pardon,  I  will  not  distress  you — do  not  weep,  my  Anna ! 

Anna  to  Axel. — I  will  certainly  not  weep,  my  best  Axel ! 
Axel  to  Anna. 

Our  clothes  shall  be  simple,  like  our  food,  like  our  whole 
life.  Ton  must  be  always  clothed  in  tcJiite,  for  then  you  are 
like  an  angel.  The  garden  I  attend  to  myself,  dig,  weed, 
plant,  and  water,  with  your  assistance,  on  the  days  when  I 
am  not  occupied  in  the  city.  In  the  house,  disposes  and 

commands,  with  absolute  sway,  my  ever  industrious  and  cir- 

cumspect little  wife.  "When  I  return  from  my  labour  in  tiie 
fields,  or  out  of  the  city,  your  harp  and  your  voice  will  trans- 

port me  into  heaven,  or  we  eat  together  a  simple  meal  which 

is  savoury  from  our  appetite  and  our  gaiety.  For  the  even- 
ings, when  the  great  world  seeks,  yawning,  for  pleasure 

where  it  never  yet  was  found,  at  suppers,  wliere  one  goes 
through  a  course  of  moral  hungering,  or  at  balls,  where  one 
dances  as  though  for  wages — in  the  eveniuijjs  we  will  read 

together,  Tegner's  poems.  Cooper's  and  AVaUer  !Scott's  ro- 
mances, and  enjoy,  whilst  we  ennoble  our  hearts,  all  the 

pleasure  which  genius  can  aftbrd  the  soul  and  the  heart. 

But  we  must  go  to  the  theatre  sometimes,  to  see  Almlof 
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plays ;  we  must  rather  neglect  eating  and  driukiug  than 
neglect  them.  Thus  we  shall  often  go  there.  But  you  must 
have  a  maid-servant,  that  is  true,  for  you  must  not  burn  your 
face  and  hands  at  the  hearth.  Besides,  when  I  am  at  home, 

you  must  he  always  near  me.  Oh,  Anna,  say,  shall  we  not 
be  unspeakably  happy  ? 

Anna  to  Axel. 

1  hope  so,  certainly,  my  dear  friend ;  but  whether  pre- 
cisely in  the  manner  which  you  have  imagined  to  yourself  I 

know  not ;  I  fear  that  you  are  precisely  the  one  who  is  not 

fitted  for  such  a  simple  shepherd's  life  ;  besides,  this  is  put  to- 
gether in  a  strange  manner.  Do  you  yet  know,  what  you  once 

told  me,  how  much  pocket-money  your  uncle  gave  you  yearly  ? 
Axel  to  Anna. 

The  dev   (I  do  not  curse).     I  now  remember.     Full 
three  hundred  dollars — exactly  as  much  as  my  future  salary 
amounts  to — and  this  was,  by  the  end  of  the  year,  entirely 
gone.  But,  angel  Anna,  when  I  am  once  married,  you  shall 

see  something  quite  diflFerent ;  then  I  will  become  super- 
naturally  economical ;  I  will  look  at  every  heller. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Very  pleasant  for  your  wife  !  Willingly,  best  xlxel,  will  I 
also  look  at  every  heller,  and  be  as  economical  as  possible  ; 
but  with  all  this,  I  fear  that,  if  we  follow  your  plans,  we 
shall  become  ever  and  ever  more  like  the  gipsy  pair.  Have 
you  considered  that  you  drink  three  cups  of  coffee  every 
morning  ?  And  when  you  were  with  us  one  eveinng,  I  saw 
that  to  three  cups  of  tea  you  did  not  despise  quite  a  profu^o 

supply  of  tea-bread  and  rusks. 
Axel  to  Anna, 

From  this  day  forth,  I  will  eat  oatmeal-porridge  every 
morning  and  every  evening,  drink  egg-beer,  and  soak  brown 
bread  in  it,  if  you  think  the  other  too  dear.  Tou  are  right. 
Besides,  as  a  patriot,  one  must  renounce  all  articles  which 
are  not  produced  by  our  fatherland. 

Agreed,  Anna;  we  eat  for  a  year,  from  this  month  forth, 

every  morning,  a  dish  of  oatmeal-porridge — every  evening  a 
cup  of  egg-beer,  in  our  own  little  paradise.  Besides,  this  is 
far  more  advantageous  for  the  complexion  and  health  than 
all  the  cursed  tea  and  coffee  drinking.  And  should  it  taste 
even  like  Peruvian -bark  and  rhubard — 

Whfn  Hebe  Anna  fills  tlip  cup, 
Axtl,  as  nectar,  will  diiuk  it  up. 
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Anka  to  Axel. 

Oatmeal-porridge  I  cau  only  swallow  wifcli  clifTiciilty  ;  iiud 
egg-beer  is,  once  for  all,  very  disagreeable  to  nie. 

Axel  to  Anxa. 

Who  fears  to  share  with  me  a  dish  of  oatmeal-porridge 
despises   surely  (and   this   I   have  observed  well  from   the 

beginning)  the  little  which  I  have  besides  to  offer — ^my  heart, 
my  hand.    It  is  true  this  is  very  little.    The  fool !  who  could 

be  so  bold  and  believe   but  I  begin  to  see  my  errors. 
Anna  to  Axel. 

If  I  do  not  exactly  fancy  to  eat  oatmeal-porridge  and  egg- 
beer,  that  does  not  prevent  me,  morning  and  evening,  from 
being  able  to  satisfy  myself  with  a  little  cold  milk  instead  of 
coffee  and  tea.  Tes,  a  cup  of  cold  milk  and  a  morsel  of  brown 
bread  will  taste  excellently.  This  is  all  that  I  need. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

The  little  pretty  house  and  the  garden  (which  is  to  be 
some  time)  I  find  exceedingly  agreeable;  yet  you  have,  in 
your  tender  partiality,  conferred  upon  me  a  very  extensive 
power  of  operation.  I  examine  with  trembling  all  the  duties 
which  will  be  imposed  upon  me  in  the  future ;  always  to  be 

clothed  in  white,  and  to  dig  in  the  garden — to  put  in  order, 

to  sweep,  spin,  weave,  cook  in  company  with  a  maid — to 
])lay  upon  the  harp  and  to  sing — to  care  for  everything  in 
the  house,  and  to  be  constantly  with  you  when  you  are  at 
home  (which  we  will  hope  will  be  the  greater  part  of  the 

day) — to  feed  the  fowls,  to  drive  to  the  theatre,  read 
romances  with  you — in  one  word,  represent  six  or  seven 
personages  at  once.  My  good  Axel,  you  will  truly  be  forced 
to  have,  in  future,  some  forbearance,  like  many  others  who 
demand  too  much  from  their  wives. 

Anna  to  Axel.  \_A  dm/  later. 
I  fear  you  are  vexed.  Axel ;  but  this  time,  my  friend,  you 

are  certainly  somewhat  in  the  wrong.  To  share  in  life, 
sorrow  and  joy  with  you,  is,  as  you  know,  my  most  intense 

desire.  Only  on  your  account  I  wish  that  joy  might  pre- 
ponderate;  but  your  picture  of  the  future  gives  me  liitie 

hope  of  this.  You  look  through  a  smoked,  yellow-coloured 
glass,  which  shows  you  the  object  neither  clear  nor  true.  I 
shall  always  tell  you  the  truth,  Axel. 

Anna  to  Axel.  \_A  day  later. 
Meanwhile,  were  it  a  possibility,  and  did  your  uncle  and 

my  aunt  give  their  consent.  I  would  certainly  not  say  "No." 
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We  are  really  so  young,  itud  can  work.  Only  we  nnisi; 

strike  out  of  your  account  this  ever-white  dress,  the  music, 
the  phiy,  and  the  very  agreeable  and  beneficial  reading, 
which,  hovrever,  in  such  narrow  circumstances,  would  steal 
aAvay  too  much  time. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Oatmeal-porridge  tastes  really  not  so  bad,  and  egg-beer 
I  drank  last  evening.  It  does  not  taste  exactly  good ;  but 
perhaps  it  is  wholesome. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

My  angel,  good  Anna,  you  shall  never  either  eat  or  do  the 

least  possible  thing  for  which  you  have  not  a  decided  in- 
clination. I  should  deserve  to  be  condemned  to  bread  and 

water,  if  I  desired  anything  else.  Do  you  see,  heavenly 
maiden,  that  it  was  not  after  all,  such  pure  earnest  with  the 

wooden  bench,  the  single  dish,  and  the  one  servant-maid. 
I  have,  do  you  see,  speculated  upon  my  uncle.  He  will  cer- 

tainly for  decency's  sake,  when  we  help  ourselves  so  excel- 
lently, assist  us  a  little.  My  uncle  is  very  far  from  being 

hard-hearted,  and  besides  he  is  very  fond  of  me,  that  I  know. 
Anna  to  Axel. 

My  aunt  is  also  sometimes  very  good,  and  loves  me  ten- 
derly in  her  way  I  know ;  she  has  given  me  many  proofs  of 

this.     Possibly  she  would  also  do  something  for  us. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

Anna,  we  will  speak  with  our  dear  relatives  ;  shall  we  not  ? 

We  wiU  tell  them  everything.  Should  they  say  "  No" — Anna, 
I  have  your  word ;  you  are  already  mine  before  God,  and 
mine  you  remain,  men  will  not  separate  us !  Tet  we  must 
endeavour  to  move  human  beings  to  be  human. 

Anna  to  Axel, 

Tes,  Axel,  let  us  endeavour  to  soften  the  hearts  of  those 
against  whose  wishes  and  commands  we  neither  may  nor 
should  act.     Tes,  let  us  try  this. 

Axel  to  Anna. — Well,  to-morrow  ! 
Anna  to  Axel. — To-morrow  ! 

Axel  to  Anna.  [A  day  later. 
My  dear  uncle   is   somewhat  cross  this   morning.     The 

coifee  was  cold,  and  the  news  in  the  papers  was  not  according 

to  his  mind.    "  The  rulers  behave  stupidly,"  said  he.    "  I  shall 
take  care  not  to  do  the  same,  I  must  still  wait  some  hours." 

An^a  to  Axel. 

Mv  dear  aunt  is  also  in  an  ill-humour.     She  has  mislaid 
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a  piece  of  money,  and  broken  a  bottle  of  rose-'^ater ;  but  one 
would  believe  I  had  done  it.  For  three  hours,  at  least,  I 

dare  not  say  anything. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

Tlie  whole  forenoon  my  uncle  has  thundered  politics. 
Russia  and  the  whole  Ottoman  empire  have  alternately  come 
upon  the  carpet.  I  have  listened  with  the  most  unwearying 

patience,  and  said  "  Yes,"  "  No,"  "  All  the  better,  dear 
uncle,"  or,  "  All  the  worse,  dear  uncle,"  just  as  was  in  ac- 

cordance with  the  old  man's  ideas.  AVhat  did  this  help  ? 
He  became  ever  more  and  more  jealous  ;  he  turned  towards 
me,  seemed  to  perceive  in  my  person  a  representative  of 
the  Turkish  empire,  fell  in  a  rage,  so  that  I,  in  order  not  to 
receive  blows,  like  the  Sublime  Porte,  was  obliged,  in  all 
haste,  to  make  my  retreat  through  the  door.  I  am  quite 
vexed  about  the  lost  forenoon. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Five  times  this  forenoon  have  I  opened  my  mouth  to  be- 
gin my  little  speech,  and  five  times  have  I  again  closed  it. 

To  have  prayed  for  anything  would  certainly  have  been 
fruitless.  For  my  aunt  sitting  there  in  the  comer  of  her 

sofa,  -with  closely  pressed  together  lips  and  severe  looks, 
appeared  a  living,  Xo  !  But  this  afteruoon  ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

The  old  man  is  now  fast ;  he  shall  not  again  escape.  He 
is  taking  his  afternoon  nap.  I  will  take  great  care  that  he 
neither  goes  out,  nor  that  any  one  comes  in  to  him,  before 

I  have  been  able  to  say :  "  I  love  Anna ;  I  must  have  her 

for  my  wife,  or  die  !" Anna  to  Axel. 

Axel,  how  my  heart  beats  !  My  aunt  also  is  taking  her 
afternoon  rest !  When  she  wakes  I  will  speak  with  her. 
If  she  is  only  not  too  soon  wakened  for  them,  her  temper  is 

not  good — still,  Manette !  Do  not  mew  so,  there  is  the 
cream  for  my  coffee ;  lap  and  be  quiet.  Ah  !  there  buzzes  a 

big  fly — it  will  seat  itself,  perhaps,  upon  her  nose — no — my 
good  angel,  send  it  away !  Good,  she  sleeps  quietly.  But 

yet  she  will  wake  some  time — and  I  shall  speak.  I  tremble 
whilst  I  write. 

Axel,  how  my  heart  beats  !     I  hear  it  throb  !     It  is  pain- 
ful !     Art  thou  also  in  tiie  same  state  of  mind,  Axel  ? 

Axel  to  Anna. 

31y  heart  beats,  certaiulv,  quicker  and  more  poweriaUy 
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than  the  pendulum  of  a  clock  ;  but  I  wish,  did  it  pain  me 
ever  so  much,  that  it  would  beat  as  roughly  as  a  copper- 

smith's hammer,  so  that  my  excellent  uncle,  who  entirely, 
and  wholly  to  pain  and  annoy  me  keeps  sleeping  on,  might  be 
awakened  by  it.  Nothing  is  so  unbearable  as  to  wait,  to  live 
in  uncertainty — to  hold  oneself  ready.  I  have  coughed, 
sung,  made  a  noise  before  hia  door, — all  in  vain  !  As  often 
as  1  listened,  I  have  had  the  vexation  of  hearing  him  snore. 
Had  he  not  locked  himself  in,  one  could  have  entered  easily, 
blundered  over  the  sofa,  or  found  out  some  other  polite 
manner  of  waking  the  sleeper.  But  now  it  is  enough  to 
drive  one  mad.  I  have  the  desire  to  set  my  curtains  on  fire, 
only  to  bring  the  fire  drum  past  his  windows. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Do  not  be  nonsensical.  Axel,  commit  no  folly.  My  aunt 
sleeps  also,  or  pretends  to  do  so  ;  for  as  often  as  I  have  gone 
over  to  her  and  have  looked  at  her,  I  have  seen  her  opened 

ej'es  hastily  close  themselves.  Most  certainly  she  has  re- 
marked that  I  await  her  waking  to  say  something  to  her. 

Does  thy  uncle  still  sleep  ? 
Axel  to  Anna. 

Ever  and  eternally.  His  long  deep  breathing  draws  away  the 
air  from  me  at  the  same  time  ;  it  is  just  as  though  I  found 
myself  in  a  vault.  Does  thy  aunt  still  pretend  to  be  sleeping  ? 

Anna  to  Axel. — StiU.     AVhat  shall  I  do  ? 
Axel  to  Anna. 

Vexation !  Now  he  has  awoke,  and  has  stolen  forth  like  a 
mouse  which  is  afraid  of  the  cat.  I  heard  a  slight  rustle  at 
his  door.  When  I  rushed  out  to  see  what  this  was,  I  heard, 

quite  down  below  on  the  stairs,  a  clip-clap  of  galosches, 
which  in  all  haste  hurried  out  of  the  door.  I  ran  after  him, 

and  cried,  "  Uncle  !  uncle  !  I  have  something  to  say  to  you !" 
"  To-morrow  is  also  a  day  1"  he  answered,  without  looking 
back.  I  am  in  despair.  He  has  remarked  something. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Ah,  Axel !  my  aunt  has  feigned  sleep  until  now.  It  is 
now  late  in  the  evening,  the  worst  time  of  the  day  to  make 
confessions  to  her.  Let  it  then  remain  as  thy  uncle  said, 

"  To-morrow" !"  Ah,  it  seems  to  me  as  though  I  had  gained 
something  by  this  delay. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

A  day  of  fruitless,  painful  waiting, — a  sleepless  night. 
See,  this  is  my  whole  gain  1  But  to-morrow 
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Axel  to  Anna.  [At  miJntght. 
I  cannot  sleep.  Anna,  I  have  dark  forebodings — the  mor- 

row will  bring  us  no  good.  I  have  now  no  inconsiderable 
sum  of  money  in  my  hands.  I  have  sold  something.  Bilt, 
however,  what  has  that  to  do  Avith  the  affair  ?  Anna,  would 
it — if  our — but  it  will  be  best  to  speak  about  this  when  fate 
has  decided. 

I  believe,  my  best  Anna,  the  midnight  hour  shows  nie 
ghosts.  Anna,  I  feel  deeply,  that  if  you  do  not  wander  by 
my  side,  my  whole  life  will  be  only  a  ghost, — that  is,  a  hor- 

rible nothing !  *  ****** 
The  clock  strikes  one,  Anna.  This  stroke  is  our  symbol — 

we  also  are  only  one.  In  the  morning  hour  of  life  we  have 
united  ourselves, — I  know  that  nothing  can  separate  us. 
Wherefore,  then,  do  I  write  so  seriously  ?  Wherefore  am  I 

in  such  a  gloomy  mood  ?***** 
How  slowly  pass  away  the  hours  of  the  night !  Thinking 

of  you,  and  writing  to  you,  I  endeavour  to  give  wings  to  the 
minutes.  Now,  when  every  thing  around  me  is  so  still  and 
peaceful,  I  hear  all  the  more  distinctly  the  storm  within 
me — I  cannot  conceive  how  all  can  be  so  still,  so  silent,  so 
dead.  Is  not  this  the  world — are  not  human  beings  here — 
do  not  passions  wake  in  their  bosoms  ?  Do  I  live  solitary, 
and  have  all  the  spirits  of  disquiet  which  fled  from  reposing 
hearts  assembled  themselves  in  my  breast  ?  My  gentle  Anna, 
I  feel  it  is  a  stormy  ocean  into  which  your  gentle  soul  will 
discharge  itself.     But  then  all  will  attain  rest !  *  * 

I  have  sought  after  peace — in  vain.  Separated  from  you, 
I  shall  find  it  no  more.  The  winged  throbbing  of  the  heart — 
and  every  throb  a  sentiment  —  how  the  minutes  stretch 
themselves  out  into  eternity !  And  every  thing  around  me  is 
80  peaceful.  Listen  !  the  town-clock  strikes  two — will  no- 

thing then  awake  ?  Will  no  pain,  no  love,  no  yearning,  raise 
its  voice  through  the  night  ?  All  is  still — 1  alone  wake — yet 
there  calls  the  watchman ;  but  how  carelessly  he  announces 

to  the  world  that  the  judgment  comes!  *  *  * 
It  13  morning.  The  world  awakes — I  am  no  longer  so 

solitary.  It  is  day  also  in  my  soul, — I  am  peaceful.  The 
hour  is  here.     It  means — now  ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

I  have  received  what  you  have  written  to  me  last  night. 
Axel,  could  you  believe  that  you  alone  were  awake  ?  Did 
you  not  hear  the  beating  of  my  heart  ?     Oh  how  cxtraordi- 
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nary,  that  a  mixture  of  wood,  moss,  and  lime,  which  is  for 
ynu  a  floor  and  for  me  a  ceiling,  should  prevent  two  human 
hearts  from  understanding  each  other !  Ah,  were  this  now 
only  somewhat  farther  off — I  tremble  ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Still  I  have  hope,  beloved,  adored  Anna ;  still  nothing  is 
lost.  This  morning,  whilst  my  uncle  drank  his  coffee,  I  took 
courage,  prayed  to  Grod ;  thought,  Anna !  drew  breath,  and 

went  in  to  him.  "  My  best  uncle!"  I  commenced  quietly 
and  solemnly.  "  My  best  nephew,"  answered  he,  "  what  shall 
'my  best  uncle'  do  V"  "  Tour  goodness — "  "  Now,  what 
then — my  goodness?"  "I  wish — I  have — "  "I  wish — I 
have — nay  that  was  really  excellent!"  (The  old  man  has 
always  had  an  extremely  unpleasant  manner  of  repeating  my 

words,  and  then  they  always  sound  as  stupid  again,  j  "  Dear 
uncle — I  am  in  love  !"  "  In  love  ?  Yes,  that  I  have  easily 
remarked  in  the  jaundiced  complexion  which  thou  hast  had 

this  half-year  past — this  is  the  coloiir  of  love."  "  My  uncle, 
the  weal  or  woe  of  my  whole  life  depends  upon  one  single 

word.   Oh  my  best  uncle,  who   "   Now  came  a  man,  whom 
I  wished  at  the  witch's  mountain,  with  the  papers  into  the 
room.  "  My  son,"  said  my  uncle,  "  come  again  in  a  few 
hours — then  we  can  speak  farther  with  each  other.  Now  I 

must  see  how  affairs  stand  between  Turkey  and  Eussia."  I 
was  precisely  not  in  the  mood  to  wait.  I  took  the  papers, 

stuck  them  in  my  pocket,  and  said  in  a  firm  tone,  "  First, 
uncle,  you  mast  hear  me."  He  stuck  his  fingers  in  his  ears, 
fixed  his  eyes  upon  me  like  two  claws,  and  cried,  "  Not  one 
word,  not  a  breath !  Give  me  the  papers  this  moment,  or  I 

will  never  listen  to  thee  again."  1  cried,  and  cried  ag?in 
still  louder.  At  length  I  must,  like  a  little  west-wind,  give 
way  to  the  storm  of  the  north.  My  uncle  became  again  kind, 
and  I  went  my  way ;  for  he  would  neither  have  heard  noi 
understood  me,  as  he  had  fixed  his  eyes  upon  his  dear  papers 
A-n  hour  will  soon  have  passed ;  yet  another,  and  then  I  go 
Oh  my  Anna,  my  only  one ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Turks  and  Russians,  Russians  and  Turks,  what  are  they 
and  their  interests  to  me  ?     Straw — paper-cuttings  ;  and  on 
their  account  must  I  sit  here,  as  in  a  fiery  furnace.     Ah ! — 
now,  Anna ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

It  is  past!     All  is  lost — ^not  a  spark  of  hope  reirains — 1 
auuot  see  what  I  write. 
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Anxa  to  Axel. 

And  for  me  also — I  received  a  round  "  No" — and  in  ?ueh 
hard  terms  !  Oh,  Axel !  now  I  feel  for  the  iirst  time  how  un- 

speakably I  love  you ! 
Axel  to  Anna. 

To  humble  me !  To  threaten  me  !  "  Ridiculous — ^nonsen- 

sical !"  To  threaten  to  turn  me  out  of  doors — me — yes, 
people  don't  know  me ! Anna  to  Axel. 

My  aunt  will  marry  me  in  a  short  time — but  not  to  you. 
"This  man,"  said  she,  "has  his  own  house,  his  own  equipage, 
and  is  besides  a  respectable  man."     I  was  forced  to  laugh, 
Axel.     I  have  said  to  her — thou,  or  no  one  ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Anna,  let  us  fly !  Let  us  escape  from  these  tyrants  who 
will  murder  our  happiness !  The  earth  is  large,  a  little 
corner  upon  it  can  certainly  be  found  for  us.  All  human 
beings  are  not  barbarians.  Tou  are  mine.  I  conjure  you,  I 
command  you,  to  follow  me.  To-morrow,  more  about  this. 
Hold  yourself  ready.  My  determination  is  irresistible.  We  fly! 

Anna  to  Axel. 
Axel,  no !     This  would  be  wrong.     Axel,  reflect.     Axel, 

my  friend,  my  beloved,  calm  yourself,  for  my  sake ! 
Axel  to  Anna. 

Place  yourself  this  evening,  between  ten  and  eleven,  at  the 
door  which  leads  into  the  neighbouring  lane.  Be  quiet.  All 
is  ready,  I  have  money.  Tou  are  under  my  protection  ;  you 
go  with  ME  ;  your  duty  is  only  to  follow  me.  Between  teu 
and  eleven. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

No,  Axel !  It  is  wrong,  it  is  unwise.  "W^e  sin  against  the laws  of  God  and  man  in  order  to  plunge  ourselves  in  misery. 
I  love  you  above  every  thing ;  but  I  need  not,  and  will  not, 
follow  you  when  you  do  not  remain  upon  the  good  and  right 
path.  And  were  there  no  other  obstacle,  this  is  sufficient 
for  me.  My  aunt  is  sickly  and  old,  she  has  only  me.  I  will 
not  leave  her  thus.  Axel,  come  to  reflection — I  pray,  I 
beseech  you ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

It  is  then  you,  you  who  will  not — who  refuse,  who  break — 
you,  whom  I  believed  mine  !  Anna,  Anna,  will  you  deceive 
me  or  yourself?  That  rich,  that  estimable  man — is  it  not 
on  his  account  that  you  despise  me  and  my  poverty  ?     Is  he 
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not  at  this  moment  with  you — he — this  man — this  detested 
Emil?    Answer,  Anna! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

I  cannot  answer  to  sucli  a  question.  Axel,  I  love,  I  pity 
you.  Axel,  be  the  man  who  is  worthy  to  be  everything  to  a 
woman.  Be  strong  for  her  sake,  be  pure  in  thoughts  as  in 
wishes.  Oh,  Axel,  my  only,  my  beloved  friend,  be  my  sup- 

port, be  a  model  to  me  in  this  difficult  hour.  Set  me  an 
example  of  submission,  not  to  a  stern  and  blind  fate,  but  to 
the  ordination  of  an  All-wise  Father,  under  whose  support 
we  always  wander,  let  things  be  calm  or  desperate  as  they 
may.  Have  patience ;  we  are  yet  indeed  so  young ;  let  ua 
wait ;  let  us  be  patient ;  everything  may  yet  turn  to  good. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Tou  are  very  calm,  very  discreet,  very  patient,  quite  satis- 
fied.    I  understand  you — Anna,  Anna ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

"What  shall  I  say  to  calm  you,  to  make  you  satisfied?     I, love  you  indescribably.  Axel ;  but  for  that  very  reason  will  I 
be  worthy  of  you.     Does  a  woman,  indeed,  ever  preserve  the 
esteem  of  a  lover  who  submits  blindly  to  his  passion  ? 

Imagine,  Axel,  that  you  are  some  years  older  than  you 
are  (that  can  appear  natural  enough  when  one  is  unhappy 
and  in  suffering,  the  minutes  are  then  long,  and  bring  ex- 

periences as  if  they  were  years) ;  imagine  that  I  am  your 
daughter,  what  would  you  now  say  to  me  ?  Would  you  not 
speak  to  me  admonishingly  ?  Destroy  not  for  the  petty 

felicity  of  one  moment  the  whole  life's  happiness  of  yourself 
and  your  friend.  Be  calm,  wait  for  the  time,  that  is  often 
the  only  thing,  and  the  most  prudent  thing,  which  a  person 
can  do.  He  whom  you  love  so  inwardly,  so  inexpressibly, 
will  sometime  do  justice  to  her  who  would  rather  suffer  for 
him,  through  him,  than  pollute  a  heart  which  is  consecrated 
to  him  and  virtue,  by  an  impure  thought,  an  action — a  crime 
against  duty. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Not  a  word  from  you?  My  Axel!  can  you  really  be  dis- 
satisfied with  me  ?  Tes,  Axel,  I  am  calm — because  I  am 

resigned — but  happy  ?  ah,  that  is  past ! 
Will  you  not  say  one  kind  word  to  me  ?  I  need  it  so  much. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Axel,  Axel,  what  wild  demons  must  now  be  raging  in  your 

soul !     Axel,  pray !     Do  you  know  at  whose  word  the  agi- 
2  K 
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tated  waves  of  the  sea  became  calm  ?     "  And  it  waa  still." 
Pray  to  Him ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Oh,  heavens !    I  am  uneasy  beyond  all  description !    Axel, 
could  I  only  see  you  for  a  few  minutes !     How  unhappy  you 
must  be !  Axel,  how  culpable  you  are  if  you  despair,  if  you  for 
one  moment  could  forget,  would  forget,  that  Anna  loves  you. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Do  you  know,  Axel,  what  a  woman's  love  means  ?     Do 
you  know  that  which  she  says  in  the  words — /  love  thee  ? 
Listen,  Axel !    Your  life  is  mine  ;  your  virtue,  my  honour ; 
your  sorrow,  your  joy,  are  mine  ;  your  strength,  my  support ; 
your  courage,  my  hope— but  your  fall,  your  disgrace— my  deatli ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Axel — Axel — I  know  it,  you  have   not   come  home  for 
three  nights.     I  have  listened ;  your  foot  during  these  has 
never  trodden  that  chamber.     I  saw  you  yesterday  evening 
from  the  window ;  your  look  was  wild ;  your  whole  being 
disturbed;  your  gait  uncertain.     Where  do  you  go.  Axel  ? 
Oh,  do  not  turn  from  me !     Only  upon  the  path  of  duty  and 
of  patience  can  you  find  Anna.     Axel,  Axel,  turn  back ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Axel,  turn  back !     I  cannot,  I  will  not  lose  you !     Listen 
to  me !     See,  I  weep,  the  tears  wet  the  paper ;  see  these 
tears — they  dim  my  eyes — my  Axel,  turn  back ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

I  will  cast  no  reproaches  on  you — fear  not  one  word,  which 
you  would  not  hear,  not  one  look  which  you  would  not  wish 
to  see.     I  am  really  your  friend,  your  bride — shall  be  perr 
haps  sometime  your  wife — Axel,  think  on  that — sometime 
your  wife ! 

Axel  to  Anna. — Never — never — never! 
Anna  to  Axel. 

On  your  breast  will  I  lean  and  pray — for  my  sake — forgive 
yourself!     Let  you  have  done  whatever  you  may — my  Axel 
— ^I  still  love  you !     Tours  I  am,  yours  I  remain  to  be ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Never — never  more!     I  am  unworthy  of  you,  Anna!     I 
have  forgotten — forgotten  all — you — ^myself — God  !     I  have 
gambled! — Ha,  the  tempter,  the  treacherous  friend!     I  have 
lost  everything  which  I  possess — still  more  than  I  possess — • 
the  property  of  otiiers.     I  must  fly  my  country.     Do  not 
lean  on  my  breast — a  hell  is  there — do  not  seize  ray  baud— 
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it  is  bloody.     Farewell!     Die,  poor  maiden,  if  you  can.     I 
— cannot  die! 

Axel  to  xA-nna. 

I  had  tardened  myself  against  all  your  love,  against  all 
your  tenderness — had  left  your  letters  unopened.  Now  I 
have  opened  them — in  order  to  allow  some  fire-drops  yet  to 
run  on  the  burning  glow  of  my  despair — in  order,  if  pos- 

sible, to  become  insane.  It  became  otherwise — now  the 
loving  words  throng  beneficially  about  my  soul,  like  tlie 
evening  dew  upon  the  hard,  parched  earth.  Anna,  you  shall 
not  despair  on  my  account — I  myself  will  not  despair.  I 
have  erred  grievously — I  will  sufier,  and  be  reconciled.  What 
caused  my  error  ?  I  know  not — despair — jealousy — hell ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

You  will  not  say  a  word  to  me  !  But,  indeed,  am  I  woi'tliy 
of  it?  Can,  indeed,  the  pure  angel  of  heaven  speak  to  the 
son  of  crime  ?  To-morrow  evening  I  shall  set  off.  A  letter 
will  inform  my  uncle  of  everything.  He  will  not  refuse  his 
forgiveness  to  his  unhappy  nephew  who  lias  fled  his  country. 
Forgiveness  I — ^that  is  the  highest  for  which  I  can  now  hope. 
Forgiveness  t  what  a  word ; — ^liow  blessed,  to  those  who  are 
forgiven  !  I  beseech  my  uncle  to  disinherit  me,  and  thereby 
to  pay  my  debts.  I  fear  that  he  will  not  do  tlie  latter.  Anna 
— ^in  my  madness  I  borrowed  a  considerable  sum  from  a  friend, 
who  is  not  rich,  and  has  a  wife  and  several  little  children. 

He  loved  me,  he  trusted  me,  he  gave  me  all  which  he  pos- 

sessed ;  I  deceived  him — I  gambled  away  his  little  children's 
clothes  and  food.  Now,  Avould  tliat  I  could  pay  him  with 
my  blood  !     Remorse,  thou  who  with  tiger-claws  rendest  my 
heart,  what  good  dost  thou  do  him   ? 

Axel  to  Anna; 

I  have  erred  grievously — have  deserved  heavy  punishment. 
I  will  accuse  myself  before  you — I  must  do  it.  1  knew  that 
I  sinned,  and  sinned  nevertheless.  It  is  past,  peace  is  gone — 
the  time  is  gone  when  I  knew  not  remorse.  In  my  rage  for 
my  losses,  I  challenged  my  fortimate  opponent.  I  wounded 
liim  dangerously — almost  mortally.  He  was  carried  home 
to  his  mother — to  his  old  mother !  He  was  her  darling — 
her  only  child, — perhaps  she  may  die, — well  for  her  I 

Anna  to  Axel. — Axel,  pray  !     Let  us  pray  ! 
Axel  to  Anna. 

I  cannot — cannot  now.  I  see  him — them — the  hnngry 
httie  ones — their  deceived  father.     Oh,  what  am  i  become ! 



500  AXEL  AND  ANNA. 

Xow  I  am  rather  better.  Pray  for  me,  Anna  !  I  believe 

in  the  power  of  intei'cession.  I  am  not  worthy  to  pray.  Ton 
are  pure  and  good.  This  next  night  I  shall  set  off !  I  shall 
go  towards  Grermany — towards  North  Germany.  I  shall  try 
to  get  a  situation  •  something  may  turn  up  for  me  to  do. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

My  eyes  burn — sleep  flies  them — that  is  no  wonder.  If  I 
could  only  weep  !  but  that  is  too  good  for  me.  I  have  some- 

thing upon  my  heart  which  burdens,  which  gnaws  it — that  is 
the  pang  of  conscience.  Anna,  if  you  would  lay  your  hand 
upon  my  breast — but  am  I  really  worthy  to  have  this  alleviation. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Here,  Axel,  take  these  opium-drops,  they  will  give  you 
rest  and  sleep.  Anna  prays  for  you ;  Anna  weeps  for  you ; 
Anna  loves  you. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

I  have  also  a  little  sister — a  suffering  child — my  father 
prayed  me,  upon  his  deathbed,  to  take  care  of  her.  I  add  her 
address ;  when  you  can  go  to  her — tell  her,  that  her  poor 
brother — teU  her,  that  he  is  dead.  The  ring  which  I  enclose 
will,  if  it  be  sold,  suffice  for  some  months  to  pay  for  her 
board.  Wlien  I  can,  I  will  send  her  more,  but  through  you. 
Thanks,  affectionate,  good  angel,  for  that  which  you  have  sent 

up.  To-night— in  a  few  hours— I  shall  set  off"— away  from  you! Axel  to  Anna. 

In  two  hours  I  shall  set  off".  Clothes  which  I  have  sold 
have  obtained  money  for  my  journey.  Anna,  you  have  been 
my  guardian-angel.  I  also  have  now  been  able  to  pray — I 
am  quiet,  resigned — I  will  sufter  and  conciliate  ;  I  will  again 
l^ave  hopes  of  myself.  You  have  not  given  me  up,  God  wiU 
forgive  me.  I  will  live,  that  I  may  become  worthy  of  this. 
I  must  now  take  leave  of  you — of  you,  that  is  to  say,  of 
liappiness — and  of  everything  which  makes  life  dear  to  me. 
But  it  is  all  my  own  fault.  In  this  solemn  moment,  when  I 
am  about  to  take  a  long,  perhaps  an  eternal  farewell  of  you, 
I  will  lay  open  my  whole  soul  before  you.  What  I  say  to 
you  is  the  truth,  it  will  be  a  comfort  to  you,  and  will  pre- 

serve your  peace  at  a  time  when  Axel  will  be  so  far  removed 
from  you.  I  believe  on  God,  the  Merciful,  All-wise  and  Om- 

nipresent. I  am  a  Christian,  according  to  my  belief;  that 
my  future  actions  may  testify  to  this  belief,  let  us  both  pray 
— to  Him  who  gives  the  power !  I  believe  that  you,  my 
Anna,  love  me — aud  that,  wherever  my  restless  existeuca 
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tnay  be  cast  upon  the  earth,  one  heart  will  feel  with  uie,  one 
thought  will  follow  me.  The  sweet  consciousness  of  tho 
steady  presence  of  an  angel !  This  firm  belief  will  siistain- 
ingly  unite  itself  in  my  heart  with  the  remembrance  of  my 
transgression — my  crimes — will  steel  it  against  temptations, 
and  will  form  out  of  me  that  improved  person  whom  Anna 
could  love. 

Axel  to  Anna.     \_Ualfan  hour  later. 
I  have  not  yet  besought  you  to  forgive  me,  and  yet  have 

done  you  so  much  wrong.  Axel,  weak  and  violent,  was  not 
worthy  of  you,  Anna.  Pardon  him,  however;  m  one  thing 
he  was  strong — in  his  love — and  this  will  endure  in  his  breast 
to  his  last  breath.  Forgive  him  all  your  tears — see,  mine 
flow — M'elcome,  you  companions  of  misfortune,  bathe  her 
feet !  Tears  of  repentance,  of  love,  of  pain,  and  of  joy — flow, 
flow ;  that  which  ye  can  win,  is  forgiveness  !  Tour  lock  of 
hair — may  I  keep  it  ?  I  will  bear  it  upon  my  heart;  and  a 
stranger,  wandering  solitarily  about  the  world,  I  shall  still 
have  something  with  me  that  will  speak  to  me  of  the  angel 
who  was  mine.  TVas  mine — is  mine  no  longer!  I  have  still 
one  word  to  say — my  last  word — ah,  a  heavy  word !  Anna, 
you  are  free  !  I  have  no  longer  a  right  over  your  hand.  Axel's 
honour  is  stained,  Anna  is  free  !  I  return  your  ring.  Now 

all  is  at  an  end  !  \_Eleven  o'clock. 
The  hour  is  come.  I  have  stood  at  the  window  and  con- 

templated the  heavens.  The  stars  sparkle  brightly — brightly 
as  on  that  evening — you  still  remember  it  ?  when  we  ex- 

changed rings,  looked  up  to  heaven,  and  were  blessed  as 
angels.  The  evening  star  shone  then  upon  us  mildly  and 
clearly.  Now  and  then,  Anna,  when  mournful  memories  of 
departed  hours  may  not  be  unwelcome  to  yen,  then  glance 
upward  to  this  star,  and  think  on  Axel.  Often  in  lonely 
nights  will  his  glance  in  joy  and  sorrow  be  riveted  upon  it. 

The  minutes  speed  on.  God  bless  you,  my  Anna,  may  his 
angels  defend  thee !  Sweden  shall,  please  God,  one  day  see 
again  a  worthier  son.  Oh  my  country  !  may  I  in  the  bosom 
of  thy  earth,  which  bore  my  cradle,  find  my  grave,  which 
Anna  will  wet  with  a  tear.  My  youth,  my  joy,  my  country, 
my  Anna — ah  1  all,  all — farewell ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Axel,  best  Axel,  do  not  set  off"  to-night !  Do  not  set  o0 
to-night,  upon  my  knees  I  pray  this  from  you.  Remain  yet 
one  day — on  the  following  night  you  may  set  otT,  if  in  the 
mean  time  things  do  not  chanije — I — ah^  1  dare  not  give  you 
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Iiopes,  Avliich  may  be  easily  deceived ;  but  perliapp,  oh  Axel, 

iH'iliaps  we  may  liiid  means  to  pay  your  debts.  Delay  only 
this  one  day,  Anna  prays  you. 

Axel  to  Axka. 

AYhy  delay  ? — that  for  -which  you  hope  is  an  impossibility 
— ah,  you  know  not  what  it  is  to  delay  wlien  everything 
so   it  is  as  if  in  the  deatli-strugc;!©  one  would  defer  the 
end.  And  why  ?  for  an  impossibility  !  Yet  once  more  these 

painful  feelings — yet  once  more  to  take  leave ! !  But  you 
wish  it ! 

Axel  to  A>'>'a. 
Vliy  do  you  not  write  ?  The  hours  creep  on  so  slowly.  I 

suffer  grievously,  but  the  thought  that  you  have  willed  it  does 
me  good. 

Axel  to  A>">'a. 
Xot  a  word  from  you  !     AVh at  can  it  mean?     It  is  already 

evening — a  portentous  and  stormy  evening — Anna,  in  my 
heart  it  is  still  more  portentous.  Write  a  pacifying  word  to  me. 

Axel  to  Anxa. 

Mv  soul  is  so  unhappy — so  irritable, — I  have  suffered  so 
mueli,  I  suffer  still  infinitely.  All  wild  tormenting  spirits 
are  still  so  near  to  me  ;  oh  fear  to  provoke  them !  Ajina, 

say  one  word  to  me ! 
Axel  to  Axxa. 

And  yet  I  icilJ,  I  must,  seek  for  peace  with  you.      STou 

cannot  deceive  me.    Yes,  I  feel  it, — you  might  murder  me — 
I  would  kiss  the  dagger  and  still  believe  on  you. 

Axel  to  A>'>'a. 
Lieutenant  Papperto  is  with  you!  How  can  he  go  so 

often,  when  I  find  it  impossible  to  obtain  an  entrance — and 
at  the  same  time  so  late?  Why  is  he  with  you?  Is  it  he 
who  will  pay  my  debts  ;  or,  perhaps,  you  and  he  together  ? 
I  am  really  extremely  affected  ! 

Axel  to  A>>'a. 
Anna,  I  confide  in  you — yes,  1  confide  in  you, — although 

— but  I  am  unhappy,  in  despair, — tell  me  what  you  do,  Avhat 
you  wish  ? 

Axel  to  A>">'a. 
I  have  been  told  that  Lieutenant  Papperto,  has  resigned 

in  your  favour  a  considerable  property  w  hich  had  been  left  to 

you  in  common  by  a  near  relation — a  relation,  heaven  knows 
wlio  it  was;  for  my  part,  God  himself  be  with  usi  I  have 
been  told  that  you  eMibraced  Lieutenant  Papperto — that  you 
wept  in  his  arms,  on  liis  bosom.     1  have  been  told  that  you 
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nre  betrothed.  A  busy  friend  has  hastened  to  gladden  me 
with  these  tidings.  Is  it  true,  Anna  ?  Death  and  the  devil, 
is  it  true  ? 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Anna,  if  you  are  thus — it"  you  have  tlius  forsaken  me — • 
yourself — what  will  become  of  me,  Anna?     In  whom  shall  I 
still  believe? 

Axel  to  Anna. 
Tour  silence  is  an  answer.  Then  it  is  true.  Ha,  woman, 

woman  !  Snake,  monster  !  Oh,  where  can  I  find  the  true  ex- 
pression ?  AVhere  can  I  get  words  to  describe  my  feelings  ? 

Detestable  payment  of  my  debts  !  Payment  with  the  selling 
of  a  soul.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! — Do  you  understand  me  ?  1 

write  down  my  laughter — ha,  ha,  ha  !  Thus  I  shall  set  oft' 
ou  my  journey,  rich  in  sad  experience.  It  is  now  night — 

the  hour  is  come — hurrah !  "Welcome  storm-wind,  which 
salutes  my  forehead  as  a  brother,  and  dances  upon  my  noc- 

turnal way.  Tes,  nocturnal,  nocturnal !  FareweD,  Anna,  I 
leave  you  my  cur   .     I  pity  you  ! 

-Anna  to  Axel. 

Axel,  Axel,  stay  !  Ah,  forgive  !  I  could  not  write  earlier. 
The  brightest  light  suddenly  in  the  deepest  darkness — that 
would  be  too  much — I  could  not  bear  it.  Emil  is  a  noble 

man — I  have  embraced  him — but  for  your  sake.  I  can  now 
no  more.     I  am  thine.  Axel,  thine  ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

I  am  very  ill.     Oh,  I  never  thought  that  happiness  could 
be  so  oppressive — I  am  not  able  to  bear  it.     Axel,  we  are 
rich  1     Lieutenant  Papperto  will  imite  us,  will  move  our  re- 

lations.    L   ,  whom  you  wounded,  will  not  die.     Your 
debts  will  be  paid — all  will  be  good.  Poor  Axel,  how  I  liave 

pitied  you  !  ]j'orgive  me  all  your  disquiet,  your  despair.  I 
was  not  in  a  state  to  give  you  an  explanation  such  as  you 
ought  to  have  had,  and  as  you  desired. 

Anna  to  Axel.  [A  day  later. 
My  illness  increases,  but  I  am  perfectly  conscioxis.  I  draw 

together  my  bed-curtains,  say  that  I  will  sleep,  but  write  ta 
you.  I  fear,  however,  that  it  will  be  illegible.  If  I  die, 

then  I  can  and  will  leave  my  property  to  you.  "With  one part  of  it,  pay  your  debts ;  with  the  rest,  seek  to  make  your- 
self, and  others,  happy  ;  but  never  play.  Axel,  never  more  ! 

Anna  to  Axel.  \A  day  later. 
Prepare  yoxirself  for  all,  my  friend;  I  have,  perhaps,  only 

one  day  longer  to  live.     Axel,   do  not  give  yourself  up  to 
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despair.  I  will  never  leave  you.  You  will  not  wander 
lonesome  through  the  world,  whether  you  meet  with  joy  or 
sorrow  ;  your  Anna  will  invisibly  attend  you,  true  as  when 
she  yet  wore  your  ring,  as  a  child  of  heaven,  still  the  bride 
of  her  Axel.  Ought,  indeed,  two  souls,  which  have  once 

found  each  other,  ever  to  become  separated  by  anything  ? 
Should  two  flames,  which  have  united,  part  and  burn  each 

for  itself  ?  Oh  no  !  my  spirit  will  float  around  you — ^be  near 
to  you — attend  you  ever.  Tou  will  feel  it  near  to  you,  de- 

licious as  a  breath  of  spring,  or  as  the  fragrance  of  flowers — 
or  as  a  caress,  a  kiss,  pure  and  gentle  as  a  moonbeam.  When 
you  feel  yourself  good,  strong;  or  when  you  feel  yourself 

happy,  consoled,  or  full  of  hope,  or  only  calm, — then  think 
that  your  Anna  is  near  you. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Now,  for  the  first  time,  now  I  understand  that  glorious 
apparition  which  so  aflfected  me.  The  angels  of  faith,  of  love, 
and  of  hope,  beside  a  grave,  illumined  by  the  glorious  sun  of 
Grod.  It  has  reference  to  you,  my  Axel.  From  the  quiet 
grave,  where  Anna  will  soon  repose,  will  these  three  show 
you  the  way  home,  where  she  awaits  you. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

My  consciousness  begins  to  be  confused.  Tet  a  few  words 
to  you,  my  Axel,  although  I  do  not  know  whether  I  have 
not  already  written  them.  I  have  left  my  property  to  you. 
I  could  do  so  according  to  law  and  right.     With  one  part 

thereof,  you  must  pay  your  debts       My  Axel,  do  not 
gamble  again.  AVith  the  remainder,  you  must  make  yourself 
and  others  happy.     If  you  marry,  be  a  good  husband.     Not 

violent       Not  jealous      Not  a  gambler      A  wife 
sufiers  much  from  these  failings.     It  is  wrong  and  cruel  to 
distress  her  who  looks  for  her  entire  happiness  from  you. 
Be  good  to  the  poor.     Be  unjust  to  no  one.    Tight  no  duels. 
Blood  demands  blood.     Fear  God.     Think  on  Anna  ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

That  which  I  shall  now  do  I  tell  you  beforehand,  that  you 
may  be  prepared  for  it,  and  not  be  shocked.  I  shall  come 

down  to  you — knock  down  the  drawing-room  door — knock 
down  all  the  doors,  if  they  are  locked — knock  everybody 
down,  or  dead,  who  will  keep  me  back — go  in,  and  seat 
myself  near  you,  that  I  may,  with  the  strength  of  a  despair 

which  will  compel  f;ite  to  my  side  and  conquer  death  itself,  re- 
tain your  angel  soul  in  your  angel  body.  I  follow  these lines. 
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Axel  to  Anna.         {Three  days  later. 

I  came  to  you,  Anna,  ■wild,  in  nameless  despair — saw  you 
■ — was  calm,  and  learned  to  pray.  I  saw  you  almost  about 
to  leave  me,  and  to  depart  to  a  better  home,  which  is  so  well 
known  to  you,  but  from  which  I  was  excluded, — and  was 
able  again  to  pray.  Tou  are  again  given  to  me — to  earth 
and  to  me.  And  now,  angel  of  heaven,  teach  me  to  pray — - 
and  to  give  thanks. 

Axel  to  Anna.  \_A  day  later. 
They  will  not  allow  me  to  be  with  you ;  you  require  rest, 

they  say.  Yes,  my  Anna,  I  confess  that  my  nature  has  no 
resemblance  to  the  west  wiud ;  but  it  shall  ever  more  and 
more  acquire  it.  Your  last  letter,  my  Anna,  shall  always 
rest  on  my  heart ;  like  a  talisman,  it  shall  there  operate 
against  all  that  is  evil,  and  for  all  that  is  good.  I  have  em- 

braced Emil  as  my  benefactor  and  friend.     We  have  been 
together  to-day,  to  L   ,  my  opponent,  and  the  victim  of  my 
fury.  He  is  out  of  all  danger.  I  turned  to  his  mother  with 
the  difiicultword|)ar(io«  (which,  alas,  is  now  become  customary 
to  me),  and  L   and  I  have  shaken  hands  and  promised 
never  to  play  again.       .  . 

^    J    ̂   Axel  to  Anna. 

Through  the  care  of  the  noble-minded  Emil  are  my  debts 
already  paid.  Oh,  I  am  not  worthy  of  my  happiness !  It 
weighs  upon  me, — it  almost  weighs  me  down.  If  I  for  one 
year  were  a  Trappist,  were  to  wear  a  hair  shirt,  were  to 
scourge  myself  a  little  every  day,  to  lie  upon  nails,  to  go 
about  silently  and  with  eyes  cast  down,  not  to  see  the  sun, 
and  to  dig  my  own  grave, — then  I  fancy  I  should  gain  a 
little  courage  to  become  happy.  I  said  this  also  in  the  ful- 

ness of  my  heart  to  Emil.  He  laughed,  and  asked  whether, 
as  the  beginning  of  my  designed  penance,  I  would  not  impose 

upon  myself  the  not  seeing  Anna  again  for  a  month's  time. 
It  would  be  just  as  good  to  bury  me  at  once  !  Anna,  you  are 
my  life,  my  all.  The  austerity  of  the  Trappist  life  is  nothing, 

all  physical  martyrdom  is  mere  child's  play ;  but  not  to  see 
you — that  is  martyrdom,  that  is  death  ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

I  would  tliat  I  could  with  my  breath  suck  up  the  time, 
and  thereby  bring  on  the  quicker  the  moment  when  I  may 
again  see  you ;  and  yet  I  enjoy  drop  by  drop  this  time,  of 
which  every  minute  conveys  to  you  more  power  of  life,  more 
strength.  Fear  not  my  presence,  my  dear  Anna ;  I  will  be 
quiet,  calm,  immovable  as  your  clock,  if  I  might  only  reckon 
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the  hours  bj  it  near  to  you.  I  want  to  see  what  tliey  give 
you,  and  how  they  nurse  you.  Do  not  take  auy  more  medi- 

cine ;  it  does  no  good  when  people  are  getting  better,  except- 

ing that  it  spoils  one's  teeth,  and  teaches  one  to  make  faces. 
Do  not  take  anything  but  what  is  agreeable  to  you,  let 
people  say  what  they  may ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

"Wait,  and  wait,  and  wait,  for  ever !  You  good  people,  who 
so  calmly  and  so  immovably  admonish  to  patience,  and  wait- 

ing, and  quietness.  Heaven  must  have  made  you,  in  its  anger, 
out  of  so  much  earth,  that  you  cannot  conceive  to  yourselves 
an  idea  of  fire  and  air.  Tour  barometer,  which  perpetually 
stands  at  the  monotonous  height  of  steady  and  fine  weather, 
has  not  the  least  thing  in  common  with  that  which  for  ever 
falls  and  rises  in  sensitive  hearts — ^from  repose  to  storm — 
from  sunshine  to  rain.  Grod  bless  you,  ye  good  folks  !  I  am 
sorry  for  you  wath  my  whole  heart. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

It  is  you,  Anna,  whom  1  have  to  thank,  that  I  no  longer 
feel  those  oppressive  pangs,  those  gnawings  of  conscience. 
Fear  not,  my  Anna,  that  although  the  consequences  of  my 
transgressions — crimes  they  were — through  the  mercy  of 
God,  were  so  soon  abrogated — fear  not  that  the  remembrance 
will  ever  be  extinguished  in  my  soul.  I  shall  never  forget 
them ! — I  will  remind  myself  every  moment  how  fervently  I 
must  strive  after  making  you  forget  what  I  once  was.  My 
gentle  Anna,  thou  only  shalt  forget  it. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

I  can  hold  the  pen  once  more ! — can  again  write  to  Axel — 
my  Axel !    Yet  you  must  not  come  down  to  me  ;  I  am  still  too 
weak.     To  see  you  again,  with  the  full  consciousness — with 
the  full  feeling  of  our  happiness — for  that  I  am  still  too  weak. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

My  thanks,  Axel,  for  the  flowers,  fruit,  and  all  which  you 
have  sent  to  me.  My  chamber  now  resembles  a  beautiful 
garden.  My  aunt,  to  be  sure,  is  not  satisfied  with  this 
cliange ;  but  she  does  not  trust  herself  to  say  one  word 
against  it.  Ever  since  the  moment  when  you  from  the  sill 
of  my  chamber-door  set  her  up  aloft  on  the  bookcase,  and 
besought  her  to  be  quiet,  has  she  had  such  a  panic  fear  of 
you  that  she  never  ventures  to  touch  anything  which  conies 
from  you.  She  seems  to  dread  that  an  electrical  spark  mnV 
start  forth  from  the  tiling  which  you  have  handled.  ^\s  far 
aa  concerns  myself,  I  find  the  flowers  so  beautiful,  the  fruit 
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80  good,  tliat  I  see  myself  surrounded  by  them  with  the  most 
heartfelt  satisfaction,  although  they  come  from  the  wild, 
violent  Axel.  Axel,  we  have  been,  however,  unjust  towards 
our  relations.  We  wished  to  plunge  into  misery — they  wished 
to  hinder  our  doing  so.  Were  they  wrong  in  doing  so  ? 
They  were  perhaps  too  stern,  but  their  intention  was  good. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Tou  are  worse  to-day,  Eosina  tells  me — the  strong  smell 
of  the  flowers.  Oh !  I,  bird  of  ill  luck !  Pull  them  out,  and 
fling  all  the  pots  out  of  the  window,  this  very  moment,  other- 

wise I  shall  come  and  do  it  myself.  Anna,  may  I  ?  Anna, 
let  me  come!  Anna  to  Axel. 

Out  of  compassion  for  the  heads  of  the  poor  passers-by, 
and  out  of  justice  to  the  innocent  flower-pots  themselves, 
they  are  not  thrown  out  of  the  window,  but  only  carried  out 
into  another  room  ;  where  I,  for  the  flrst  time,  will  again  see 
my  Ajsel,  when  I  have  strength  enough  for  it.  Tou  may  not 
come  to  me.  In  the  mean  time,  be  quite  easy  about  me — I 
am  now  well  again.       ̂ ^^^  ̂ ^  ̂ ^^^ 

Now  God  be  praised  ! — that  is  all  I  can  say.     Should  not 
you,  however,  take  a  strengthening  medicine  ?     Ask  the  doc- 

tor, dearest  Anna.     Or  it  is  the  best  that  I  should  speak 
with  him  when  he  comes  from  you — ^the  happy  fellow  ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

We  shall  see  whether  you  recognise  me.  Axel,  when  you 
see  me   again.     I   am  very  much  changed  by  my  illness  ; 
thin,  pale,  with  sunken  eyes  and  cheeks ;  not  any  longer 
pretty,  no  longer  like  the  Crown  Princess  in  the  least. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Look,  Anna,  I  imagine  to  myself  that  you  are  become  lame 

— that  your  eyes  are  little  and  squinting  like  your  aunt's — 
that  your  nose  is  flat,  your  teeth  black,  your  hands  green, 
your  feet  big.  I  imagine  to  myself  that  my  Anna  is  become 
thus  through  my  fault ;  my  Anna,  with  her  angel-heart,  her 
heavenly  goodness.  And  at  the  feet  of  this  Anna,  I  long,  I 
burn  with  impatience,  to  throw  myself,  and  to  say  to  her — 

"  Anna,  I  am  unworthy  of  you,  but  I  love  you  indescribably. 
Despise  me  not — thrust  me  not  away — ^love  me  for  my  love's 
sake.  Be  again  poor — ^but  be  mine ;  and,  as  a  begging- 
gipsy,  I  will  nevertheless  every  day  of  my  life  thank  heaven 
and  you  for  a  happiness  whose  excess  I  am  unable  to  bear. 

Anna  to  Ax:el. 
Oh,  fanatic  !  I  fear  your  wings  will  not  carry  you  far.     lie 
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calm  in  the  mean  time — you  will  not  be  so  severely  tried. 
Anna  is  no  longer  lovely — sho  does  not  however  look  thus. 
But  Axel,  when  will  jou  be  less  violent,  less  eccentric,  when 
more  reasonable  ? 

Axel  to  Anna. 

When  you  are  my  wife ;  when  I  see  you,  hear  you,  am 
with  you  every  day,  every  hour.  Yet  that  which  I  lately 

wrote  was  no  exaggeration,  no  fanaticism ;  it  was  my  heart's 
most  inward,  truest  feeling. 

Anna  to  Axel. 

Oh  the  indescribably  charming  air  of  spring !  I  enjoy  it 
through  the  open  window,  sitting  among  your  flowers.  The 
sun  penetrates  me  with  new  life  and  new  warmth.  The 
birds  twitter  upon  the  budding  trees  of  the  terrace ;  all  is 
beautiful,  mild,  and  glorious !  If  there  be  a  feeling  on  earth 
tliat  is  delicious  and  blesses,  that  calls  forth  sweet  tears  of 
joy  and  of  peace,  it  is  after  a  bed  of  sickness  and  pain,  when 
one  awakens  again  to  life — to  a  life,  where  only  spring  airs, 
and  only  flowers,  beckon  to  us.  How  quiet,  how  pure,  is  all 
within  us  !  How  accessible  are  we  to  joy,  how  inclined  to 
all  that  is  good !  I  have  to-day,  in  beautiful,  inestimable 
moments,  saluted  life,  and  have  inwardly  thanked  the  All- 
good  Giver  of  it.  To-morrow,  Axel,  I  expect  you;  to- 
morx'ow,  about  noon. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

To-morrow !  I  cannot  say  more  ;  nay,  all  lies  in  the  word 
— to-morrow ! 

Anna  to  Axel. 

"We  will  be  quiet  and  calm,  Axel.  "We  were  children  be- fore— now  we  are  become  old.  We  have  sufiered — do  not 
let  us  forget  that.  Like  tempests,  which  purify  the  air,  are 
the  passions  to  the  soul.  When  they  have  ceased  to  rage, 
may  they  also  have  been  so  to  us.  Axel,  we  will  be  quiet, 
clear,  pure,  and  full  of  peace,  like  this  beautiful  spring  day. 

To-day,  about  noon,  Axel.  I  have  selected  the  most  beau- 
tiful oranges,  that  I  may  eat  them  with  you.  You  must  also 

see  how  well  your  flowers  have  been  cared  for.  To  water 
them,  and  attend  to  them,  has  been  the  first  and  dearest  ex- 

ercise of  my  returning  strength. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

I  have  seen  you !     For  several  hours  I  have  not  been  able 
to  write.     Now  it  is  evening — dark,  silent,  calm — now  T  am 
stiller.    But  I  know  one  thing  only ;  I  feel  one  thing ;  I  have 
seen  you ! 
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Axel  to  Anna.. 

Anna,  you  are  divinely  good — angelically  beautiful !  Oh, 
you  have  nothing  earthly  about  you !  Tour  love,  Anna !  Oh, 
that  is  everything  for  me ! 

Axel  to  Anna. 

How  charming  v^ere  you  in  the  white  simple  dress  !  Dress 
always  thus,  Anna  !  White  does  not  become  every  one,  but 

it  seems  made  for  you — ^you  snow-white  innocence !  How 
you  sate  there  in  the  bright  flower  world,  so  simple,  so  white, 
so  inexpressibly  lovely !  you  seemed  to  me  a  pure  angel, 
whose  lofty  humility  ought  to  receive  the  homage  of  all  the 

greatness  of  the  earth.  For  one  moment  it  fell  like  a  veil  be- 
fore my  eyes  ;  I  took  this  for  a  cloud  which  floated  around  you, 

and  I  fancied  for  one  inconsiderate  minute,  that  you  were 
being  floated  away  to  the  land  which  is  high  above  tlie  clouds. 
At  your  knees,  your  hands  in  mine,  my  lips  upon  yours,  I 

awoke — saw  you — saw  myself — saw  the  earth — No,  heaven. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

I  can  scarcely  accustom  myself  to  my  happiness,  so  sudden, 
so  great,  so  undeserved,  as  it  is.  Every  morning  it  surprises 
me  almost  like  an  earthquake.  And  I  must,  indeed,  speak 

Anna's  sweet  name  fifty  times  before  the  stormy  beating  of 
my  heart  becomes  calmer. 

Now  I  must  see  Emil,  and  tell  him  that  he  is  an  angel.    I 
will  go  to  him.     Ah,  there  he  comes  even  to  me. 

Axel  to  Anna. 

A  house  bought — furniture ;  the  domestic  management 
brought  into  order — my  business  arranged;  the  banns  pub- 

lished to-day — in  eight  days  the  marriage  !  "  Emil,  who  art 

thou  ?     Art   thou   an    angel — a    God  ?"     "  I   am — Anna's 
lover!"     "  Oh,  the  thous   you  should  leave  that!"     "I 
will  be  your  common  friend."  "Ton  may  never  come  intc 
my  house  !"  "Thither  shall  I — not  now — I  will  take  a 
journey."  "  But  you  come  again,  however  ?"  "  As  a  mar- 

ried man.     Earewell,  Axel  I  be  worthy  of  Anna,  be  happy  !" 
This  Emil — and — audi!  Anna,  how  does  this  Em  11 

please  you  ? 
Anna  to  Axel. 

He  is  better,  nobler  than  Axel ;  but  I  only  love  Axel ;  so 
unreasonable,  so  inexplicable  is  the  human  heart,  so  weak  ia 
mine.     Do  you  reproach  me.  Axel  ? 

Axel  to  Anna. 

Anna,  reconcile  me  with  myself.  I  am  not  worthy  of  yos 
—I  never  can  be  !  2  L 
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Anna  to  Axel, 

I  love  you — and  in  a  few  days  will  be  your  wife — who 
from  you  expects  her  whole  well-being — her  whole  happiness. 

Tour  little  sister  shall  come  to  us.     I  will  be  her  mother. 
Axel  to  Anna. 

If  the  angels  of  heaven  would  take  in  hand  to  make  people 
wise  and  good  by  benefits,  1  would  bet  ten  to  one  that  they 
would  succeed.  1  write  no  more  to  you,  Anna — I  remain  with 

3"ou.  Notes  remind  me  only  of  bolted  doors,  of  jealousy,  mis- 
trusts, and  despair ;  and  away  with  bolted  doors,  with  black 

despau-,  black  jealousy,  and  all  black  things — ^yes,  even  with 
ink — away  with  it !  May  these  between  my  wife  and  me 
never  become  necessary ! 

Anna  to  Axel. — Amen  ! 
Janne  to  hee  sistee  TJlla. 

Do  you  know,  dear  TJlla,  the  correspondence,  as  it  was 
called,  is  now  at  an  end.  The  whole  spring-time  have  I  been 
running  up-stairs  and  down  stairs  with  little  written  bits  of 
paper,  called  notes,  between  a  young  lady  and  a  young  gen- 

tleman. And  I  had  always  the  while  a  pair  of  boots  or  shoes, 
which  I  was  always  cleaning  in  my  hand,  and  I  looked  as  in- 

nocent as  a  blacking-bottle.  And  do  you  know  that  for  every 
note  whicli  I  delivered  in  the  stated  place,  T  got  one,  or  in- 

deed two,  three  shillings,  and  several  times  a  whole  dollar  in 
my  pocket.  Several  times  I  received  a  few  good  sound  boxes 
on  my  ear  from  the  young  gentleman,  who  was  passionate 
beyond  measure ;  and  indeed  for  this  reason,  because  I  had 
not  a  note,  whilst  he  declared  that  I  must  have  one,  namely, 

from  the  young  lady.  Tor  which,  however,  I  afterwards  re- 
ceived as  a  plaster,  a  twelve-shilling  note,  so  that  I  would 

willingly  have  had  more  of  them. 
How  many  notes  there  were  altogether  is  more  then  my 

poor  head  can  count.  The  sum  and  substance  is,  that  I  havv5 
scraped  together  thirty  rixdollars  ;  that  I  shall  leave  the 
dear  city  of  Stockholm,  where  a  bit  of  bread-and-butter  costs 
more  than  the  whole  stomach  is  worth  ;  that  I  hasten  home 
towards  Smaland,  buy  our  mother  a  little  house,  and  after  all 
my  drudgery  settle  down  with  her  in  quiet.  Here  I  am  no 
longer  of  any  use.  The  correspondence  is  at  an  end.  The 
gentlefolks  are  married.     God  give  thorn  His  peace ! 
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CATUX.LUS,  Tlbullus,  and  the 
Vigil  of  Venus.  A  Literal  Prose 
Translation.     5^. 

CELLINI  (Benvenuto).  Me- 
moirs of,  written  by  Himself. 

Translated  by  Thomas  Roscoe. 

Zs.  dd. 
CERVANTES'  Don  Quixote  de 

la  Mancha.  Motteaux's  Trans- 
lation revised.  2  vols.  31.  6./. 

each. 

     Galatea.       A    Pastoral    Ro 
mance.     Translated  by  G.  W.  J 

Gyll.     3.f.  dd. 
   Exemplary  Novels.     Trans 

lated  by  Walter  K.  Kelly,  y.  6d. 

CHAUCER'S  Poetical  Works 
Edited  by  Robert  Bell.  Revised 
Edition,  wilh  a  Preliminary  Essay 
Ly  Prof.  W.  W.  Skeat,  M.A.  4 
vols.     3J.  6d.  each. 

CHESS  CONGP^SS  of  1862. 
A  Collection  of  the  Games  played. 
Edited  by  J.  Lowenthal.     5^. 

CHEVRETJL  on  Colour.  Trans- 
lated from  the  French  by  Charles 

Martel.  Third  Edition,  with 
Plates,  5^. ;  or  with  an  additional 
series  of  16  Plates  in  Colours, 

ys.  6d, 
CHILLINGWORTES  Religion 

of  Protestants.  A  Safe  Way  to 
Salvation.     3^.  6d. 

CHINA,  Pictorial,  Descriptive, 
and  Historical.  With  Map  and 
nearly  100  Illustrations,     ^s. 

CHRONICLES  OF  THE  CRU- 
SADES. Contemporary  Narra- 

tives of  the  Crusade  of  Richard 
Cojur  de  Lion,  by  Richard  of 
Devizes  and  Geoffrey  de  Vinsauf ; 
and  of  the  Crusade  at  St.  Louis, 
by  Lord  John  de  Joinville.     ̂ s. 

CICERO'S  Orations.  Translated 
by  Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.  4 
vols,     5^.  each. 
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CICERO'S  Lettera.  Translated  by 
Evelyn  S.  Shuckburgh.  4  vols. 
5^.  each. 

   On    Oratory   and    Orators. 
With  Letters  to  Quintus  and 
Brutus.  Translated  by  the  Rev. 
J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.     55. 

   On  the  Nature  of  the  Gods, 
Divination,  Fate,  Laws,  a  Re- 

public, Consulship.  Translated 
by  Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.,  and 
Francis  Barham.     55. 

   Aoademlos,  De  Finibus,  and 
Tusculan  Questions.  By  Prof. 
C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.     5^. 

    Offices  ;    or,    Moral    Duties. 
Cato  Major,  an  Essay  on  Old 
Age ;  LdsUus,  an  Essay  on  Friend- 

ship; Scipio's  Dream ;  Paradoxes ; 
Letter  to  Quintus  on  Magistrates. 
Translated  by  C.  R.  Edmonds. 
3J.  6rf. 

CORNELIUS    NEPOS.— .S-tf^ 
Justin. 

CLARK'S  (Hugh)  Introduction 
to  Heraldry.  i8th  Edition,  Re 
vised  and  Enlarged  by  J.  R. 
Planche,  Rouge  Croix.  With 
nearly  1000  Illustrations.  5^.  Or 
with  the  Illustrations   Coloured, 

CLASSIC  TALES,  containing 
Rasselas,  Vicar  of  Wakefield, 

Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The  Senti- 
mental Journey.     31.  dd. 

COLERIDGE'S  (S.  T.)  Friend. 
A  Series  of  Essays  on  Morals, 
Politics,  and  Religion.     35.  dd. 

   Aids  to  Reflection,  and  the 
Confessions  of  an  Inquiring 
Spirit,  to  which  are  added  the 
Essays  on  Faith  and  the  Book 
OF  Common  Prayer,     3^.  bd. 

   Lectures    and    Notes    on 
Shakespeare  and  other  English 
Poets.   Edited  by  T.  Ashe.  3^.6^. 

COLERIDGE'S  Blographla  Llte- 
rarla ;  together  with  Two  Lay 
Sermons.     3^.  6a?. 

   Table-Talk   and    Omnlana. 
Edited  by  T.  Ashe,  B.A.     3^.  dd. 

   Miscellanies,  .Esthetic  and 
Literary;  to  which  is  added. 
The  Theory  of  Life.  Col- 

lected and  arranged  by  T.  Ashe, 
B.A.     3 J.  6^. 

COMTE'S  Positive  Philosophy. 
Translated  and  condensed  by 
Harriet  Martineau.  With  Intro- 

duction by  Frederic  Harrison. 
3  vols.     5j.  each. 

COMTE'S  Philosophy  of  the 
Sciences,  being  an  Exposition  of 
the  Principles  of  the  Cours  de 
Philosopkie  Positive.  By  G.  H. 
Lewes.     5^. 

CONDE  S  History  of  the  Do 
minion  of  the  Arabs  in  Spain. 
Translated  by  Mrs.  Foster.  3 
vols.     3 J.  6rf.  each. 

COOPER'S  Biographical  Dic- 
tionary. Containing  Concise 

Notices  (upwards  of  15,000)  of 
Eminent  Persons  of  all  Ages  and 
Countries.  By  Thompson  Cooper, 
F.S.A.  With  a  Supplement, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  1883. 
2  vols.     5j.  each. 

COXE'S  Memoirs  of  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough.  With  his  original 
Correspondence.  By  W.  Coxe, 
M.A.,  F.R.S.  Revised  edition 
by  John  Wade.  3  vols.  3^.  dd. 
each. 

*,*  An  Atlas  of  the  plans  of 
Marlborough's  campaigns,  4to. 10 J.  bd. 

  History    of   the    House    of 
Austria  (12 18-1792).  With  a 
Continuation  from  the  Accession 
of  Francis  I.  to  the  Revolution  of 
1848.     4  vols.     3 J.  fid.  each. 
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ORAIK'S  (G.  L.)  Pursuit  of  Know- 
ledge under  Dlfflculties.  Illus- 
trated by  Anecdotes  and  Memoirs. 

Revised  edition,  with  numerous 
Woodcut  Portraits  and  Plates,   ̂ s. 

ORUIKSHANK'S  Punch  and 
Judy.  The  Dialogue  of  the 
Puppet  Show  ;  an  Account  of  its 
Origin,  &c.  With  24  Illustra- 

tions, and  Coloured  Plates,  de- 
signed and  engraved  by  G.  Cruik- 

shank.     5^. 

CUNNINGHAM'S  Lives  of  the 
Most  Eminent  British  Painters. 
A  New  Edition,  with  Notes  and 
Sixteen  fresh  Lives.  By  Mrs. 
Heaton.     3  vols.     y.  6d,  each. 

DANTE.  Divine  Comedy.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  H.  F.  Gary, 

M.A.     3^.  6cl. 

  Translated  into  English  Verse 
by  I.  C.  Wright,  M.A.  3rd  Edi- 

tion, revised.  With  Portrait,  and 
34  Illustrations  on  Steel,  after 
Flaxman. 

DANTE.  The  Inferno.  A  Literal 
Prose  Translation,  with  the  Text 
of  the  Original  printed  on  the  same 
page.   By  John  A.  Garlyle,  M.D, 

  The  Purgatorio.     A  Literal 
Prose  Translation,  with  the  Text 
printed  on  the  same  page.  By 
W.  S.  Dugdale.     Ss. 

DJE5  COMMINES  (PMlip),  Me- 
moirs of.  Containing  the  Histories 

of  Louis  XI.  and  Charles  VIII., 
Kings  of  France,  and  Charles 
the  Bold,  Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Together  with  the  Scandalous 
Chronicle,  or  Secret  History  oi 
Louis  XL,  by  Jean  de  Troyes. 
Translated  by  Andrew  R.  Scoblc. 
With  Portraits.  2  vols.  3^.  6d. 
each. 

DEFOE'S  Novels  and  Miscel- 
laneous Works.  With  Prefaces 

and  Notes,  including  those  attri- 
buted to  Sir  W.  Sco  t.  7  vols. 

3J.  6d.  each. 

I. — Captain  Singleton,  and 
Colonel  Jack. 

II. — Memoirs  of  a  Cavalier, 
Captain  Carleton, 
Dickory  Cronke,  &c. 

III.— Moll  Flanders,  and  the 
History  of  the  Devil. 

IV. — Roxana,  and  Life  of  Mrs, 
Christian  Davies. 

V.  — History  of  the  Great  Plague 
of  London,  1665  >  The 
Storm  (1703) ;  and  the 
True-born  Englishman. 

VI. — Duncan  Campbell,  New 
Voyage  round  the 
World,  and  Political 
Tracts. 

VII. — Robinson  Crusoe. 

DEMMIN'S  History  of  Arms 
and  Armour,  from  the  Earliest 
Period.  By  Auguste  Demmin. 
Translated  by  C.  C.  Black,  M.A. 
With  nearly  2000  Illustrations. 

7^.  6cl. 
DEMOSTHENES'  Orations. 

Translated  by  C.  Rann  Kennedy. 
^  vols.  Vol.  I.,  3 J,  6d.;  Vols. 
II. -V.,  5 J.  each. 

DE  STAEL'S  Corince  or  Italy. 
By  Madame  de  Stael.  Trans- 

lated by  Emily  Baldwin  and 
Paulina  Driver.     3J.  6d. 

DEVEY'S  Logic,  or  the  Science 
of  Inference.  A  Popular  Manual. 

By  J.  Devey.     5^. 

DICTIONARY  of  Latin  and 
Greek  Quotations ;  including 
Proverbs,  Maxims,  Mottoes,  Law 
Terms  and  Phrases.    With  all  the 
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Quantities  marked,  and  English 
Translations.  With  Index  Ver- 
borum  (622  pages).     5 J. 

DICTIONARY  of  Obsolete  and 
Provincial  English.  Compiled 
by  Thomas  Wright,  M.A.,  F.S  A., 
&c.     2  vols.     5^.  each. 

DID  RON'S  Christian  Icono- 
graphy :  a  History  of  Christian 

Art  in  the  Middle  Ages.  Trans- 
lated by  E.  J.  Milhngton  and 

completed  by  Margaret  Stokes. 
With  240  Illustrations.  2  vols. 
5^.  each. 

DIOGENES  LAERTIUS.  Lives 
and  Opinions  of  the  Ancient 
Philosophers.  Translated  by 
Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.     5^. 

DOBREE'S  Adversaria.  Edited 
by  the  late  Prof.  Wagner.  2  vols. 
55.  each. 

D  O  D  D '  S  Epigrammatists.  A 
Selection  from  the  Epigrammatic 
Literature  of  Ancient,  Mediaeval, 
and  Modern  Times.  By  the  Rev. 
Henry  Philip  Dodd,  M.A.  Ox- 

ford. 2nd  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.     6r. 

DONALDSON'S  The  Theatre  of 
the  Greeks.  A  Treatise  on  the 

History  and  Exhibition  of  the 
Greek  Drama.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  and  3  Plans.  By  John 
William  Donaldson,  D.D.     51. 

DRAPER'S  History  of  the 
Intellectual  Development  of 
Europe.  By  John  William  Draper, 
M.D.,  LL.D.     2  vols.     51.  each. 

DUNLOP'S  History  of  Fiction. 
A  new  Edition.  Revised  by 
Henry  Wilson.    2  vols,    5^.  each. 

DYER'S  History  of  Modem  Eu- 
rope, from  the  Fall  of  Constan- 

tinople. 3rd  edition,  revised  and 
continued  to  the  end  of  the  Nine- 

teenth Century.  By  Arthur  Has- 
sall,  M.A.    6  vols.    3^.  (>d  each. 

DYER'S  (Dr.  T.  H.)  Pompeii :  its 
Buildings  and  Antiquities.  By 
T.  H.  Dyer,  LL.D.  With  nearly 
300  Wood  Engravings,  a  large 
Map,  and  a  Plan  of  the  Forum, 

DYER  (T.  F.  T.)  British  PoptUar 
Customs,  Present  and  Fast. 
An  Account  of  the  various  Games 
and  Customs  associated  with  Dif- 

ferent Days  of  the  Year  in  the 
British  Isles,  arranged  according 
to  the  Calendar.  By  the  Rev. 
T.  F.  Thiselton  Dyer,  M.A.     55, 

EBERS'  Egyptian  Princess.  An 
Historical  Novel.  By  George 
Ebers,  Translated  by  E.  S. 
Buchheim.     3^.  fxl. 

EDGEWORTH'S  Stories  for 
Children.  With  8  Illustrations 

by  L.  Speed.     3^.  td. 

ELZE'S  William  Shakespeare. 
— See  Shakespeare. 

EMERSON'S    Works.      5  vols. 
3^,  dd.  each. 

I. — Essays   and   Representative 
Men. 

11. — English  Traits,  Nature,  and 
Conduct  of  Life. 

III. — Society  and  Solitude — Letters 
and    Social     Aims  —  Ad- 
dresses. 

VI. — Miscellaneous  Pieces. 
V. — Poems. 

ENNEMOSER'S  History  of 
Magic.  Translated  by  William 
Howitt,     2  vols.     5j.  each. 

EPICTETUS,  The  Discourses  of. 
With  the  Encheiridion  and 
Fragments.  Translated  by  George 
Long,  M.A.    5j. 

EURIPIDES.  A  New  Literal 

Translation  in  Prose.  By  E  P. 
Coleridge,  M.A.   2  vols.   51.  each. 
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EUTROPIUS.— 5<?«  Justin. 

EUSEBIUS  PAMPHILUS, 
Ecclesiastical  History  of.  Trans- 

lated by  Rev.  CF.Cruse.M.  A.  5J-. 

EVELYN'S  Diary  and  Corre- 
spondendence.  Edited  from  the 
Original  MSS.  by  W.  Bray, 
F.A.S.  With  45  engravings.  4 
vols.  5^.  each- 

FAIRHOLT'S  Costume  In  Eng- 
land. A  History  of  Dress  to  the 

end  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 
3rd  Edition,  revised,  by  Viscount 
Dillon,  V.P.S.A.  Illustrated  with 
above  700  Engravings.  2  vols. 
5j.  each. 

FIELDING'S  Adventxires  ol 
Joseph  Andrews  and  his  Friend 
Mr.  Abraham  Adams.  With 

Cruikshank's  Illustrations.  3^.  i>d. 

   History  of  Tom    Jones,    a 
Foundling.     With  Cruikshank's 
Illustrations.  2  vols.  3^.  dd.  each. 

—  Amelia. 
Illustrations. 

With 

5^. 

Cruikshank's 

FLAXMAN'S  Lectures  on  Sculp- 
ture. By  John  Flaxman,  R.A. 

With  Portrait  and  53  Plates.     6^. 

FOSTER'S  (John)  Life  and  Cor- 
respondence. Edited  by  J.  E. 

Ryland.     2  vols.     3^.  6t/.  each. 

   Critical  Essays.     Edited  by 
J.  E.  Ryland.  2  vols.  3^.  dd. 
each. 

   Essays  :  on  Decision  of  Cha- 

racter ;  on  a  Man's  writing  Me- 
moirs of  Himself ;  on  the  epithet 

Romantic ;  on  the  aversion  of 
Men  of  Taste  to  Evangelical  Re- 

ligion.    3j.  dd, 

   Essays  on  the  Evils  of  Popular 
Ignorance  ;  to  which  is  added,  a 
Discourse  on  the  Propagation  of 
Christianity  in  India.     3^.  (>d. 

FOSTER'S  Essays  on  the  Im- 
provement of  Time.  With  Notes 

OF  Sermons  and  other  Pieces. 

y.  6d. 
QASPARY'S  History  of  ItaUan 

Literature.  Translated  by  Her- 
man Oelsner,  M.A.,  Ph.D. 

Vol.  I.     3J.  6d. 

GEOFFREY  OF  MONMOUTH, 
Chronicle  of. — See  Old  English 
Chronicles. 

GESTA  ROMANORUM,  or  En- 
tertaining Moral  Stories  invented 

by  the  Monks.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  Charles  Swan.  Revised 
Edition,  by  Wynnard  Hooper, 
B.A.     55; 

GILDAS,  Chronicles  (ii.—See  Old 
English  Chronicles. 

GIBBON'S  Decline  and  FaU  of 
the  Roman  Empire.  Complete 
and  Unabridged,  with  Variorum 
Notes.  Edited  by  an  English 
Churchman.  With  2  Maps  and 
Portrait.     7  vols.     31.  (id.  each. 

aiLBART'S  History,  Principles, 
and  Practice  of  Banking.  By 
the  late  J.  W.  Gilbart,  F.R.S. 
New  Edition,  revised  by  A.  S. 
Michle.     2  vols.     \os. 

GIL  BLAS,  The  Adventures  of. 
Translated  from  the  French  of 
Lesage  by  Smollett.  With  24 
Engraviugs  on  Steel,  after  Smirke, 
and  10  Etchings  by  George  Cruik- sbank.     6^. 

GIRALDUS  CAMBRENSIS' 
Historical  Works.  Translated 

by  Th.  Forester,  M.A.,  and  Sir 
R.  Colt  Hoare.  Revised  Edition, 
Edited  by  Thomas  Wright,  M.A., 
F.S.A.     SJ. 

GOETHE'S  Faust.  Part  I.  Ger- 

man Text  with  Hayward's  Prose Txanslation  and  Notes.  Revised 
by  C.  A.  Buchheim,  Ph.D.     5^. 



10 An  Alphabetical  List  of  Books 

aOETHE'S  Works.  Translated 
into  English  by  various  hands. 
14  vols.     3.f.  6d.  each. 

I.  and  II.— Poetry    and    Truth 
from  My  Own  Life.     New 
and  revised  edition. 

III. —  Faust.      Two     Parts,    com- 
plete.    (Swan  wick.) 

IV. — Novels  and  Tales. 

V. — Wilhelm  Meister's  Appren- ticeship. 

VI. — Conversations   vdth   Ecker- 
mann  and  Soret. 

VIII. — Dramatic  Works. 

IX. — Wilhelm  Meister's  Travels. 
X. — Tour  in  Italy,  and  Second 

Residence  in  Rome. 

XI. — Miscellaneous  Travels. 

XII. — Early     and     Miscellaneous 
Letters. 

XIV — Reineke  Fox,  West-Eastern 
Divan  and  Achilleid. 

GOLDSMITH'S  Works.  A  new 
Edition,  by  J.  W.  M.  Gibbs.  5 
vols.     3^.  f>d.  each. 

GRAMMONT'S  Memoirs  of  the 
Court  of  Charles  II.  Edited  by 
Sir  Walter  Scott.  Together  with 
the  EoscOBEL  Tracts,  including 
two  not  before  published,  &c. 

New  Edition.     5^-. 

GRAY'S  Letters.  Including,  the 
Correspondence  of  Gray  and 
Mason.  Edited  by  the  Rev. 
D.  C.  Tovey,  M.A.  Vols.  I. 
and  II.  31.  dd.  each. 

GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  Trans- 
lated by  George  Burges,  M.A.    $s. 

GREEK  ROMANCES  of  HeUo- 
dorus,  Longus,  and  Achilles 
Tatius — viz..  The  Adventures  of 
Theagenes  &  Chariclea  ;  Amours 
of  Daphnis  and  Chloe  ;  and  Loves 
of  Clitopho  and  Leucippe.  Trans- 

lated by  Rev.  R.  Smith,  M.A. 

5*. 

GREGORY'S  Letters  on  the 
Evidences,  Doctrines,  &  Duties 
of  the  Christian  Religion.  By 
Dr.  Olinthus  Gregory.     35.  6d. 

GREENE,  MARLOWE,  and 
BEN  JONSON.  Poems  of. 
Edited  by  Robert  Bell.     3^.  6d. 

GRIMM'S  TALES.  With  the 
Notes  of  the  Original.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  A.  Hunt.  With  Intro- 

duction by  Andrew  Lang,  M.A. 
2  vols.     3j.  6d.  each. 

   Gammer  Grethel;  or,  Ger- 
man Fairy  Tales  and  Popular 

Stories.  Containing  42  Fairy 
Tales.  Trans,  by  Edgar  Taylor. 
With  numerous  Woodcuts  after 

George  Cruik.'^hank  and  Ludwig 
Grimm,     y.  6d. 

GROSSI'S  Marco  Viscontl. 
Translated  by  A.  F.  D.  The 
Ballads  rendered  into  English 
Verse  by  C.  M.  P.     ss.  6d. 

GUIZOT'S  History  of  the 
English  Revolution  of  1640. 
From  the  Accession  of  Charles 
I.  to  his  Death.  Translated  by 
William  Hazlitt.     3s.  6d. 

   History  of  Civilisation,  from 
the  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to 
the  French  Revolution.  Trans- 

lated by  William  Hazlitt.  3  vols. 

2s.  bd.  each. 

HALL'S  (Rev.  Robert)  Miscel- 
laneous Works  and  Remains. 

Zs.  6d. 
HAMPTON  COURT:  A  Short 

History  of  the  Manor  and 
Palace.  By  Ernest  I^aw,  B.A. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.    i;.r. 

HARD  WICK'S  History  of  the 
Articles  of  Religion.  By  the  late 
C.  Hardwick.  Revised  by  the 
Rev.  Francis  Procter,  M.A.    5r. 
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HAXJFF'S  Tales.  The  Caravan— 
The  Sheik  of  Alexandria— The 
Inn  in  the  Spessart.  Trans,  from 
the  German  by  S.  Mendel.  3^.  (>d. 

HAWTHORNE'S  Tales.    4  vols. 
3 J.  (id.  each. 
I. — Twice-told  Tales,   and  the 

Snow  Image. 
II. — Scarlet  Letter,  and  the  House 

with  the  Seven  Gables. 

III. — Transformation  [The  Marble 
Faun],  and  Blithedale  Ro- 
mance. 

IV. — Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse. 

HAZLITT'S  Table-talk.  Essays 
on  Men  and  Manners.  By  W. 
Hazlitt.     y.  6d. 

   Lectures  on  the  Literature 
of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth  and  on 

Characters  of  Shakespeare's  Plays. 
y.  6d. 

   Lectures    on    the    English 
Poets,  and  on  the  English  Comic 
Writers.     3^.  6d. 

  The  Plain  Speaker.  Opinions 
on  Books,  Men,  and  Things.  3x,  6d. 

   Hound  Table,     v  6^- 

   Sketches    and   Essays. 
3^.  6d. 

  'The  Spirit  of  the  Age ;   or, 
Contemporary  Portraits.  Edited 
by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.     3^.  6d. 

  View  of  the  English  Stage. 
Edited  by  W.  Spencer  Jackson. 
3J-.  6d. 

BEATON'S  Concise  History  of 
Painting.  New  Edition,  revised 

by  Cosmo  Monkhouse.     5^-. 

HEGEL'S  Lectures  on  the  Philo- 
sophy of  History.  Translated  by 

J.  Sibree,  M.A. 

HEINE'S  Poems,  Complete 
Translated  by  Edgar  A.  Bowring, 
C.B.     3J.  6d. 

  Travel-Pictures,  including  the 
Tour  in  the  Harz,  Norderney,  and 

Book  of  Idefis,  togeihcr  with  the 
Romantic  School.  Translated  by 
Francis  Storr.  A  New  Edition, 
revised  throughout.  With  Appen- 

dices and  Maps.     3^'.  6d. 

HELP'S  Life  of  Christopher 
Columbus,  the  Discoverer  of 
America.  By  Sir  Arthur  Helps, 
K.C.B.     3 J.  6d. 

   Life    of  Hernando   Cortes, 
and  the  Conquest  of  Mexico.  2 
vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

  Life  of  Pizarro.    3^-.  6d. 

   Life  of  Las  Casas  the  Apostle 
of  the  Indies.     3^.  6d. 

HENDERSON  (E.)  Select  His- 
torical Documents  of  the  IVliddle 

Ages,  including  the  most  famous 
Charters  relating  to  England,  the 
Empire,  the  Church,  &c.,  from 
the  6th  to  the  14th  Centuries. 
Translated  from  the  Latin  and 
edited  by  Ernest  F.  Henderson, 
A.B.,  A.M.,  Ph.D.     SJ, 

HENFREY'S  Guide  to  EngUsh 
Coins,  from  the  Conquest  to  the 
present  time.  New  and  revised 
Edition  by  C.  F.  Keary,  M.A., 
F.S.A.     6s. 

HENRY  OF  HUNTINGDON'S 
History  of  the  English.  Trans- 

lated by  T.  Forester,  M.A.     51. 

HENRY'S  (Matthew)  Exposition 
of  the  Book  of  the  Psalms.     5^. 

HELIODORTJS.  Theagenes  and 
Chariclea.  —  See  Greek  Ro- 
mances. 

HERODOTUS.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  Henry  Cary,  M  .A.     3^.  6d. 

——  Notes  on.  Original  and  Se- 
lected from  the  best  Commenta- 
tors. By  D.  W.  Turner,  M.A. 

With  Coloured  Map.     Sj. 

   Analysis  and  Summary  of 

By  J.  T.  Wheeler,     ^s. 



12 A?f  Alphabetical  List  of  Books 

HE5SIOD,  CALLIIVTACHUS,  and 
THEOGNIS.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  J.  Banks,  M.A,     55. 

HOFFMANN'S  (E.  T.  W.)  The 
Serapion  Brethren.  Translated 
from  the  German  by  Lt.-Col.  Alex. 
Ewing.     2  vols.     3^.  6af.  each. 

HOLBEIN'S  Dance  of  Death 
and  Bible  Cu's.  Upwards  of  150 
Subjects,  engraved  in  facsimile, 
with  Introduction  and  Descrip- 

tions by  I'Vancis  Douce  and  Dr. 
Thomas  Frognall  Dibden.     5^. 

HOMER'3  niad.  Translated  into 
English  Prose  by  T.  A.  Buckley, 
B.A.     5  J. 

  Odyssey.    Hymns,  Epigrams, 
and  Baltic  of  the  Frocis  and  Mice. 
Translated  into  Erelish  Prose  by 
T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.     5^. 

   See  also  PoPK. 

HOOPER'S  (G.)  Waterloo  :  The 
Downfall  of  the  First  Napo- 

leon :  a  History  of  the  Campaign 
of  1815.  By  George  Hooper. 
With  Maps  and  Pians.     35.  (>d. 

   The  Campaign  of  Sedan  : 
The  Downfall  of  the  Second  Em- 

pire, August  -  September,  1870. 
With  General  Map  and  Six  Plans 
of  Battle.     3J.  6rf. 

HORACE.  A  new  literal  Prose 
tianslation,  byA.  Hamilton  Bryce, 
LL.D.     3 J.  dd. 

HUGOS  (Victor)  Dramatic 
Works.  Hernani— Ruy  Bias— 
The  King's  Diversion.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  Newton  Crosland  and 
F.  L.  Slous.     3^.  ()d. 

   Poems,  chiefly  Lyrical.  Trans- 
lated by  various  Writers,  now  first 

collected  by  J.  H.  L.  Williams. 
y.(>d. 

HUMBOLDT'S  Cosmos.  Trans- 
lated by  E.  C.  Otte,  B.  H.  Paul, 

and  W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  $  vols. 
3J.  dd.  each,  excepting  Vol.  V.  5^. 

HUMBOLDT'S  Personal  Narra- 
tiye  of  his  Travels  to  the  Equi- 

noctial Regions  of  America  during 
the  years  1799-1804.  Translated 
by  T.  Ross.    3  vols.     5.?.  each. 

   Views  of  Nature.  Translated 
by  E.  C.  Otte  and  H.  G.  Bohn. 

HUMPHREYS'  Coin  Collector's 
Manual.  By  H.  N.  Humphreys, 
with  upwards  of  140  Illustrations 
on  Wood  and  Steel.  2  vols.  <^s. 
each. 

HUNGARY:  its  History  and  Re- 
volution, together  with  a  copious 

Memoir  of  Kossuth,     3^.  dd. 

HUTCHINSON  (Colonel).  Me- 
moirs of  the  Life  of.  By  his 

Widow,  Lucy  :  together  with  hei 
Autobiography,  and  an  Account 
of  the  Siege  of  Lathom  House. 

y.dd. HUNT'S  Poetry  of  Science.  By 
Richard  Hunt.  3rd  Edition,  re- 

vised and  enlarged.     5J. 

INGULPH'H  Chronicles  of  the 
Abbey  of  Croyland,  with  the 
Continuation  by  Peter  of  Blois 
and  other  Writers.  Translated  by 
IT.  T.  Rilev,  M.A.     SJ. 

IRVING'S    (Washington)  Com- 
plete  Works.  15  vols.  With  Por- 

traits, &c,     31.  td,  each. 

I. — Salmagundi,      Knicker- 
bocker's History  of  New 

York. 

II.— The  Sketch-Book,  and  the 
Life  of  Oliver  Goldsmith. 

III. — Bracebridge  Hall,   Abbots- 
ford  and  Newstead  Abbey. 

IV.— The  Alhambra,  Tales  of  a 
Traveller. 

V. — Chronicle  of  the  Conquest 
of  Granada,  Legends  of 
the  Conquest  of  Spain. 
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Irving's(  Washington)  Complete Works  continued. 

VI.  &  VII.— Life    and    Voyages   of 
Columbus,  together  with 
the  Voyages  of  his  Com- 
panions. 

VIII. — Astoria,    A    Tour    on    the 
Prairies. 

IX. — Life  of  Mahomet,  Lives  of  the 
Successors  of  Mahomet. 

X. — Adventures  of  Captain  Bon- 
neville, U.S.A.,  Wolfert's Roost. 

XI. — Biographies    and    Miscella- 
neous Papers. 

XII.-XV.— Life  of  George  Wash- 
ington.   4  vols. 

   Life   and    Letters.     By  his 
Nephew,  Pierre  E.  Irving.  2  vols. 
2s.  6d.  each. 

ISOCRATES,  The  Orations  of. 
Translated  by  J.  H.  Freese,  M.A. 
Vol.  I.     5J. 

JAMES'S  (G.  P.  R.)  Life  of Richard  Coeur  de  Lion.  2  vols. 

y.  6d.  each. 

JAMESON'S  (Mrs.)  Shake- 
speare's Heroines.  Character- 

istics of  Women :  Moral,  Poetical, 
and  Historical.  By  Mrs.  Jameson. 
3J.  6d. 

JESSE'S  (E.)  Anecdotes  of  Dogs. 
With  40  Woodcuts  and  34  Steel 
Engravings.     $s, 

JESSE'S  (J.  H.)  Memoirs  of  the 
Court  of  England  during  the 
Reign  of  the  Stuarts,  including 
the  Protectorate.  3  vols.  With 
42  Portraits.     5^.  each. 
  Memoirs  of  the  Pretenders 

and  their  Adherents.  With  6 
Portraits.     5^. 

JOHNSON'S  Lives  of  the  Poets. 
Edited  by  Mrs.  Alexander  Napier, 
with  Introduction  by  Professor 
Hales.     3  vols.     3^.  6d,  each. 

JOSEPHUS  (Flavlus)  The  Works 

of.  Whiston's  Translation,  re- 
vised by  Rev.  A  R  Shilleto.  M.A 

With  Topographical  anH  Geo. 
graphical  Notes  b)  Colonel  Sir 
C.  W.  Wilson,  K.C.B.  5  vols. 

35.  td.  each. 

JULIAN,  the  Emperor.  Contain- 

ing Gregory  N.izianzen's  Two  In- 
vectives and  Libanus'  Monody, 

with  Julian's  extant  Theosophical 
Works.  Translated  by  C.  W. 
King,  M.A.     $s. 

JUNIUS'S  Letters.  With  all  the 
Notes  of  Woodfall's  Edition,  and 
important  Additions.  2  vols. 
y.  6d.  each. 

JUSTIN  CORNELIUS  NEPOS, 
and  EUTROPIUS.  Translated 

by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

JUVENAL,  PERSIUS.  STTL- 
PICIA  and  LUCILIUS.  Trans- 

lated by  L.  Evans,  M.A.     55. 

KANT'S  Critique  of  Pure  Reason. 
Translated  by  J.  M.  D.  Meikle- 
john.     5^. 
  Prolegomena  and  Meta- 

physical Foundation  s  ofNatural 
Science.  Translated  byE.  Belfort 
Bax.     5J. 

KEiaHTLEY'S  (Thomas)  My- 
thology of  Ancient  Greece  and 

Italy.  4th  Edition,  revised  by 
Leonard  Schmitz,  Ph.D.,  LL.D. 
With  12  Plates  from  the  Antique. 

KEiaHTLEY'S  Palry  Mytho- 
logy, illustrative  of  the  Romance 

and  Superstition  of  Various  Coun- 
tries. Revised  Edition,  with 

Frontispiece  by  Cruikshank.     t,s. 

LA  FONTAINE'S  Fables.  Trans- 
lated into  English  Verse  by  Ehzur 

"Wright.  New  Edition,  with  Notes 
by  J.  W.  M.  Gibbs.     3^.  6d. 
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LAMARTINE'S  History  of  the 
Girondists.  Translated  by  H.  T. 
Ryde.      3  vols.     3r.  bd.  each. 

   History  of  the  Restoration 
of  Monarchy  in  France  (a  Sequel 
to  the  History  of  the  Girondists). 
4  vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

  History  of  the  French  Re- 
volution of  1848.     3^.  (>d. 

LAMB'S  (Charles)  Essays  of  Elia 
and  Eliana.  Complete  Edition. 
3.f.  dd. 

   Specimens  of  English  Dra- 
matic Poets  of  the  Time  of 

Elizabeth.     3^.  6d. 

   Memorials   and  Letters    of 
Charles  Lamb.  By  Serjeant 
Talfourd.  New  Edition,  revised, 
by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.  2  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

   Tales    from     Shakespeare 
With  Illustrations  by  Byam  Shaw. 
31.  (>d. 

LANE'S  Arabian  Nights'  Enter- 
tainments. Edited  by  Stanley 

Lane-Poole,  M.A.,  Litt.D.  4 
vols.     3 J.  6d.  each. 

LANZI'S  History  of  Painting  In 
Italy,  from  the  Period  of  the 
Revival  of  the  Fine  Arts  to  the 
End  of  the  Eighteenth  Century, 
Translated  by  Thomas  Roscoe. 
3  vols.     y.  6d.  each, 

LAPPENBERG'S  History  of 
England  tinder  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  Kings.  Translated  by 
B.  Thorpe,  F.S.A.  New  edition, 
revised  by  E.  C.  Otte.  2  vols. 
2s.  6d.  each. 

LECTURES  ON  PAINTING, 
by  Barry,  Oiiie,  Fuseli.  Edited 
by  R.  Wornum.     55. 

LEONARDO  DA  VINCI'S 
Treatise  on  Painting.  Trans- 

lated by  J.  F.  Rigaud,  R.A., 
With  a  Life  of  Leonardo  by  John 
William  Brown.  With  numerous 
Plates.     Ss. 

LEPSIUS'S  Letters  from  Egypt, 
Ethiopia,  and  the  Peninsula  of 
Sinai.  Translated  by  L.  and 
J.  B.  Horner.    With  Maps.     5^. 

LESSING'S  Dramatic  Works, 
Complete.  Edited  by  Ernest  Bell, 
M.A.  With  Memoir  of  Lessing 
by  Helen  Zimmem.  2  vols. 
3j.  6d.  each. 

   Laokoon,  Dramatic  Notes, 
and  the  Representation  01 
Death  by  the  Ancients.  Trans- 

lated by  E.  C.  Beasley  and  Helen 
Zimmern.  Edited  by  Edward 
Bell,  M.A.  With  a  Frontispiece 
of  the  Laokoon  group.     3J.  6d. 

LILLY'S  Introduction  to  Astro- 
logy. With  a  Grammar  of 

Astrology  and  Tables  for  Cal- 
culating Nativities,  by  Zadkiel.  ̂ s. 

LIVY'S  History  of  Rome.  Trans- 
lated by  Dr.  Spillan,  C.  Edmonds, 

and  others.    4  vols.     $s.  each. 

LOCKE'S  Philosophical  Works. 
Edited  by  J.  A.  St.  John.  2  vols. 

3 J.  6d.  each. 
   Life  and  Letters:     By  Lord 

King.     35.  6d. 

LOCKHART  (J.  a.)—See  BuRN.s. 

LODGE'S  Portraitsof  Illustrious 
Personages  of  Great  Britain, 
with  Biographical  and  Historical 
Memoirs.  240  Portraits  engraved 
on  Steel,  with  the  respective  Bio- 

graphies unabridged.  8  vols.  5J-. each. 

LONGFELLOW'S  Prose 

j  Works.  With  16  full- page  Wood 
I       Engravings.     5j. 
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LOUDON'S  (Mrs.)  Natural 
History.  Revised  edition,  by 
W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  With 
numerous  Woodcut  Illus.     5^. 

LOWNDES'  Bibliographer's 
Manual  of  English  Literature. 
Enlarged  Edition.  By  H.  G. 
Bohn.  6  vols,  cloth,  55.  each. 
Or  4  vols,  half  morocco,  2/.  2s, 

LONGrUS.  Daphnls  and  Chloe. 
— See  Grkek  Romances. 

LUCAN'S  Pharsalia.  Translated 
by  H.  T.  Riley,  M.A.     5/. 

LUOIAN'S  Dialogues  of  the 
Gods,  of  the  Sea  Gods,  and 
of  the  Dead.  Translated  by 
Howard  Williams,  M.A.     55. 

LUCRETIUS.  A  Prose  Trans- 
lation. By  H.  A.  J.  Munro. 

Reprinted  from  the  Final  (4th) 
Edition.  With  an  Introduction 
by  J.  D.  Duff,  M.A.     5^. 

   Translated  by  the  Rev.  J,  S. 
Watson,  M.A.     ̂ s. 

LUTHER'S  Table-Talk.  Trans- 
lated andj  Edited  by  William 

Hazlitt.     3J.  (d. 

  Autobiography.  —  See 
MiCHELET. 

MACHIAVELLI'S  History  of 
Florence,  together  with  the 
Prince,  Savonarola,  various  His- 

torical Tracts,  and  a  Memoir  of 
Machiavelli.     3^.  (td. 

MALLET'S  Northern  Antiqui- 
ties, or  an  Historical  Account  of 

the  Manners,  Customs,  Religions 
and  Laws,  Maritime  Expeditions 
and  Discoveries,  Language  and 
Literature,  of  the  Ancient  Scandi- 

navians. Translated  by  Bishop 
Percy.  Revised  and  Enlarged 
Edition,  with  a  Translation  of  the 
Prose  Edtm,  by  J.  A.  Black - 
well.     5^. 

MANTELL'S  (Dr.)  Petrifactions 
and  their  Teachings.  With  nu- 

merous illustrative  Woodcuts,  ds. 

  Wonders  of  Geology.     8th 
Edition,  revised  by  T.  Rupert 
Jones,  F.G.S.  With  a  coloured 
Geological  Map  of  England, 
Plates,  and  upwards  of  200 
Woodcuts.    2  vols.    75.  (xi.  each. 

MANZONI.  The  Betrothed: 

being  a  Translation  of  '  I  Pro- 
messi  Sposi.'  By  Alessandro 
Manzoni.  With  numerous  Wood- 

cuts.    Jj. 

MARCO  POLO'S  Travels;  the 
Translation  of  Marsden  revised 
by  T.  Wright,  M.A.,  F.S.A.     5^. 

MARRYAT'S  (Capt.  R.N.) 
Masterman  Ready.  With  93 
Woodcuts.     3j.  dd. 

   Mission;  or,  Scenes  in  Africa. 
Illustrated  by  Gilbert  and  Dalziel. 

3J.  ed.    Pirate  and  Three  Cutters. 
With  8  Steel  Engravings,  from 
Drawings  by  Clarkson  Stanfield, 
R.A.     is.  6d. 

   Privateersman.  8  Engrav- 
ings on  Steel.     3^.  6a 

   Settlers  in  Canada.  10  En- 
gravings by  Gilbert  and  Dalziel. 

3.f.  6d. 
   Poor  Jack.  With  16  Illus- 

trations after  Clarkson  Stansfield, 
R.A.     35.  6d. 

   Peter  Simple.  With  8  full- 
page  Illustrations.     3^.  6d. 

   Midshipman  Easy.    With  8 

full-page  Illustrations.     3^.  6d. 

MARTIAL'S  Epigrams,  complete. 
Translated  into  Prose,  each  ac- 

companied by  one  or  more  Verse 
Translations  selected  from  the 
Works  of  English  Poets,  and 
other  sources.     7^.  (ki. 
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MARTINEAU'S  (Harriet)  His- 
tory of  England,  from  1800- 

1815.     y.  dd. 

  History  of  the  Thirty  Years' 
Peace,  a.d.  1815-46.  4  vols. 
3j.  6d.  each. 

  See  Comte's  Positive  Philosophy. 

MATTHEW   PARIS'S    English 
History,  from  the  Year  1235  to 
1273.     Translated  by  Rev.  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.     3  vols.     S^f.  each. 

[  Vols.  11.  and  III.  out  of  print. 

MATTHEW  OF  WESTMIN- 
STER'S Flowers  of  History, 

from  the  beginning  of  the  World 
to  A.D.  1307.  Translated  by  C.  D. 
Yonge,  M.A.     2  vols.     55.  each. 

MAXWELL'S  Victories  of  Wel- 
ington  and  the  British  Armies. 
Frontispiece  and  5  Portraits.     5^. 

MENZEL'S  History  of  Germany, 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  1842. 
3  vols.     3^.  dd.  each. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO  AND 
RAPHAEL,  their  Lives  and 
Works.  By  Duppa  aud  Quatre- 
mere  de  Quincy.  With  Portraits, 
and  Engravings  on  Steel.     5^. 

MICHELET'S  Luther's  Auto- 
biography. Trans,  by  William 

Hazlitt.  With  an  Appendix  (no 
pages)  of  Notes.     3^.  hd. 

   History  of  the  French  Revo- 
lution from  its  earliest  indications 

to  the  flight  of  the  King  in  1791. 
3^.  bd. 

MIGNET'SHlstoryof  theFrenoh 
Revolution,  from  1789  to  1814. 
35.  dd.     New  edition  reset. 

MILL  (J.  S.).  Early  Essays  by 
John  Stuart  Mill.  Collected  from 

various  sources  by  J.  W.  M.  Gibbs. 
y.  fid. 

MILLER  (Professor).  History 
Philosophically  Illustrated, from 
the  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to 
the  French  Revolution.  4  vols. 
3j.  6d,  each. 

MILTON'S  Prose  Works.  Edited 
by  J.  A.  St.  John.  5  vols.  y.  6d. each. 

   Poetical  Works,  with  a  Me- 
moir and  Critical  Remarks  by 

James  Montgomery,  an  Index  to 
Paradise  Lost,  Todd's  Verbal  Index to  all  the  Poems,  and  a  Selection 
of  Explanatory  Notes  by  Henry 
G.  Bohn.  Illustrated  with  120 
Wood  Engravings  from  Drawings 
by  W.  Harvey.  2  vols.  31.  6d, 
each. 

MITFORD'S  (Miss)  Our  Village 
Sketches  of  Rural  Character  and 
Scenery.  With  2  Engravings  on 
Steel.    2  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

MOLIERE'S    Dramatic  Works. 
A   new  Translation    in  English 
Prose,  by  C.   H.  Wall.  3  vols. 

3^.  6d.  each. 
MONTAGU.  The  Letters  and 
Works  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley 
Montagu.  Edited  by  her  great 

grandson.  Lord  Wharncliffe's  Edi tion,  and  revised  by  W.  Moy 
Thomas.  New  Edition,  revised 
with  5  Portraits.  2  vols.  5^.  each 

MONTAIGNE'S  Essays.  Cotton's 
Translation,  revised  by  W.  C 
Hazlitt.  New  Edition.  3  vols, 

y.  6d.  each. 

MONTESQUIEU'S  Spirit  ol 
Laws.  New  Edition,  revised  and 
corrected.  By  J.  V.  Pritchard, 
A.M.     2  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

MORPHY'S  Games  of  Chess. 
Being  the  Matches  and  best  Games 
played  by  theAmerican  Champion, 
with  Explanatory  and  Analytical 
Notes  by  J.  Lowenthal.     5^. 

MOTLEY  (J.  L.).  The  Rise  01 
the  Dutch  Republic.  A  History. 

By  John  Lothrop  Motley.  New 
Edition,  with  Biographical  Intro- 

duction by  Moncure  D.  Conway. 
3  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 
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MUDIE'S  British  Birds ;  or,  His- 
tory of  the  Feathered  Tribes  of  the 

British  Islands.  Revised  by  W. 
C.  L.  Martin.  With  52  Figures 
of  Birds  and  7  Coloured  Plates  of 
Eggs.     2  vols. 

NEANDER  (Dr.  A.).  History 
of  the  Christian  Religion  and 
Church.  Trans,  from  the  German 

byJ.Torrey.    10  vols.  3J.6flf.  each. 

   Life  of  Jesus  Christ.  Trans- 
lated by  J.  McClintock  and  C. 

Blumenthal.     3^.  6flf. 

   History  of  the  Planting  and 
Training  of  the  Christian 
Church  by  the  Apostles. 
Translated  by  J.  E.  Ryland. 
2  vols.     31.  dd.  each. 

   Memorials  of  Christian  Life 
In  the  Early  and  Middle  Ages  ; 
including  Light  in  Dark  Places. 
Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.     3^.  (td. 

NIBELUNGEN  LIED.  The 
Lay  of  the  Nibeltmgs,  metrically 
translated  from  the  old  German 
text  by  Alice  Horton,  and  edited 
by  Edward  Bell,  M.A.  To  which 
is  prefixed  the  Essay  on  the  Nibe- 
lungen  Lied  by  Thomas  Carlyle. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  (The)  in 

Greek.  Griesbach's  Text,  with 
various  Readings  at  the  foot  of 
the  page,  and  Parallel  References 
in  the  margin ;  also  a  Critical 
Introduction  and  Chronological 
Tables.  By  an  eminent  Scholar, 
with  a  Greek  and  English  Lexicon. 
3rd  Edition,  revised  and  corrected. 
Two  Facsimiles  of  Greek  Manu- 

scripts.    900  pages.     51, 
The  Lexicon  may  be  had  sepa- 

rately, price  Zf. 

NICOLINI'S  History  of  the 
Jesuits :  their  Origin,  Progress, 
Doctrines,  and  Designs.  With  8 
Portraits.    5^. 

NORTH  (R.)  Lives  of  the  Right 
Hon.  Francis  North,  Baron  Guild- 

ford, the  Hon.  Sir  Dudley  North, 
and  the  Hon.  and  Rev.  Dr.  John 
North.  By  the  Hon.  Roger 
North.  Together  with  the  Auto- 

biography of  the  Author.  Edited 
by  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D.  3  vols. 
3^.  dd.  each. 

NUGENT'S  (Lord)  Memorials 
of  Hampden,  his  Party  and 
Times.  With  a  Memoir  of  the 

Author,  an  Autograph  Letter,  and 
Portrait.     5^, 

OLD  ENGLISH  CHRON- 

ICLES, including  Ethelwerd's 
Chronicle,  Asser's  Life  of  Alfred, 
Geoffrey  of  Monmouth's  British 
History,  Gildas,  Nennius,  and  the 
spurious  chronicle  of  Richard  of 
Cirencester.  Edited  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.     IjJ. 

OMAN  (J.  C.)  The  Great  Indian 
Epics :  the  Stories  of  the  Rama- 
YANA  and  the  Mahabharata. 

By  John  Campbell  Oman,  Prin- 
cipal of  Khalsa  College,  Amritsar. 

With  Notes,  Appendices,  and 
Illustrations.     31.  6d. 

ORDERICUS  VITALIS'  Eccle- 
siastical History  of  England 

and  Normandy.  Translated  by 
T.  Forester,  M.A.  To  which  is 
added  the  Chronicle  of  St. 
EvROULT.     4  vols.     5^.  each. 

OVID'S  Works,  complete.  Literally 
translated  into  Prose.  3  vols. 

5^.  each. 
PASCAL'S  Thoughts.  Translated 

from  the  Text  of  M.  Auguste 
Molinier  by  C.  Kegan  Paul.  3rd 
Edition.     3^.  6rf. 

PAULI'S  (Dr.  R.)  Life  ol  Alfred the  Great.  Translated  from  the 
German.  To  which  is  appended 
Alfred's  Anglo-Saxon  Version 
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OF  Orosius.  With  a  literal 
Translation  interpaged,  Notes, 
and  an  Anglo-Saxon  Grammar 
and  Glossary,  by  B.  Thorpe.  55. 

PAUSANIAS'  Description  of 
Qireece.  Newly  translated  by  A.  R. 
Shilleto,  M.A.    2  vols.    5^.  each. 

PEAKSON'S  Exposition  of  the 
Creed.  Edited  by  E.  Walford, 
M.A.     5J. 

PEPYS'  Diary  and  Correspond- 
euce.  Deciphered  by  the  Rev. 
J.  Smith,  M.A.,  from  the  original 
Shorthand  MS.  in  the  Pepysian 
Library.  Edited  by  Lord  Br-^y- 
brooke.  4  vols.  With  31  En- 

gravings.    55.  each. 

PERCY'S  Reliques  of  Ancient 
English  Poetry.  With  an  Essay 
on  Ancient  Minstrels  and  a  Glos- 

sary. Edited  by  J.  V.  Pritchard, 
A.M.     2  vols.     3J.  6fif.  each. 

PERSIUS.— i'^g  Jdvenal. 

PETRARCH'S  Sonnets,  Tri- 
umphs,  and  other  Poems. 
Translated  into  English  Verse  by 
various  Hands.  With  a  Life  of 
the  Poet  by  Thomas  Campbell. 
With  Portrait  and  15  Steel  En- 

gravings.    5j. 

PHILO  -  JUD^US,  Works  of. 
Translated  by  Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge, 
M.A.     4  vols.     5^.  each. 

PICKERING'S  History  of  the 
Races  of  Man,  and  their  Geo- 

graphical Distribution.  With  An 
Analytical  Synopsis  of  the 
Natural  History  of  Man  by 
Dr.  Hall.  With  a  Map  of  the 
World  and  12  coloured  Plates.  5^. 

PINDAR.  Translated  into  Prose 
by  Dawson  W.  Turner.  To  which 
is  added  the  Metrical  Version  by 
Abraham  Moore.     <,$. 

PLANCHE,    History  of  British 
Costume,  from  the  Earliest  Time 
to  the   Close  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century.       By    J.    R.    Planch^, 
Somerset  Herald.    With  upwards 
of  400  Illustrations,     f^s. 

PLATO'S  Works.   Literally  trans- 
lated,    with     Introduction     and 

Notes.     6  vols.     5^.  each. 

I. — The   Apology  of   Socrates, 
Crito,  Phaedo,  Gorgias,  Pro- 

tagoras, Phaedrus,  Thesetetus, 

Euthyphron,  Lysis.      Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  H.  Carey. 

II. — The  Republic,    Timseus,    and 
Critias.  Translated  by  Henry 
Davis. 

III. — Meno,      Euthydemus,      The 
Sophist,  Statesman,  Cratylus, 
Parmenides,and  the  Banquet. 
Translated  by  G.  Burges. 

IV. — Philebus,  Charmides,  Laches, 
Menexenus,    Hippias,    Ion, 
The  Two  Alcibiades,   The- 
ages.     Rivals,     Hipparchus, 
Minos,    Clitopho,     Epistles. 
Translated  by  G.  Burges. 

V. — The    Laws.      Translated    by 
G.  Burges. 

VI.— The  Doubtful  Works.    Trans- 
lated by  G.  Burges. 

   Summary  and  Analysis  of 
the  Dialogues.    With  Analytical 
Index.     By  A.  Day,  LL.D.     5^. 

PLAUTUS'S   Comedies.     Trans- 
lated by  H.  T.   Riley,  M.A.     2 

vols.     5j.  each. 

PLINY'S    Natural     History. 
Translated    by    the     late     John 
Bostock,  M.D.,  F.R.S.,  and  H.T. 
Riley,  M.A.     6  vols.     5^.  each, 

PLINY.     The  Letters  of  Pliny 

the  Younger.     Melmoth's  trans- 
lation, revised  by  the  Rev.  F.  C. 

T.  Bosanquet,  M.A.     ̂ s. 
PLOTINUS,    Select    Works    of. 

Translated    by    Thomas  Taylor. 
With  an  Introduction  containing 

the  substance  of  Porphyry's  Plo- tinus.     Edited  by  (;.  R.  S.  Mead, 
B.A.,  M.R.A.S.     5J. 
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PLUTARCH'S  Lives.  Translated 
by  A.  Stewart,  M.A.,  and  George 
Long,  M.A.    4  vols.    3^.  6^.  each. 

   Morals.  Theosophical  Essays. 
Translated  by  C.  W.  King,  M.A. 

  Morals.      Ethical    Essays. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  A.  R. 
Shilleto,  M.A.     S^. 

POETRY  OF  AMERICA.  Se- 
lections from  One  Hundred 

American  Poets,  from  1776  to 

1876.     By  W.  J.  Linton.     3i-.  M. 
POLITICAL  CYCLOPiBDIA. 

A  Dictionary  of  Political,  Con- 
stitutional, Statistical,  and  Fo- 

rensic Knowledge ;  forming  a 
Work  of  Reference  on  subjects  of 
Civil  Administration,  Political 
Economy,  Finance,  Commerce, 
Laws,  and  Social  Relations.  4 
vols.     3J.  61a?.  each. 

POPE'S  Poetical  Works.  Edited, 
with  copious  Notes,  by  Robert 
Carruthers.  With  numerous  Illus- 

trations.    2  vols.    5^.  each. 

  Homer's  Iliad.      Edited    by 
the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
Illustrated  by  the  entire  Series  of 

Flaxman's  Designs.     5^. 

  Homer's  Odyssey,  with  the 
Battle  of  Frogs  and  Mice,  Hymns, 
&c.,  by  other  translators.  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
With  the  entire  Series  of  Flax- 

man's  Designs,     '^s, 

   Life,  including  many  of  his 
Letters.  By  Robert  Carruthers. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.     55. 

POUSHKIN'S  Prose  Tales:  The 

Captain's  Daughter — Doubrovsky 
—  The  Queen  of  Spades  —  An 
Amateur  Peasant  Girl — The  Shot 
—The  Snow  Storm— The  Post- 

master —  The  Coffin  Maker  — 
Kirdjali— The  Egyptian  Nights- 
Peter  the  Great's  Negro.  Trans- 

lated by  T.  Keane.     31.  6<i. 

PRBSCOTT'S  Conquest  of 
Mexico.  Copyright  edition,  with 
the  notes  by  John  Foster  Kirk, 
and  an  introduction  by  G.  P. 

Winship.     3  vols.     3^.  6a'.  each.    Conquest  of  Peru.  Copyright 
edition,  with  the  notes  of  John 
Foster  Kirk.    2  vols.    3^.  dd.  each. 

   Reign    of    Ferdinand    and 
Isabella.  Copyright  edition, 
with  the  notes  of  John  Foster 
Kirk.     3  vols.     3^.  dd.  each. 

PROPERTIUS.  Translated  by 
Rev.  P.  J.  F.  Gantillon,  M.A., 
and  accompanied  by  Poetical 
Versions,  from  various  sources. 

3^.  6d. PROVERBS,  Handbook  of.  Con- 
taining an  entire  Republication 

of  Ray's  Collection  of  English 
Proverbs,  with  his  additions  from 

Foreign  Languages  and  a  com- 
plete Alphabetical  Index;  in  which 

are  introduced  large  additions  as 
well  of  Proverbs  as  of  Sayings, 
Sentences,  Maxims,  and  Phrases, 
collected  by  H.  G.  Bohn.     $5. 

PROVERBS,  A  Polyglot  of 
Foreign.  Comprising  French, 
Italian,  German,  Dutch,  Spanish, 
Portuguese,  and  Danish.  With 
English  Translations  &  a  General 
Index  by  H.  G.  Bohn.     5j. 

POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN, 

and  other  Objects  of  Vertu.  Com- 
prising an  Illustrated  Catalogue  of 

the  Bernal  Collection  of  Works 
of  Art,  with  the  prices  at  which 
they  were  sold  by  auction,  and 
names  of  the  possessors.  To  which 
are  added,  an  Introductory  Lecture 
on  Pottery  and  Porcelain,  and  an 
Engraved  List  of  all  the  known 
Marks  and  Monograms.  By  Henry 
G.  Bohn.  With  numerous  Wood 

Engravings,  55. ;  or  with  Coloured 
Illustrations,  \os.  6d, 

PROUT'S  (Father)  Reliques.  Col- 
lected and  arranged  by  Rev.  F. 

Mahony.  New  issue,  with  21 
Etchings  by  D.  Maclise,  R.A. 
Nearly  600  pages.     5^. 
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QUINTILIAN'S  InsUtutes  of 
Oratory,  or  Education  of  an 
Orator.  Translated  by  the  Rev. 
J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.  2  vols.  s. 
each. 

RACINE'S  (Jean)  Dramatic 
Works.  A  metrical  English  ver- 

sion. By  R.  Bruce  Boswell,  M.A. 

Oxon.     2  vols.     3^'.  (id.  each. 

RANKE'S  History  of  tho  Popes, 
during  the  Last  Four  Centuries. 
Translated  by  E.  Foster.  Mrs. 

Foster's  translation  revised,  with 
considerable  additions,  by  G.  R. 
Dennis,  B.A.  3  vols.  3^.  bd.  each. 

   History  of  Servia  and  the 
Servian  Revolution.  With  an 
Account  of  the  Insurrection  in 
Bosnia.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Kerr. 
y.  bd. 

RECREATIONS  In  SHOOTING. 

By '  Craven.'  With  62  Engravings 
on  Wood  after  Harvey,  and  9 
Engravings  on  Steel,  chiefly  after 
A.  Cooper,  R.A.     5^. 

RENNIE'S  Insect  Architecture. 
Revised  and  enlarged  by  Rev. 
J.  G.  Wood,  M.A.  With  186 
Woodcut  Illustrations.     5^. 

REYNOLD'S  (Sir  J.)  Literary 
Works.  Edited  by  H.  W.  Beechy. 
2  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

RICARDO  on  the  Principles  of 
Political  Economy  and  Taxa- 

tion. Edited  by  E.  C.  K.  Conner, 
M.A.     5^. 

RICHTER  (Jean  Paul  Frledrlch). 
Levana,  a  Treatise  on  Education: 
together  with  the  Autobiography 
(a  Fragment),  and  a  short  Pre- 

fatory Memoir.     3^.  6d. 

   Flower,  Fruit,   and   Thorn 
Pieces,  or  the  Wedded  Life,  Death, 
and  Marriage  of  Firmian  Stanis- 

laus Siebenkaes,  Parish  Advocate 
in  the  Parish  of  Kuhschnapptel. 
Newly  translated  by  Lt.  Col.  Alex. 
Ewing.     3/.  6d 

ROGER  DE  HOVEDEN'S  An- 
nals of  English  History,  com- 

prising the  History  of  England 
and  of  other  Countries  of  Europe 
from  A.  D.  732  to  A.  D.  1201. 
Translated  by  H  T.  Riley,  M.A. 
2  vols.     5^.  each. 

ROGER  OF  WENDOVER'S 
Flovrers  of  History,  comprising 
the  History  of  England  from  the 
Descent  of  the  Saxons  to  A.D. 

I235,formerlyascribedto  Matthew 
Paris.  Translated  by  J.  A.  Giles, 
D.C.L.     2  vols.     5.f.  each. 

[  Vol.  II.  out  of  print. 
ROME  in  the  NINETEENTH 

CENTURY.  Containing  a  com- 
plete Account  of  the  Ruins  of  the 

Ancient  City,  the  Remains  of  the 
Middle  Ages,  and  the  Monuments 
of  Modern  Times.  By  C.  A.  Eaton. 
With  34  Steel  Engravings.  2  vols. 

5 J.  each.    See  Burn. 

ROSCOE'S  (W.)  Life  and  Pontl- 
flcate  of  Leo  X.  Final  edition, 
revised  by  Thomas  Roscoe.  2 
vols.     3^.  6d,  each. 

   Life  of  Lorenzo  de'  Medlol, 
called  •  the  Magnificent.'  With 
his  poems,  letters,  &c.  loth 
Edition,  revised,  with  Memoir  of 
Roscoe  by  his  Son.     3^.  6d, 

RUSSIA.  History  of,  from  the 
earliest  Period,  compiled  from 
the  most  authentic  sources  by 
Walter  K.  Kelly.  With  Portraits. 
2  vols.     35  6d.  each. 

SALLUST,  FLORUS,  and  VEL- 
LEIUS  PATERCULUS. 
Translated  by  J.  S.Watson,  M.A. 

SCHILLER'S  Works.  Translated 
by  various  hands.  7  vols.  3^.  dd. 

each : — 
I.— History  of  the  Thirty  Years' War. 
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Schiller's  Works  coniinued. 

II. — History  of  the  Revolt  in  the 
Netherlands,  the  Trials  of 
Counts  Egmont  and  Horn, 
the  Siege  of  Antwerp,  and 
the  Disturbances  in  France 
preceding  the  Reign  of 
Henry  IV. 

III. — Don  Carlos,  Mary  Stuart, 
Maid  of  Orleans,  Bride  of 
Messina,  together  with  the 
Use  of  the  Chorus  in 

Tragedy  (a  short  EssayJ. 
These  Dramas  are  all 

translated  in  metre. 

IV.— Robbers  ( with  Schiller's 
original  Preface),  Fiesco, 
Love  and  Intrigue,  De- 

metrius, Ghost  Seer,  Sport 
of  Divinity. 

The    Dramas    in    this 
volume  are  translated  into 
Prose. 

V. — Poems. 

VI. — Essays.^stheticaland  Philo- 
sophical 

VII. — Wallenstein's    Camp,    Pic- colomini   and    Death    of 
WalIenstein,William  Tell. 

SCHILLER  and  GOETHE. 
Coirreapondence  between,  from 
A.D.  1794- 1805.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Schmitz.  2  vols.  3J-.  Qd. each. 

SCHLEGEL'S  (F.)  Lectures  on 
the  Philosophy  of  Life  and  the 
Philosophy  of  Language.  Trans- 

lated by  the  Rev.  A.  J.  W.  Mor- 
rison, M.A.     3^.  6d. 

   Lectures  on  the  History  of 
Literature,  Ancient  and  Modern. 
Translated  from  the  German.  y.6a. 

  Lectures  on  the  Philosophy 
of  History.     Translated  by  J.  B. 
Robertson.     31.  6d, 

SCHLEGEL'S  Lectures  on 
Modern  History,  together  witli 
the  Lectures  entitled  Caesar  and 

Alexander,  and  The  Beginning  of 
our   History.     Translated  by  L. 
Purcell   and    R.    H.   Whitetock, 

3x.  (>d.   Esthetic  and  Miscellaneous 
Works.      Translated    by   E.    J. 
Millington.     3^.  6d. 

SCHLEGEL   (A.  W.)    Leottires 
on  Dramatic  Art  and  Literature. 
Translated  by  J.  Black.     Revised 
Edition,  by  the  Rev.  A.  J.   W. 
Morrison,  M.A.     y.  dd. 

SCHOPENHAUER  on  the  Four- 
fold Root  of  the  Principle  of 

Sufficient  Reason,  and  On  the 
WIU  in  Nature.  Translated  by 
Madame  Hillebrand.     5^. 

   Essays.  Selected  and  Trans- 
lated. With  a  Biographical  Intro- 

duction and  Sketch  of  his  Philo- 
sophy, by  E.  Belfort  Bax.     5^. 

SGHOUW'S  Earth,  Plants,  and 
Man.  Translated  by  A.  Henfrey. 
With  coloured  Map  of  the  Geo- 

graphy of  Plants.     5i. 
SCHUMANN  (Robert).  His  Life 

and  Works,  by  August  Reissmann. 
Translated  by  A.  L.  Alger.   3^.  M. 

   Early  Letters.  Originally  pub- 
blished  by  his  Wife.  Translated 
by  May  Herbert.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  George  Grove,  D.C.L. 

35.  dd. SENECA  on  Benefits.  Newly 
translated  by  A,  Stewart,  M.A. 

Zs.  6d.    Minor  Essays  and  On  Clem- 
ency. Translated  by  A.  Stewart, 

M.A.     Sj. 

SHAKESPEARE  DOCU- 
MENTS. Arranged  by  D.  H. 

Lambert,  B.A.     3^-.  6d. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  Dramatic 
Art.  The  History  and  Character 

of  Shakespeare's  Plays.  By  Dr. 
Hermaim  Ulrici.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Schmitz.  2  vols.  3^.  6d. 
each. 
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SHAKESPEAKE  (WilUam).  A 
Literary  Biography  by  Karl  EIze, 
Ph.D.,  LL.D.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Schmitz.     5^. 

SHARPE  (S.)  The  History  of 
Egypt,  from  the  Earliest  Times 
till  the  Conquest  by  the  Arabs, 
A.D.  640.  By  Samuel  Sharpe. 
2  Maps  and  upwards  of  400  Illus- 

trative Woodcuts.  2  vols.  5^.  each. 

SHERIDAN'S  Dramatic  Works, 
Complete.     With  Life  by  G.  G.  S. 

SISMONDI'S  History  of  the 
Literattire  of  the  South  01 
Europe.  Translated  by  Thomas 
Roscoe.     2  vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

SMITHS  Synonyms  and  An- 
tonyms, or  Kindred  Words  and 

their  Opposites.  Revised  Edi- 
tion.    5^. 

   Synonyms    Discriminated. 
A  Dictionary  of  S>'nonymous 
Words  in  the  English  Language, 
showing  the  Accurate  signification 
of  words  of  similar  meaning. 
Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Percy 
Smith,  M.A.     6s. 

SMITH'S  (Adam)  The  Wealth  of 
Nations.  Edited  by  E.  Belfort 
Bax.     2  vols.     35.  6d.  each. 

  Theory  of  Moral  Sentiments. 
With  a  Memoir  of  the  Author  by 
Dugald  Stewart.     3^.  6d. 

SMYTH'S  (Professor)  Lectures 
on  Modem  History.  2  vols. 
31.  6'/.  each. 

SMYTH'S  (Professor)  Lectiires on  the  French  Revolution. 
2  vols.     3j.  6d.  each. 

SMITH'S  (Pye)  Geology  and Scripture.     2nd  Edition.     5^. 

SMOLLETT'S  Adventures  01 Roderick  Random.  With  short 
Memoir  and  Bibliography,  and 
Cruikshank's  Illustrations.    3^.  6c/. 

SMOLLETT'S  Adventures  of Peregrine  Pickle.  With  Biblio- 
graphy and  Cruikshank's  Illus- trations.   2  vols.    3^.  6d.  each. 

   The  Expedition  of  Hum- 
phry Clinker.  With  BibUography 

and  Cruikshank's  Illustrations. 

3s.6d. 
SOCRATES  (sumamed  'Scholas- 

ticus ').  The  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory  of  (A.D.  305-445).  Translated 
from  the  Greek.     5^. 

SOPHOCLES,  The  Tragedies  of. 
A  New  Prose  Translation,  with 
-Memoir,  Notes,  &c.,  by  E.  P. 
Coleridge,  M.A.     $». 

SOUTHEY'S  Life  of  Nelson. 
With  Portraits,  Plans,  and  up- 

wards of  50  Engravings  on  Steel 
and  Wood.     5^. 

   Life  of  Wesley,  and  the  Rise 
and  Progress  of  Methodism.     55. 

   Robert  Southey.    The  Story 
of  his  Life  written  in  his  Letters. 
Edited  by  John  Dendts.     31.  6d. 

SOZOMEN'S  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory. Translated  from  the  Greek. 

Together  with  the  Ecclesiasti- 
cal History  of  Philostor- 

Gius,  as  epitomised  by  Photius. 
Translated  by  Rev.  E.  Walford, 

M.A.     5-. 
SPINOZA'S  Chief  Works.  Trans- 

lated, with  Introduction,byR.H.M. 
Elwes.    2  vols.    5^.  each. 

STANLEY'S  Classified  Synopsis 
of  the  Principal  Painters  of  the 
Dutch  and  Flemish  Schools. 
By  George  Stanley.     5^. 

STARLING'S  (Miss)  Noble  Deeds 
of  Women.  With  14  Steel  En- 

gravings.    5j. 

STAUNTON'S    Chess  -  Player's Handbook.     5^. 

   Chesa  Praxis.    A  Supplement 
to  the  Chess-player's  Handbook. 



Contained  in  Bohtis  Libraries. 

23 

STAUNTON'S  Chess  -  player's 
Companion.  Comprising  a  Trea- 

tise on  Odds,  Collection  of  Match 
Games,  and  a  Selection  of  Original 
Problems.  55. 

   Chess  Tournament  of  1851. 
With  Introduction  and  Notes.   5^. 

STOCKHARDT'S  Experimental 
Chemistry.  Edited  by  C.  W. 
Heaton,  F.C.S.     5^. 

STOWE  (Mrs. H.B.)  Uncle  Tom's 
Cabin.     Illustrated.     35.  dd. 

STRABO'S  Geography.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  Falconer,  M.A., 

and  H.  C.  Hamilton.  3  vols. 
5j.  each. 

STRICKLAND'S  (Agnes)  Lives 
of  the  Queens  of  England,  from 
the  Norman  Conquest.  Revised 
Edition.  With  6  Portraits.  6  vols. 
5f.  each. 

   Life  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 
2  vols.     S^.  each. 

  Lives  of  the  Tixdor  and  Stuart 
Princesses.    With  Portraits.     5^ 

STUART  and  REVETT'S  Anti- 
quities of  Athens,  and  other 

Monuments  of  Greece.  With  71 
Plates  engraved  on  Steel,  and 
numerous  Woodcut  Capitals.     5j. 

SUETONIUS'  Lives  of  the  Twelve 
Csesars  and  Lives  of  the  Gram- 

marians. Thomson's  translation, 
revised  by  T.  Forester.     55. 

SWTPT'S  Prose  Works.  Edited 
by  Temple  Scott.  With  a  Bio- 

graphical Introduction  by  the  Right 
Hon.  W.  E.  H.  Lecky,  M.P. 
With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles. 
12  vols.     3^.  bd.  each. 

[  Vols.  I.-XI.  ready. 
I.— A  Tale  of  a  Tub,  The  Battle 

of  the  Books,  and  other 
early  works.  Edited  by 
Temple  Scott.  With  a 
Biographical  Introduction 
by  W.  E.  H.  Lecky. 

Swift's  Prose  Viovivs  continued. 

II.— The  Journal  to  Stella.  Edited 
by  Frederick  Ryland,M.  A. 
With  2  Portraits  and  Fac- 
simile. 

III.&  I V^. — ^Writings  on  Religion  and 
the  Church. 

V. — Historical   and     Political 
Tracts  (English). 

VI. — The  Drapier's   Letters. 
With  facsimiles  of  Wood's 
Coinage,  &c. 

VII. — Historical      and       Pohtical 
Tracts  (Irish). 

VIII.— Gulliver's  Travels.      Edited 
by  G.  R.  Dennis.     With 
Portrait  and  Maps. 

IX.  — Contributions  to  Periodicals. 
X. — Historical  Writings. 

XI. — Literarj'  Essays. 

XII. — Index  and  Bibliography,  &c. 

[/m  preparation. 
TACITUS.  The  Works  of.  Liter- 

ally translated.     2  vols.     5^.  each. 

TASSO'S  Jerusalem  Delivered. 
Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  J.  H.  Wiffen.  With  8 
Engravings  on  Steel  and  24  Wood- 

cuts by  Thurston.     55. 

T  A  Y  L  O  R'S  (  Bishop  Jeremy ) 
Holy  Living  and  Dying.   3^.  6d. 

TEN  BRINK.— .$•££  Brink. 
TERENCE  and  PHiEDRUS. 

Literally  translated  byH.  T.  Riley, 

M.A.  To  which  is  added.  Smart's Metrical  Version  of  Phsedrus.    5^. 

THEOCRITUS,  BION,  MOS- 
CHUS,  and  TYRT.EUS.  Liter- 

ally translated  by  the  Rev.  J. 
Banks,  M.A.  To  which  are  ap- 

pended the  Metrical  Versions  of 
Chapman.     5^. 

THEODORET  and  EVAGRIUS. 
Histories  of  the  Church  from  A.D. 

332  to  A.D.  427  ;  and  from  A.D. 
431  to  A.D.  544.    Translated.     $s. 
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THIERRY'S  History  of  the 
Conquest  of  England  by  the 
Normans.  Translated  by  Wil- 

liam Hazlitt.  2  vols.  y.  6d.  each. 

THTJCYDIDES.  The  Pelopon- 
nesian  War.  Literally  translated 
by  the  Rev.  H.  Dale.  2  vols. 
3j.  6d.  each. 

   An  Analysis  and  Summary 
of.     By  J.  T.  Wheeler.     5^. 

THUDICHUM  (J.  L.  W.)  A  Trea- 
tise on  Wines.    Illustrated.     5.r. 

URE'S  (Dr.  A.)  Cotton  Manufac- ture of  Great  Britain.  Edited 
by  P.  L.  Simmonds.  2  vols.  5;. 
each. 

  Philosophy  of  Manufactures. 

Edited  by  P.  L,  Simmonds.  "js.  6d. 

VASARI'S  Lives  of  the  most 
Eminent  Painters,  Sculptors, 
and  Architects.  Translated  by 
Mrs.  J.  Foster,  with  a  Commen- 

tary by  J.  P.  Richter,  Ph.D.  6 
vols.     3x.  6<i.  each. 

VIRGIL.  A  Literal  Prose  Trans- 
lation by  A.  Hamilton  Bryce, 

LL.D.     With  Portrait.     3j.  6d. 

VOLTAIRE'S  Tales.  Translated 
by  R.  B.  Boswell.  Containing 

Bebouc,  Memnon,  Candide,  L'ln- 
genu,  and  other  Tales.     3^.  6d. 

WALTON'S  Complete  Angler. 
Edited  by  Edward  Jesse.  With 
Portrait  and  203  Engravings  on 
Wood  and  26  Engravings  on 
Steel.     5^. 

  Lives  of  Donne,  Hooker,  &o. 
New  Edition  revised  by  A.  H. 
Bullen,  with  a  Memoir  of  Izaak 
Walton  by  Wm.  Dowling.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     $s. 

WELLINGTON,  Life  of.  By 'An 
Old  Soldier.'  From  the  materials 
of  Maxwell.  With  Index  and  18 
Steel  Engravings.      5J. 

WELLINGTON,  Victories  of. 
See  Maxwell. 

WERNER'S  Templars  in 
Cyprus.  Translated  by  E.  A.  M. 
Lewis.     3J.  6d. 

WESTROPP  (H.  M.)  A  Hand- 
book of  Archaeology,  Egyptian, 

Greek,  Etruscan,  Roman.  Illus- 
trated.    5j, 

WHITE'S  Natural  History  of 
Selbome.  With  Notes  by  Sir 
William  Jardine.  Edited  by  Ed- 

ward Jesse.  With  40  Portraits 
and  coloured  Plates.     $s. 

WHEATLEyS  A  Rational  Illus- 
tration of  the  Book  of  Common 

Prayer.     31.  6</. 

WHEELER'S  Noted  Names  of 
Fiction,  Dictionary  of.     5^. 

WIESELER'S  Chronological 
Synopsis  of  the  Four  Gospels. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  Canon 
Venables.     3^.  6J. 

WILLIAMofMALMESBURY'S 
Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of  Eng- 

land. Translated  by  the  Rev.  J. 
Sharpe.  Edited  by  J.  A.  Giles, 
D.C.L.     sj. 

XENOPHON'S  Works.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson, 

M.A.,  and  the  Rev.  H.  Dale.  In 
3  vols.     5^.  each. 

YOUNG  (Arthur).  Travels  in 
France  during  the  years  1787, 
1788.  and  1789.  Edited  by 
M.  Betham  Edwards.     3j.  6d. 

  Tour  in  Ireland,  with 
General  Observations  on  the  state 
of  the  country  during  the  years 

1776  -  79.  Edited  by  A.  W. 
Hutton.  With  Complete  Biblio- 

graphy by  J.  P.  Anderson,  and 
Map.     2  vols.     y.  6d.  e.ach. 

YULE-TIDE  STORIES.  A  Col- 
lection of  Scandinavian  and  North- 

German  Popular  Tales  and  Tra- 
ditions.   Edited  by  B.  Thorpe.  Sj. 



THE  YORK    LIBRARY 
A  NEW  SERIES  OF  REPRINTS  ON  THIN  PAPER. 

With  specially  designed  title-pages,  binding,  and  end-papers. 

Fcap.  8vo.  in  cloth,   2s.  net ; 

In  leather,  3s.  net. 

'  The  Yoik  Library  is  noticeable  by  reason  of  the  wisdom  and  intelli- 
gence displayed  in  the  choice  of  unhackneyed  classics.  ...  A  most 

attractive  series  of  reprints.  .  .  .  The  size  and  style  of  the  volumes  are 

exactly  what  they  should  be.' — Bookman. 

The  following  volumes  a7-e  now  ready  : 

CHARLOTTE  BRONTE'S  JANE  EYRE. 
BURNEY'S  EVELINA.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 

Notes,  by  Annie  Raine  Ellis. 

BURNEY'S  CECILIA.    Edited  by  Annie  Raine  Ellis.  2  vols. 

BURTON'S  ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY.  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  A.  R.  Shilleto,  M.A.,  with  Introduction  by  A.  H.  Bullen.  3  vols. 

BURTON'S  (SIR  RICHARD)  PILGRIMAGE  TO  AL- 
MADINAH  AND  MECCAH.  With  Introduction  by  STANLEY  Lane- 
POOLE.     2  vols. 

CERVANTES'  DON  QUIXOTE.  Motteux's  Translation,  re- 
vised.   With  Lockhart's  Life  and  Notes.     2  vols. 

CLASSIC  TALES  :  Johnson's  Rasselas,  Goldsmith's  Vicar 
OF  Wakefield,  Sterne's  Sentimental  Journey,  Walpole's 
Castle  of  Otranto.     With  Introduction  by  C.  S.  Fearenside,  M.A. 

COLERIDGE'S  AIDS  TO  REFLECTION,  and  the  Confessions 
of  an  Inquiring  Spirit. 

COLERIDGE'S  FRIEND.  A  series  of  Essays  on  Morals, 
Politics,  and  Religion. 

COLERIDGE'S  TABLE  TALK  AND  OMNIANA.  Arranged 
and  Edited  by  T.  Ashe,  B.A. 

COLERIDGE'S  LECTURES  AND  NOTES  ON  SHAKE- 
SPEARE, and  other  English  Poets.     Edited  by  T.  Ashe,  B.A. 

DRAPER'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  INTELLECTUAL  DE- 
VELOPMENT OF  EUROPE.     2  vols. 

EBERS'  AN   EGYPTIAN   PRINCESS.     Translated  by  E.  S. 
BUCHHEIM. 

GEORGE  ELIOT'S  ADAM  BEDE. 
EMERSON'S  WORKS.  A  new  edition  in  5  volumes,  with  the 

Text  edited  and  collated  by  George  Sampson. 

FIELDING'S  TOM  JONES  (2  vols.),  AMELIA  (i  vol.),  JOSEPH 
ANDREWS  (I  vol.). 

GASKELL'S  SYLVIA'S  LOVERS. 



The  York  Library — continued. 

GESTA  ROMANORUM,  or  Entertaining  Moral  Stories  in- 
vented by  the  Monks.  Translated  from  the  Latin  by  the  Rev.  Charles 

Swan.     Revised  edition,  by  Wyxnard  Hooper,  M.A. 

GOETHE'S  FAUST.  Translated  by  Anna  Svvanwick,  LL.D. 
Revised  edition,  with  an  Introduction  and  BibUography  by  Karl  Brei;l, 
Litt.D.,  Ph.D. 

GOETHE'S  POETRY  AND  TRUTH  FROM  MY  OWN  LIFE. 
Translated  by  M.  Steele-Smith,  with  Introduction  and  Bibliography  by 
Karl  Breul,  Litt.D. 

HAWTHORNE'S  TRANSFORMATION  (The  Marble  Faun). 
HOOPER'S    WATERLOO  :     THE    DOWNFALL    OF    THE 

FIRST  NAPOLEON'.     With  Maps  and  Plans. 
IRVING'S  SKETCH  BOOK. 

IRVING'S  BRACEBRIDGE  HALL,  OR  THE  HUMOURISTS. 

JAMESON'S  SHAKESPEARE'S  HEROINES.  Characteris- tics of  Women  :  Moral,  Poetical,  and  Historical. 

LAMB'S  ESSAYS.  Including  the  Essays  of  Elia,  Last  Essays 
of  Elia,  and  Eliana. 

MARCUS   AURELIUS    ANTONINUS,   THE    THOUGHTS 
OF.      Translated  by  George  Long,   M.A.      With  an  Essay  on  Marcus 
Aurehus  by  Matthew  Arnold. 

MARRYAT'S    MR.    MIDSHIPMAN    EASY.     With  8  Illustra- 
trations.     i  vol.     PETER  SIMPLE.     With  8  Illustrations,     i  vol. 

MIGNET'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION, 
from  1789  to  1814. 

MONTAIGNE'S  ESSAYS.  Cotton's  translation.  Revised  by 
W.  C.  Hazlitt.     3  vols. 

MOTLEY'S  RISE  OF  THE  DUTCH  REPUBLIC.  With  a 
Biographical  Introduction  bv  MONCURE  D.  Conway.     3  vols. 

PASCAL'S  THOUGHTS.  Translated  from  the  Text  of  M. 
Auguste  Molinier  by  C.  Kegan  Paul.     Third  edition. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES.  Translated,  with  Notes  and  a  Life  by 
Aubrey  Stewart,  M.A,,  and  George  Long,  M.A.    4  vols. 

RANKE'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  POPES,  during  the  Last  Four 
Centuries.     Mrs.  Foster's  translation.     Revised  by  G.  R.  Dennis.    3  vols. 

SWIFT'S  GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS.  Edited,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  G.  R.  DENNIS,  with  facsimiles  of  the  original  illustrations. 

SWIFT'S  JOURNAL  TO  STELLA.  Edited,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  F.  Ryland,  M.A. 

TROLLOPE'S  BARSETSHIRE  NOVELS.— THE  WARDEN 
(i  vol.),  BARCHESTER  TOWERS  (i  vol.),  DR.  THORNE  (i  vol.), 
FRAMLEY  PARSONAGE  (i  vol.),  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLING- 

-  TON  (2  vols.),  LAST  CHRONICLE  OF  BARSET  (2  vols.). 

VOLTAIRE'S  ZADIG  AND  OTHER  TALES.  Translated  by R.  Bruce  Boswell. 

ARTHUR  YOUNG'S  TRAVELS  IN  FRANCE,  during  the 
years  1787,  1788,  and  1789.  Edited  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  M. 
Betham  Edwards. 

Other   Volumes  are  in  Preparation, 



BELL'S   HANDBOOKS 
OF 

THE    GREAT    MASTERS 
IN   PAINTING  AND  SCULPTURE. 

Edited  by  G.  C.  WILLIAMSON,  Litt.D. 

NEW  AND  CHEAPER  REISSUE. 

Post  8vo.  With  40  Illustrations  and  Photogravure  Frontispiece.  3^.  6d.  net  each. 

The  following  Volumes  have  been  issued  : 

BOTTICELLI.     By  A.  Streeter.     2nd  Edition. 
BRUNELLESCHI.    By  Leader  Scott. 
CORREGGIO.     By  Selwyn  Brinton,  M.A.     2nd  Edition. 
CARLO    CRIVELLI.      By  G.  McNeil  Rushforth,  M.A. 
DELLA  ROBBIA.     By  the  Marchesa  Burlamacchi.     2nd  Edition. 
ANDREA  DEL  SARTO.     By  H.  Guinness.    2nd  Edition. 
DONATELLO.     By  Hope  Rea.     2nd  Edition. 
GERARD  DOU.     By  Dr.  W.  Martin.     Translated  by  Clara  Bell. 
GAUDENZIO  FERRARI.     By  Ethel  Halsey. 
FRANCIA.     By  George  C.  Williamson,  Litt.D. 
GIORGIONE.    By  Herbebt  Cook,  M.A. 
GIOTTO.     By  F.  Mason  Perkins. 
FRANS  HALS.     By  Gerald  S.  Davies,  M.A. 
BERNARDINO  LUINI.  By  George  C.  Williamson,  Litt.D.   3rd  Edition. 
LEONARDO  DA  VINCI.     By  Edward  McCurdy,  M.A. 
MANTEGNA.     By  Maud  Cruttwell. 
MEMLINC.    By  W.  H.  James  Weale. 
MICHEL  ANGELO.      By  Lord  Ronald  Sutherland   Gower,    M.A., 

F.S.A. 

PERUGINO.    By  G  C.  Williamson,  Litt.D.     2nd  Edition. 
PIERO  DELLA  FRANCESCA.     By  W.  G.  Waters,  M.A. 
PINTORICCHIO.    By  Evelyn  March  Phillipps. 
RAPHAEL.     By  H.  Strachey.     2nd  Edition. 
REMBRANDT.     By  Malcolm  Bell.    2nd  Edition. 
RUBENS.     By  Hope  Rea. 
LUCA  SIGNORELLI.    By  Maud  Cruttwell.    2nd  Edition. 
SODOMA.    By  the  Contessa  Lorenzo  Priuli-Bon. 
TINTORETTO.    By  J.  B.  Stoughton  Holborn,  M.A. 
VAN  DYCK,     By  Lionel  Cust,  M.V.O.,  F.S.A. 
VELASQUEZ.    By  R.  A.  M.  Stevenson,    3rd  Edition. 
WATTEAU.     By  Edgcumbe  Staley,  B.A. 
WILKIE.    By  Lord  Ronald  Sutherland  Gower,  M..A.,  F.S.A. 

Wrile  for  Ilhistrated  Prospectus. 



THE 

CHISWICK  SHAKESPEARE 
Illustrated  by  BYAM  SHAW. 

With  Introductions  and  Glossaries  by  JOHN  DENNIS. 

Printed  at  the  Chiswick  Press,  pott  8vo.,  price  \s.  6d.  net  per  volume ; 
also  a  cheaper  edition,  is.  net  per  volume  ;  or  2s.  net  in  limp  leather ;  also 
a  few  copies,  on  Japanese  vellum,  to  be  sold  only  in  sets,  price  5^.  net  per 
volume. 

Now  Complete  in  39  Volumes. 

ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST. 
WELL.  MACBETH. 

ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 
AS  YOU  LIKE  IT.  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE. 
COMEDY  OF  ERRORS.  MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 

CORIOLANUS.  MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S  DREAM. 
CYMBELINE.  MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 
HAMLET.  OTHELLO. 

JULIUS  C^SAR.  PERICLES. 
KING  HENRY  IV.     Part  I.  ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 
KING  HENRY  IV.     Part  II.  THE  TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 
KING  HENRY  V.  THE  TEMPEST. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  I.  TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  II.  TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  III.  TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 
KING  HENRY  VIII.  TV/ELFTH  NIGHT. 

KING  JOHN.  TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA. 

KING  LEAR.  .  WINTER'S  TALE. 
KING  RICHARD  II.  POEMS. 
KING  RICHARD  III.  SONNETS. 

'  A  fascinating  little  edition.' — Notes  and  Qiteries. 

'  A  cheap,  very  comely,  and  altogether  desirable  edition.' — Westminster  Gazette. 
But  a  few  years  ago  such  volumes  would  have  been  deemed  worthy  to  be  considered 

editions  de  luxe.    To-day,  the  low  price  at  which  they  are  offered  to  the  public  alone 

prevents  them  being  so  regarded.' — Studio. 
'  Handy  in  shape  and  size,  wonderfully  cheap,  beautifully  printed  from  the  Cam- 

bridge text,  and  illustrated  quaintly  yet  admirably  by  Mr.  Byam  Shaw,  we  have  nothing 
but  praise  for  it.  No  one  who  w.ants  a  good  and  convenient  Shakespeare — without 
excursuses,  discursuses,  or  even  too  many  notes — can  do  better,  in  our  opinion,  than 
subscribe  to  this  issue  :  which  is  saying  a  good  deal  in  these  days  of  cheap  reprints.' — 
Vanity  Fair, 

'  What  we  like  about  these  elegant  booklets  is  the  attention  that  has  been  paid  to  the 
paper,  as  well  as  to  the  print  and  decoration ;  such  stout  laid  paper  will  last  for  ages. 

On  this  account  alone,  the  '  Chiswick '  sliould  easily  be  first  among  pocket  Shake- 
speares.' —  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

*,*  The  Chiswick  Shakespeare  may  also  be  had  bound  in  12  volumes, 
full  qilt  back,  price  36^.  Ttet. 



New  Editions,  foap.  8vo.  it.  6<f.  each  net. 

THE     ALDINE     EDITION 

BRITISH     POETS. 
This  excellent  edition  of  the  English  classics,  with  their  complete  texts  and 

scholarly  introductions,  are  something  very  different  from  the  cheap  volnmes  of 

extracts  which  are  just  now  so  much  too  common.' — St.  James's  Qazette. 

'  An  excellent  series.    Small,  handy,  and  complete.' — Saturday  Review. 

Edited  by  W.  M.  Rossetti. 

Edited  by  G.  A.  Aitken. 

Edited  by  B.  B.  Johnson. 

Blake. 

Bums. 
3  vols. 

Butler. 
2  vols. 

Campbell.  Edited  by  His  Son- 
in-law,  the  Rev.  A.  W.  Kill.  With 
Memoir  by  W.  Allingham. 

Ohatterton.  Edited  by  the  Bev. 
W.  W.  Skeat,  M.A.    2  vols. 

Chaucer.  Edited  by  Dr.  R.  Morris, 
with  Memoir  by  Sir  H.  Nicolas.  6  vols. 

Ohurohlll.  Edited  by  Jas.  Hannay. 
2  VOlB. 

Coleridge.  Edited  by  T.  Ashe, 
B.A.    2  vols. 

CoUins.       Edited    by    W.    Moy 
Thomas. 

Cowper.    Edited  by  John  Bruce, 
P.S.A.    3  vols. 

Dryden.  Edited  by  the  Bev.  B. 
Hooper,  M.A.    5  vols. 

Goldamlth.  Bevised  Edition  by 
Austin  Dobson.    With  Portrait, 

Gray. 
LIi.D. 

Herbert, 
Qrosart. 

Herrlck.       Edited 
Saintsbury.    2  vola. 

Seats.  Edited  by  the  late  Lord 
Houghton. 

Ehrke  White.  Edited,  with  a 
Memoir,  by  Sir  H.  Nicolas. 

Edited  by  J.  Bradshaw, 

Edited  by  the  Bev.  A.  B. 

by    George 

Milton.    Edited  by  Dr,  Bradehaw. 
2  vols, 

Pamell.    Edited  by  G.  A,  Aitken. 

Pope.     Edited  by  G,  E.  Dennis. 
With  Memoir  by  John  Dennis.    3  vols. 

Prior.    Edited  by  E.  B.  Johnson, 
2  vols. 

Raleigh  and  Wotton.  With  Se- 
lections from  the  Writings  of  other 

COURTLY  POETS  from  1540  to  1650. 
Edited  by  Yen.  Archdeacon  Hannah, 
D.O.L. 

Rogers.  Edited  by  Edward  Bell, M.A. 

Scott.     Edited  by  John  Dennis. 
5  vols. 

Shakespesire's  Poems.    Edited  by Rev.  A.  Dyce. 

Shelley.  Edited  by  H.  Buxton 
Forman.    5  vols. 

Spenser.  Edited  by  J.  Payne  Col- 
lier.   5  vols. 

Surrey.    Edited  by  J.  YeoweU. 
Swift.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  J. 

Mitford.    3  vols. 

Thomson.    Edited  by  the  Bev.  D. 
C.  Tovey.    2  vols. 

V  a  u  g  h  a  n.  Saored  Poems  and 
Pious  Ejaculations.  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  H,  Lyte. 

Wordsworth.  Edited  by  Prof. 
Dowden.    7  vols. 

Wyatt.    Edited  by  J.  Teowell. 

Young.  2  vols.  Edited  by,  the 
Bev.  J.  Mitford. 



THE    ALL-ENGLAND    SERIES. 
HANDBOOKS  OF  ATHLETIC  GAMES. 

'  The  best  instruction  on  games  and  sports  by  the  best  authorities,  at  the  lowest 
prices.' — Oxford,  Magnzine. 

Small  8to.  cloth.  Illustrated.    Price  Is.  each. 

Cricket,    By  Feed  C.  Holland. 
Cricket.    By  the  Hon.  and  Kev. 

E.  Ltttelton. 

Croquet.    By  Lient.-Col.  the  Hon. 
H.  C.  Needham. 

Lawn    Tennis.     By    H.  W.   W. 

■WiLBEEFORCE.     With  a  Chapter  for Ladies,  by  Mrs.  Hilltard. 

Squash  Tennis.     By  Edstace  H. 
Miles.    Double  vol.    2s. 

Tennis  and  Rackets  and  Fives. 
By  Julian  Marshall,  Major  J.  Spens, 
and  Rev.  J.  A.  Aenan  Tait. 

Golf.      By    H.    S.    G.    Everabd. 
Double  vol.    2s. 

Rowing  and  Sculling.     By  Gdy 
RlXON. 

Rowing  and  Sculling.    By  W.  B. 
WOODQATE. 

Sailing.  By  E .  F.  Knioht,  dbl.voL  2s. 
Swimming.    By  Martin  and  J. 
Racstee  Cobbett. 

Camping  out.    By  A.  A.  Maodon- 
ELL.    Double  vol.    2s. 

Canoeing.    By  Dr.  J.  D.  Hatwabd. 
Double  vol.    2s. 

Moiintalneerlng.     By  Dr.  Claude 
WiLSOH.    Double  vol.    2s. 

Athletics.    By  H.  H.  Gbiffin. 
Riding.     By   W.  A.  Kerb,    V.O. 

Double  vol.    2s. 

Ladles' Riding.  ByW.A.KERR,V.C. 
Boxing.  By  R.  G.  Allanson-Winn. 

With  Prefatory  Note  by  Bat  Mullins. 

Fencing.    By  H.  A.  Colmore  Ddnn. 
Cycling.  By  H.H.  Griffin, L.A.C., 
N.C.U.,  O.T.C.  With  a  Chapter  for 
Ladies,  by  Miss  Aones  Wood.  Double vol.    2s. 

Wrestling.     By  Walter  Arm. 
STEOKG.     New  Edition. 

Broadsword  and  Singlestick. 
By  R.  G.  AxLANSON-Wnra  and  C.  Phil- 
LIPPS-WOLLET. 

Gymnastics.     By  A.  F,   Jenkin. 
Double  vol.  2s. 

Gymnastio  Competition  and  Dis- 
play £zercises.  Compiled  by 

P.  Geaf. 

Lidlan  Clubs.  By  G.  T.  B.  Cob- 
bett and  A.  F.  Jenkin. 

Dumb-bells.    By  F.  Grae. 
Football  —  Rugby  Game.  By 
Haret  Vassall. 

Football — Association  Game.  By 
0.  W.  Alcock.    Revised  Edition. 

Hockey.  By  F.  S.  Creswell. 
New  Edition. 

Skating.     By    Douolas     Adams. 
With  a  Chapter  for  Ladies,  by  Miss  L. 
Cheethau,  and  a  Chapter  on  Speed 
Skating,  by  a  Fen  Skater.   Dbl.  voL  2«. 

BasebaJl.    By  Newton  Cbanb. 
Rounders,  Fleldball,  Bowls, 

Quoits,   Curling,  Skittles,    &c. 
By  J.  M.  Walker  and  C.  C.  Mott. 

Dancing.      By   Edwabd   Scott. 
Double  vol.    28. 

THE    CLUB    SERIES    OF    CARD    AND    TABLE   GAMES. 

'  No  well-regulated  club  or  country  hou-i^e  should  l>e  without  this  useful  series  of 

books.'-Globe.        g^jj^  8vo.  cloth.  Illustrated. 
Bridge.    By 'Tejiplab.' 
Whist.    By  Dr.  Wm.  Pole,  F.R.S. 
Solo  Whist.  By  Bobebt  F.  Green. 
Billiards.     By  Major-Gen.  A.  W. 
Deatson,  F.R.A.8.     With  a  Preface 
by  W.  J.  Peall. 

Hints    on    Billiards.      By  J.  P. 
Buchanan.     Double  vol.    2s. 

Chess.    By  Robert  F.  Green. 
The  Two-Move  Chess  Problem. 
By  B.  G.  Laws. 

Chess  Openings.  By  I.  Gunsbebo. 
Draughts  and  Backgammon. 

By  '  Bebkeiky.' 
Reverai  and  Go  Bang. 
By  '  Berkeley.' 

Price  Is.  each. 

Dominoes  and  Solitaire. 

By  '  Berkeley.' B6zique  and  Cribbage. 

By  •  Berkklet.' 6cart6  and  Euchre. 

By '  Berkeley." Piquet  and  Rubicon  Piquet. 

By  '  Berkeley.' 
Skat.     By  Lonis  Diehl. 

*»*  A  Skat  ScoriDg-book.    Is. 

Round  Games,  inolnding  Poker, 
Napoleon,  Loo,  Vingt-et-un,  &c.  By 
Baxter- Weay. 

Fsirlour  and  Playground  Games. 
By  Mrs.  LAURKzroE  Gtoiiifi. 



RELL'S   CATHEDRAL   SERIES. 
Profusely  Illustrated^  cloth,  crown  Zvo.   is.  6d.  net  each. 

EI  IjGLISH   cathedrals.     An   Itinerary  and   Descriplion,    Compiled  by  James   G. 

Gilchrist,   A.M  ,    M.D.      Revised  and   edited  with  an   Introduction  on   Cathedral 
Architecture  by  the  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A.,  F.R.A.S. 

BANGOR.    By  P.  B.  Ironside  Bax. 
BRISTOL.     By  H.  J.  L.  J.  Mass6,  M.A. 
CANTERBURY.     By  Hartley  Withers,    sth  Edition. 

I  CARLISLE.    By  C.  King  Eley. 

I  CHESTER.     By  Charles  Hiatt.    3rd  Edition. 
CHICHESTER.     By  H.  C.  Corlette,  A.R.I. B.A.     2nd  Edition. 
DURHAM.     By  J.  E.  Bygate,  A.R.C.A.     3rd  Edition. 
ELY.     By  Rev.  W.  D.  Sweeting,  M.A.     2nd  Edition. 
EXETER.     By  Percy  Addlkshaw,  B.A.     2nd  Edition,  revised. 
GLOUCESTER.     By  H.  J.  L.  J.  Mass^,  M.A.     3rd  Edition, 

HEREFORD.     By  A.  Hugh  Fisher,  A.R.E.    2nd  Edition,  revised. 
LICHFIELD.     By  A.  B.  Clifton.     2nd  Edition. 
LINCOLN.     By  A.  F.  Kendrick,  B.A.     3rd  Edition. 
LLANDAFF.     By  E.  C.  Morgan  Willmott,  A.R.I. B.A. 
MANCHESTER.     By  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 
NORWICH.     By  C.  H.  1?.  Quennell.     2nd  Edition. 

OXFORD.     By  Rev.  Percy  Dearmer,  M.A.     2nd  Edition,  revised. 

PETERBOROUGH.     By  Rev.  W.  D.  Sweeting.    2nd  Edition,  revised. 
RIPON.    By  Cecil  Hallett,  B.A. 
ROCHESTER.     By  G.  H.  Palmer,  B.A.     2nd  Edition,  revised. 
ST.  ALBANS.    By  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 
ST.  ASAPH.    By  P.  B.  Ironside  Bax. 

r  ST.  DAVID'S.     By  Philip  Robson,  A.R.I.B.A. 

j  ST.  PATRICK'S,  DUBLIN.    By  Rev.  J.  H.  Bernard,  M.A.,  D.D.    2nd  Edition. 
•  ST.  PAUL'S.     By  Rev.  Arthur  Dimock,  M.A.     3rd  Edition,  revised. 

ST.  SAVIOUR'S,  SOUTHWARK.    By  George  Worley. 
SALISBURY.     By  Gleeson  White.     3rd  Edition,  revised. 
SOUTHWELL.     By  Rev.  Arthur  Dimock,  M.A.     2nd  Edition,  revised. 
WELLS.    By  Rev.  Percy  Dearmer,  M.A.    3rd  Edition. 
WINCHESTER.    By  P.  W.  Sergeant.    3rd  Edition. 
WORCESTER.     By  E.  F.  Strange.     2nd  Edition. 

YORK.     By  A.  Clutton-Bkock,  M.A.    3rd  Edition. 
•  Uniform  with  above  Series,    Now  ready,     is.  6d.  net  each. 

fST.    MARTIN'S    CHURCH,    CANTERBURY.      By  the   Rev.   Canon   Routledge, \        M.A.,  F.S.A. 
/BEVERLEY  MINSTER.      By  Charles  Hiatt. 
,'WIMBORNE    MINSTER     and    CHRISTCHURCH     PRIORY.       By    the    Rev.    T. 
'  Perkins,  M.A. 
TEWKESBURY  ABBEY  AND  DEERHURST  PRIORY.    By  H.  J.  L.  J.  Mass6,  M.A. 
BATH  ABBEY,  MALMESBURY  ABBEY,  and  BRADFORD-ON-AVON  CHURCH. 

By  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 
WESTMINSTER  ABBEY.    By  Charles  Hiatt. 
THE  TEMPLE  CHURCH.     By  George  Worley. 

ST.  BARTHOLOMEW'S,  SMITHFIELD.     By  George  Worley. 
STRATFORD-ON-AVON  CHURCH.     By  Harold  Baker. 

BELL'S    HANDBOOKS    TO    CONTINENTAL    CHURCHES. 
Profusely  Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  cloth ,  2s.  6d.  net  each. 

AMIENS.    By  the  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 
BAYEUX.     By  the  Rev.  R.  S.  Mylne. 
CHARTRES  :  The  Cathedral  and  Other  Churches.    By  H.  J.  L.  J.  MASsfi,  M.A. 
MONT  ST.  MICHEL.     By  H.  J.  L.  J.  Mass6,  M.A. 
PARIS  (NOTRE-DAME).     By  Charles  Hiatt. 
ROUEN  :  The  Cathedral  and  Other  Churches,  By  the  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 



The  Best  Practical  Working  Dictionary  of  tlie 

Eng-lisli  Language. 

WEBSTER'S 
INTERNATIONAL 

DICTIONARY. 
2348  PAGES.       5000  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

NEW  EDITION,  REVISED  THROUGHOUT  WITH  A 
NEW  SUPPLEMENT  OF  25,000  ADDITIONAL 

WORDS  AND  PHRASES. 

The  Appendices  comprise  a  Pronouncing  Gazetteer  of  the  World, 
Vocabularies  of  Scripture,  Greek,  Latin,  and  English  Proper  Names, 

a  Dictionary  of  the  Noted  Names  of  Fiction,  a  Brief  History  of  the 
English  Language,  a  Dictionary  of  Foreign  Quotations,  Words,  Phrases, 
Proverbs,  &c.,  a  Biographical  Dictionary  with  10,000  names,  &c.,  &c. 

Dr.  MDRRAY,  Editor  of  the  '  Oxford  English  Dictionary ^   sa^s  :— '  In  this  its latest  form,  and  with  its  large  Supplement  and  numerous  appendices,  it  is  a  wonderful 

volume,  which  well  maintains  its  ground  against  all  rivals  on  its  own  lines.  The  '  defini- 
tions,' or  more  properly,  '  explanations  of  meaning  '  in  '  Webster '  have  always  struck  me 

as  particularly  terse  and  well-put;  and  it  is  hard  to  see  how  anything  better  could  be 
done  within  the  limits.' 

Professor  JOSEPH  WRIGHT,  M.A.,  Ph.D.,  D.C.I..,  LL.D.,  Editor  oj 

the  '  English  Dialect  Dictionary,'  says  : — '  The  new  edition  of  "  Webster's  International 
Dictionary  "  is  undoubtedly  the  most  useful  and  reliable  work  of  its  kind  in  any  country. 
No  one  who  has  not  examined  the  work  carefully  would  believe  that  such  a  vast  amount 

of  lexicographical  information  could  possibly  be  found  within  so  small  a  compass.' 
Rev.  JOSEPH  WOOD,  D.D.,  Head  Master  a/  Harrow,  says  :— '  I  have  always 

thought  very  highly  of  its  merits.  Indeed,  I  consider  it  to  b«  far  the  most  accurate 

English  Dictionary  in  existence,  and  much  more  reliable  than  the  "Century."  For 
daily  and  hourly  reference,  "  Webster  "  seems  to  me  unrivalled.' 

Prospectuses,  with  Prices  and  Specimen  Pages,  on  Applicaiion. 

WEBSTER'S  COLLEGIATE   DICTIONARY. 
The  Largest  and  Latest  Abridgment  of  'The  International.' 

Full  particulars  on  application. 

LONDON  :  GEORGE  BELL  6*  SONS,  YORK  HOUSE, 
PORTUGAL  STREET,  W.C. 

50,000.  S.  &  S.  5.08. 










